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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


Gardiner,  Lovelace, and  Hills, in  their  Commendatory  Verses, ascribe  tliis Comedy  to  Fletcher; 
hut  more  credible  witnesses  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue,  mention  it  as  a joint  production. 
Its  first  publication  was  in  the  folio  of  lt)47.  The  greatest  applause  was  always  bestowed 
on  this  play,  and  it  used  to  be  frequently  performed,  till  modern  refinement  banished  it 
from  the  Theatres.  In  1 749,  some  of  the  scenes  were  selected  for  a farce,  and  acted  under 
the  title  of  this  Comedy.  


PROLOGUE. 


To  promise  much  before  a play  begin, 

Anti  when  ’tis  done  usk  pardon,  were  a bin 
We’ll  not  be  guilty  of;  and  to  excuse 
Before  we  know  a fault,  were  to  abuse 
The  writers  and  ourselves  : For  I dare  say 
We  all  are  fool’d  if  this  be  not  a play. 


And  such  a play  as  shall  (so  should  plays  do) 
Imp  time’s  (lull  wings,  and  make  you  merry 
too. 

Twai  to  that  purpose  writ,  so  v.e  intend  it ; 
And  we  have  our  wish’d  ends,  if  you  com- 
mend it. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Dina  NT,  a Ger,:!eman  that  formerly  loved , 
out J still  pretends  to  lore  Jjaimra. 
Cle.RF.MuNT, a merry  Gentleman , his  Friend. 
CtiAMPF.RNEL,  a lame  old  Gentleman , Hut- 
hand  to  Damira. 

VertaIGN,  a Nobleman  and  a Judge. 
BfauPUK,  Son  to  Vcrtuign. 

V tiRDos  E,  Nephew  to  Champernel. 

La  WRIT,  u wrangling  AdvocutCf 
Little  Lawyer. 


Sampson,  a foolish  Advocate,  Kinsman  to  Ycr- 
Provust.  [/digit. 

Gentlemen. 

Clients. 

Servants. 

Lamika,  Wife  to  Champernel , and  Daughter 
to  Veriaign. 

AnahelI.,  Niece  to  Champernel. 

NURSE  to  Ilmira.  [ mira . 

Charlotte,  Waiting-gentlewoman  to  La - 


or  the 


SCENE,  France. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Clcremont. 

Din.  TySSUADE  me  not. 

Cter.  'Twill  breed  a brawl ! 

Din.  I care  not; 

I wear  a sword ! 

Cter.  And  wear  discretion  with  it, 

Or  cast  it  off ; let  that  direct  your  arm ; 

’In  madness  else,  not  valour,  and  more  base 
Than  to  receive  a wrong. 

Dm.  Why,  would  you  have  me 
Sit  down  with  a disgrace,  and  thank  the  doer? 
We  arc  not  sloicks,  and  that  passive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  lacquies, 
Peasants,  and  tradesmen,  not  in  men  of  rank 
And  quality,  as  I am. 

Cler.  Do  not  cherish  •'  [suffers. 
That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age 
The  blood  of  our  bold  youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  spent  in  honourable  action, 

Or  to  defend  or  to  enlarge  the  kingdom, 


For  th*  honour  of  our  country,  and  our  prince. 
Pours  itself  out  with  prodigal  expence 
Upon  our  mother's  lap,  the  earth  that  bred  us, 
For  every  trifle.  And  these  private  duels. 
Which  had  their  first  original  from  the  French, 
And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we’re  justly  cen- 
sur’d, 

Arc  banish'd  from  all  civil  governments: 
Scarce  three  in  Venice,  in  as  many  years; 
In  Florence  they  are  rarer  ; and  in  all 
The  fair  dominions  of  the  Spanish  king 
They  sire  ne’er  heard  of.  i\ay  those  neigh- 
bor countries. 

Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  follies, 

And  come  at  a dear  rate  to  buy  them  of  us, 
Begin  now  to  detest  them. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet  ? [late  king*, 
Cler.  And  1 have  heard  that  some  of  our 
For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a mistress*  favour, 
A cheat  at  cards  or  dice,  and  sucli-like  cause*. 
Have  lost  as  many  gallant  gentlemen 
As  might  have  met  the  Great  Turk  intbe  field, 
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\\  ith  confidence  o.  n glorious  victory: 

And  shall  we  thou 

Dir..  No  more,  tor  shame,  no  more  ! 

A re  you  heroine  a pat  ron 1 too?  Tis  a new  one, 
No  more  on’t,  burn  it,  give  it  It)  some  orator, 
To  help  him  to  enlarge  his*  exercise: 

\\  itb  such  a one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 
The  curate  of  the  parish  ; but  tor  ( 'leremont, 
The  bold  and  undertaking  Clercinout, 

To  talk  thus  to  his  friend,  his  friend  that 
knows  him, 

Dinrmt  that  knows  his  C leremont,  is  absurd, 
And  mere  apocrypha. 

C/cr.  Why,  what  know  yon  of  me  ? 
j Din.  Why,  it  thou  lmst  forgot  thyself,  I’ll 
tell  thee, 

And  not  look  hack,  to  speak  of  what  thou  wort 
At  fifteen,  for  at  those  years  I have  heard 
Thou  vast  flesh’d,  and  enter’d  bravely. 

C/cr.  Well,  sir,  well ! [second 

Din.  But  yestc  rday  thou  wwt  the  common 
Of  all  that  only  knew  thee  ; thou  hadst  bills 
Set  up  on  every  post,  to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  difference  was,  and  who  were  pnr- 
And  as,  to  save  the  charges  of  the  law  , [ties. 
Poor  men  seek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chosen, 
lly  such  as  knew  thee  not,  to  compound  quar- 
rels j 

Hut  thou  wert  so  delighted  with  the  sport. 
That  if  there  were  no  just  cause,  thou  wouldst 
make  one. 

Or  he  engag'd  thyself.  This  goodly  calling 
Th’  hast  follow’d  live  aud-twenty  years,  ami 
studied 

The  criticisms  of  contentions:  and  art  thou 
In  so  few  hours  transform'd  ? Certain,  this 
night 

TOhastlmd  strange  dreams,  or  rather  visions. 
Liar.  Yes, 


[Act  1.  Scene  U 

I have  seen  foolsand  fighters  chain'd  together, 
And  the  fighters  h..d  the  upper-hand,  anti 
whij/d  first,  [been 

’The  poor  sots  laughing  at  ’em.  What  1 have 
It  skills  not ; what  1 will  he  is  resolv’d  on. 
Din.  Why,  then  you’!l  tight  no  more  ? 
C/cr.  isuch  is  my  purpose. 

Din.  On  no  occasion  ? 

C/cr.  There  you  stauger  me.  [and  blood 
Some  kind  of  w rongs  there  are,  which  flesh 
Cannot  endure. 

Diu.  Thou  wouldst  not  w illingly 
Live  a protested  coward,  or  he  call'd  one? 
C/cr.  Words  arc  but  words*. 

Dm.  Nor  wouldst  thou  take  a blow  ? 
C/cr.  Not  from  my  friend,  tlio’ drunk  ; and 
I think  much  less.  [from  an  enemy. 

Din.  Theirs  some  hope  of  thee  left  then.' 
Wouldst  thou  hear  me  behind  my  back  dis- 
grac'd r 

C/cr.  D’you  think  I am  a rogue  ? They 
that  should  do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb. 

Din.  Or  in  thy  presence, 

See  me  o’er-clmrg'd  with  odds? 

C/cr.  I’d  fall  myself  first. 

Din.  Wouldst  thou  endure  thy  mistress  be 
And  thou  sit  quiet?  [tii'en  from  thee, 

C/cr.  There  you  touch  my  honour; 

No  Frenchman  can  endure  that. 

Dm.  Plague  upon  thee  ! [dar’st  suffer 
Why  dost,  thou  talk  of  pence  then,  that 
Nothing,  or  in  thysvlf,  or  m thy  friend. 
That  is  unmanly  ? 

C/cr.  That  1 grant,  I cannot : 

But  I’ll  not  quariel  with  this  gentleman 
For  w earing  .stammel  breeches1;  or  this  game- 
ster [nothing; 

For  playing  a thousand  pounds,  that  owes  me 


1 Arc  you  became  a patron  too  ? ’Tit  a new  one, 

An  more  on’t,  bunt  tt , give  it  to  same  orator .]  Tatron , here,  has  its  Latin  meaning,  i.  e. 
a pleach  r,  or  advocate;  hut  the  word  speech,  declamation , /uaunguc,  or  something  to  that 
effect,  must  be  understood,  to  make  the  following  line  sense;  and  it  is  highly  probable  that 
a whole  line  is  lost,  whtcu  might  have  been  something  like  the  following: 

Arc  you  become  a patron  too?  How  long 

Have  you  been  conning  tins  speech ? Tis  a ne\<  one; 

No  more  on’t,  &c.  Seuurd. 

Are  you  become  a patron  too  Y "iVf  a new  otic.]  Wc  suspect  patron  to  be  a corruption  of 
pattern , a word  which  would  give  good  sense  to  the  passage,  and  comes  very  near  that  ad- 
mitted into  the  text. 

3 W ords  arc  but  words]  After  Clercmopt  has  said  this,  which  scorns  to  assert  that  ho 
would  not  mind  being  called  a coward,  nor  make  that  a cause  of  lighting,  Lilian  t goes  on 
as  if  he  had  said  directly  the  contrary  ; and  perhaps  a line  may  here  be  lost  again  to  the 
following  import: 

Words  are  buPwords,  but  coward  is  a name 
I could  not  brook. 

With  this  addition  the  whole  context  seems  consonant  to  itself.  Seward. 

3 Stammel  britches.]  i.  e.  Red  breeches.  Mr.  Syinpson  Has  given  an  explanation  of  the 
word  trom  Ben  Jousun,  inure  clear  tliun  what  we  have  in  dictionaries.  Octavo  edition, 
page 

‘ Red-hood  the  first  that  does  appear 
‘ In  stammel ; scarlet  is  too  dear.' 

It  is  highly  probable  that  red  breeches  were  in  our  Authors'  time  wore  only  by  smarts,  and 
were  esteemed  ooxcomiral.  In  that  age  of  duelling,  therefore,  a sneer  upon  tins  topic  might 
have  produced  bloodshed.  Scicord* 
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Act  1.  Scene  1.] 

For  this  man’s  taking  up  a common  wench 
In  rags,  and  lousv,  then  maintaining  her 
Caroch’d «,  in  cloth  of  tissue;  nor  five  hundred 
Of  such-like  toys,  that  at  no  parr  concern  me. 
Marry,  where  iny  honour,  or  my  friend's  is 
question’d, 

I have  a sword,,  ami  I think  I may  use  it 
To  th*  cutting  of  a ni seal’s  throat,  or  so, 
Like  a good  Christian. 

Din.  Thou’rt  of  a fine  religion  * [“hip, 
And.  rather  than  we’ll  make  A schism  in  friend  - 
I will  be  of  it.  put,  to  be, serious. 

Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-suit 
To  fair  Lamira? 

Cler.  Too  well,  sir,  and  re/nemhef 
Your  presents,  courtship— -that's  too  good  a 
name — [sick, 

Your  slave-like  services;  your  morning  mu- 
Your  walking  three  iidurs in  the  rain  at  mid- 
night [at, 

To  see  her  at  her  window',  sometimes  1 an gVd 
Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchsaf’d  to  kiss 
Her  glove,  her  skirt,  nay,  I haye  heard,  her 
slippers ; [sooth. 

How  then  you  triumph’d  ! Here  was  love  fur- 
Din.  These  billies  I deny  not  ; [me  : 
Such  a contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made 

But  my  reward  for  this 

Cler.  As  you  deserv’d  ; 

For  he  that  makes  a goddess  of  ?.  puppet, 
Merits  no  other  recompense. 

Din.  This  day,  friend, 

For  thou  art  so 

Cler.  I am  no  flatterer.  [to 

Dm.  This  proud  ingrateful  she  is  married 
Lame  Champcrml. 

Cler.  I know  him  ; he  has  been 
As  tall  a seaman,  and  has  thriv’d  ns  well  by't, 
fThe  loss  of  a It  g and  an  arm  ded  acted)  a.-*  any 
That  ever  put  from  Marseilles.  You  are  tame; 
Plague  on’t,  it  mads  me!  If  it  were  iny  ruse, 
I should  kill  all  the  family. 

Din.  Yet,  but  now 
You  did  preach  patience. 

Cler.  I then  ramp  from  confession  ; 

And  ’twas  enjoin’d  me  three  hours,  for  a pc- 
nance. 

To  be  a peaceable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one ; 
But  now,  all  else  being  pardon’d,  i begin 


On  a new  tally.  ’Foot,  dd  any  thing, 

I’ll  second  you. 

Dim.  I would  not  willingly  [purpose. 
Make  red  ray  yet-white  conscience;  vet  I 
I th'open  street,  as  they  come  from  the  temple, 
(For  this  way  they  niUst  pass)  to  speuk  my 
wrongs. 

And  do  it  holdlv.  [A Tusick  plays. 

C/rr.  Were  thy  tongue  a cannon, 

I would  stand  by  thee,  boy.  They  crane  ; 
Din.  Observe  a little  first.  [upon  ’em ! 
Cler . This  is  fiue  fiddling. 

Enter  Vtrtaign , Chulhpernel , Tjnnira,  Nurse , 
Bentipre,  and  fordone. 

AX  EPrniALAMtON  SONG  AT  T1IF.  WEDDING. 
Come  away  ; bring  on  the  bride. 

And  place  her  by  her  lover’s  side. 

You  fair  troop  of  maids  attend  her. 
Pure  and  holy  thoughts  befriend  her. 
Blush,  and  wish,  you  virgins  all, 

Manv  such  fair  nights  may  fall. 

Chorus.  Hymen,  fill  the  house  with  joy* 

AH  thy  sacred  fires  employ: 

Bless  the  bed  with  holy  love. 

Now,  fair  orb  of  beauty,  move. 
Din.  Stand  by,  for  I’ll  he  heard. 

Vert.  This  is  strange  fudoness ! 

* Din.  Ti«  courtship,  balanced  with  injuries! 
You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  l will  dye 
Your  checks  with  blUslies,  if  in  your  sear’d 
veins 

There  vet  remain  so  much  of  honest  blooil 
To  make  the  colour.  First,  to  you,  my  lord, 
The  father  of  this  bride,  whom  you  have  stilt 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Champ.  Ilow!  to  her  grave  ? [anon.— 
Din.  Be  patient,  sir;  l’il  speak  of  you 
You  that  allow'd  me  liberal  access,' 

To  make  toy  way  w ith  service,  Knd  approv’d  qf 
My  birth,  my  person,  years,  and  no-base  for- 
ttmfc;  [too 

You  that  are  rich,  and,  but  in  this,  held  wise 
That  ns  a father  should  have  look’d  upon 
Your  daughter  in  a husband,  and  aim’d  more 
At  what  her  youth  and  heat  of  blood  requir’d 
In  lawful  pleasures,  than  the  parting  from 
Your  crowns  to  pay  her  dower;  you  that  al- 
ready 


Mr.  Steevens  hath  collected  the  following  examples  of  the  use  of  this  word,  iu  a note 
the  latter  end  of  the. second  act  of  The  Tempest. 

‘ lu  Fletcher’s  Woman-Hater: 

“ Humble  herself  in  an  old  stnmrl  petticoat.” 

• So,  in  Middleton's  Masque  of  The  World  Toss’d  at  Tennis; 

“ They  wear  stammel  cloaks  instead  of  scarlet.’’ 

‘ So,  in  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  100$, 

“ Some  stamel  weaver,  or  some  butcher’s  son.” 

‘ Again,  in  The  Turk  turn'd  Christian,  1012, 

“ That  fellow  in  the  stfimmel  hose  is  one  of  them.”  ~ 

And  Mr.  Toilet  observes,  that  stannncl  colour  is  a light-red  colour.  ‘The  light-pale  ufamttiel 
* is  mentioned  in  Ph.  Holland's  Translation  of  Pliny’s  Nat.  Hist,  and  is  also  there  styled 
‘ tla;  light-ltd  and  fresh  lusty  gallant,  p.  260  and  261.  See  also  Slumtntl  in  Ainsworth's 
4 Dictionary.'  R. 

« Curoch'd.\  This  Word  is  derived  from  the  French  carosse,  a coach.  In  The  Custom  of  th* 
Country,  Ilvj.olitu  sa\s,  “ Make  ready  mv  ctmH'hJ’ 
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Have*  one  foot  in  the  grave,  yet  study  profit, 
As  if  you  were  assur'd  to  live  here  ever  ; 
What  poor  end  had  you  in  this  choice?  In  what 
Deserve  I your  contempt  ? My  house,  aud  ho- 
nours, 

At  all  parts  equal  yours,  mv  fame  as  fair, 
And,  not  to  praise  myself,  die  city'  ranks  me 
In  the  first  file  of  her  most  hopeful  gentry. 
Htit  Champernel  is  rich,  and  needs  a nurse, 
Aud  not  your  gold ; and,  add  to  that,  he’s 
old  Joo, 

His  whole  estate  in  likelihood  to  descend 
Upon  your  family  : Here  was  providence,' 

I grant,  but  iu  a nobleman  base  thrift. 

No  merchants,  nay,  no  pirates,  sell  for  bond- 
men 

Their  countrymen  ; but  you,  a gentleman. 
To  save  a little  gold,  have  sold  your  daughter 
To  worse  than  slavery. 

Clcr.  This  was  spoke  home  indeed. 

Beau.  Sir,  I shall  take  some  other  time  to 
tell  you, 

That  this  harsh  language  was  deliver’d  to 
An  old  man,  but  my  father. 

Din.  At  your  pleasure. 

Cler.  Proceed  in  your  design ; let  mo  alone 
To  answer  him,  or  any  mail. 

Vcrdtmc.  Y ou  presume 
Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  co- 
zen'd. 

Dm.  Rut  for  you,  most  unmindful  of  my 
service, 

(For  now  I may  upbraid  you,  and  with  honour, 
Since  all  is  lost ; nnd  yet  1 am  a gainer, 

In  being  deliver’d  from  a torment  in  you, 
For  such  you  must  have  been)  you,  to  whom 
nature 

Cave  with  a liberal  hand  most  excellent  form ; 
Your  education,  language,  and  discourse. 
And  judgment  to  distinguish;  when  you  shall 
With  feeling  sorrow  understand  how  wretched 
And  miserable  you  have  made  yourself. 

And  but  yourself  have  nothing  to  accuse, 
Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compassion? 
Butyou  will  say,  you  serv’d  your  father's  plea- 
sure, 

Forgetting  that  unjust  commands  of  parents 
Arc  not  to  be  obey’d  ; or,  that  you’re  rich, 
And  that  to  w ealth  all  pleasures  else  are  ser- 
vants : [chas'd. 

Yet,  but  consider  how  this  wealth  was  pur- 
*Twill  trouble  the  possession. 

Champ . Y’ou,  sir,  know 
I got  it,  and  with  honour. 

Din.  But  from  whom  ? 

Remember  that,  and  how ! You’ll  con#  indeed 
To  houses  bravely  furnish’d,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  soldier  w ill  not  lie. 
But  answer  truly,  ‘This  rich  cloth  of  arras 
*1  made  my  prize  in  such  a ship;  this  plate 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 

‘ W'asmy  share  in  another  ; these  fair jewels, 

* Coming  ashore,  t got  in  such  a village, 

‘ The  maid,  or  matron  kill’d, from  whom  they 
were  ravish’d/ 

The  wines  you  drink  are.  guilty  too ; for  this. 
This  Candy  wine,  three  merchants  were  un- 
done ; 

These  suckf  ts4 5  break  as  many  more : In  brief, 
All  you  shall  wear,  or  touch,  or  see,  is  pur- 
chas'd 

By  lawless  force,  and  you  hut  revel  in  [ers. 
The  tears  and  groans  of' such  ns  were  the  own- 
Champ.  Tis  false,  most  barely  false  ! 
Vert.  Let  losers  talk. 

Din.  Lastly,  those  joys,  those  best  of  joys, 
which  Hymen 

Freely  bestows  on  such  that  come  to  tie 
The  sacred  knot  he  blesses,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  anil  mutual  affection, 

Not  blindly  led  with  the  desire  of  riches, 
Most  miserable  you  shall  never  taste  of ! 
Thismarriage-nightyou’ll  meet  a widow  ’shed. 
Or,  failingofdiose  pleasure  sail  brides  look  for, 
Sin  in  your  wish  it  were  so  ! 

Champ.  Thou’rt  a villain, 

A base,  malicious  slanderer  I 
CUr.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he’s  not  worth  a blow-. 

Champ.  Oh,  that  I Imd  thcc  [room 

In  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield 
To  me  to  use  mv  sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I’d  make  thee  on  thy  knees 
Rite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong’d  me ! 

Vert.  Pray  you  have  patience. 

Dim.  This  day  1 am  to  be  your  sovereign  ; 
Let  me  command  you. 

Chump.  I at  it  lost  with  rage, 

And  know  not  what  I am  myself,  nor  yon. 
Away ! dare  such  as  you,  that  love  the  smoke 
Of  peace,  more  than  the  tire  of  g’orious  war, 
And,  like  unprofitable  drones,  feed  on 
Your  grandsires’ labours,  (that,  os  l am  now. 
Were  gathering-bees,  and  fill’d  their  hive, 
this  country,  [actions  ? 

With  bravo  triumphant  spoils*  censure  our 
You  object  ray  prizes  to  me ! Had  you  seen 
The  horror  ol  a sea-fight,  with  wh  it  danger 
I made  tlieui  mine;  the  lire  I fearless  fought 
in,  [straight 

And  quench’d  it  in  mine  enemies' blood,  which 
Like  oil  pour’d  out  ou’t6,  made  it  burn  anew; 
My  deck  blow  n up,  with  noise  enough  to  mock 
The  loudest  thunder,  nnd  the  desperate  fools 
That  boarded  me,  sent,  to  defy  the  tempests 
That  were  against  me,  to  the  angry  sea, 
frighted  with  men  thrown  o’er  ; no  victory. 
But  iu  despite  of  the  four  elements, 

’flic  lire,  the  air,  the  sea,  and  sands  hid  in  it, 
To  be  achiev'd;  you  would  confess,  poor  meu, 
(Tho’  hopeless  such  au  honourable  way 


4 Suckctg.]  i.  e.  Banqueting  dishes.  Sen'ard. 

6 Like  oil  pour'd  out  onrt , made  it  burn  anew.]  1 would  choose  to  read,  “like  oil  pour’d  on 

it ; " but  I believe  the  old  reading  may  give  the  same  idea.  The  metaphor  is  a little  difficult 
here;  the  blood  loth  queue het  and  makes  thejire  bum  anew  \ but  quenches,  here,  must  only 
signify  to  abute  the  fire  for  a moment  9 and  then  the  whole  is  clear.  Seward. 
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Act  1.  Scene  1. 


To  get  or  wealth  or  honour  in  yourselves) 
He  that  thro'  all  these  dreadful  passages 
Pursu’d  and  overtook  them,  unaffrighled, 
Deserves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  styl’d 
By  the  base  name  of  theft. 

Din.  This  is  the  courtship 
That  you  must  look  for,  madam. 

Cler.  Twill  do  well,  [night  with. 

When  nothing  can  he  done,  to  spend  the 
Your  tongue  is  sound,  good  lord;  and  I 
could  wish. 

Tor  this  young  lady’s  sake,  this  leg,  this  arm, 
And  there  is  something  else,  I will  not  name, 
(Tho'  'tis  the  only  thing  that  must  content 
Had  the  same  vigour.  [her,) 

Champ.  You  shall  buy  these  scoffs  [auger ! 
With  your  best  blood  ! Help  rae  oiicc,  noble 
Nay,  stir  not ; I alone  must  right  myself. 
And  with  one  leg  transport  inf,  to  correct 
These  scandalous  praters ! Oh,  that  noble 
wounds  [i«//*. 

Should  hinder  just  revenge ! D’ye  jeer  me  too? 
I got  these,  not  as  you  do  your  diseases, 

In  brothels,  or  with  riotous  abuse 
Of  wine  in  taverns;  I have  one  leg  shot. 
One  arm  disabled,  and  am  honour’d  more 
By  losing  them,  us  l did,  in  the  face 
Of  a brave  enemy,  than  if  they  were  [only. 
As  when  1 put  to  sea.  You  arc  Frenchmen 
In  that  you  have  been  laid,  and  cur’d.  Goto! 
You  mock  my  leg,  but  every  bone  about  you 
Makes  you  good  nitnnnack-mukcrs,  to  foretell 
What  weather  wc  shall  have. 

Din.  Put  up  your  sword.  [be  useful ; 
Cler.  Or  turn  it  to  a crutch  ; thcre’l  may 
And  live  on  the  relation  to  your  wife 
Of  what  a hrtive  man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her, 

What  a fine  virtue  ’tis  in  n young  lady 
To  give  an  old  man  pap. 

Cler.  Or  hire  a surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roll  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Din.  To  make  a poultice,  nud  endure  the 
Of  oils,  and  nasty  plasters.  [scent 

Vert.  Fy,  sir,  t y ! 

You  that  have  stood  all  dangers,  ofall  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a rival’s  scoff? 

Dun  .Shed  tears  upon  [men. 

Your  wedding-day?  This  is  unmanly,  gentle- 
Champ.  They’re  tears  of  auger.  Oh,  that 
I should  live 

To  play  the  woman  thus!  All-pow’rful  Hcnv’n, 
Restore  inc,  hut  one  hour,  that  strength  again 
That  T had  once,  to  chustise  in  these  men 
Their  follies  and  ill  manners ; and  that  done, 
When  you  please,  I’ll  yield  up  the  fort  of  life, 
A ml  do  it  gladly. 

Cler  We  ha*  the  better  of  him, 

Wc  ha*  made  him  cry. 

Verdone.  You  shall  have  satisfaction  : 
And  I will  do  it  nobly,  or  disclaim  me. 
Bfuup.  I say  no  more ; you  have  a brother, 
sister : 

This  is  your  wedding-day,  we're  in  the  street, 
And  howsoever  they  forget  their  honour, 
Tis  fit  i lose  not  mine,  by  their  example. 


Vert.  If  there  be  laws  in  Paris,  look  to 
This  insolent  affront.  [answer 

Cler.  You  that  live  by  them, 

Study  ’em,  lor  Heaven’s  sake  ! For  my  part, 
1 know  not,  [else 

Nor  care  not,  what  they  are.  Is  there  aught 
That  you  would  sny? 

Din.  Nothing  ; I have  my  ends. 

Laiuira  weeps;  I’ve  said  too  much,  I fear! 
So  dearly  once  I lov'd  her,  that  1 cannot 
Endure  to  see  her  tears 

[ 11  rev  at  Din.  and  Cler . 
Champ.  See  you  perform  it, 

And  do  it  like  mv  nephew. 

Verdone.  If  I fail  m’t, 

NeYf  know  me  more.  Cousin  Rcauprc  ! 

Chump.  Repent  not  [rind 

What  thou  hast  done,  my  life;  thou  shall  not 
I am  decrepit! : in  iny  love  and  service, 

I will  he  young,  and  constant;  ami  believe  mo 
(For  thou  shall  rind  it  true,  in  scorn  of  all 
The  scandals  these  rude  men  have  thrown 
upon  me)  [ardour. 

I’ll  meet  thy  pleasures  with  a young  man’s 
And  in  all  circumstances  of  a husband 
Perform  my  parts. 

Dun  Guod  s r,  I am  your  servant; 

And  ’tis  too  late  now,  if  I did  repent, 

( Which,  as  I am  a virgin  yet,  l do  not) 

To  undo  the  knot,  that  by  tiic  church  is  tied. 
Only  1 would  beseech  you,  as  you  have 
V good  opinion  of  me  and  my  virtues, 

For  so  you’ve  pleas’d  to  style  my  innocent 
weakness,  [me, 

That  what  hath  pass'd  between  Dinnilt  and 
Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hath  spoken. 
Beget  not  doubts  or  fears. 

Chump.  1 apprehend  you  ; 

You  think  I will  be  jealous:  As  T live, 

Thou  art  mistaken,  sweet ! and,  to  confirm  it. 
Discourse  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where 
thou  wilt. 

Feast  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  thou  w'ilt ; 
For  I will  have  no  other  guards  upon  thee 
Than  thine  own  thoughts. 

Iuim  l'l|  nse  this  liberty 
With  moderation,  sir. 

Jieuup.  I am  resolv’d. 

Steal  off;  1*11  follow  you. 

Champ.  Come,  sir,  you  droop  : 

Till  you  find  cause,  which  l shall  never  give, 
Dislike  not  of  your  son-in-law. 

Vert.  Sir,  you  teach  me 
The  language  I should  use:  \ nm  most  happy 
In  being  so  near  you.  [Eic.  Verdone  and  Beau. 

D.m.  yi>,  my  fears  ! Good  Nurse, 

Follow  iny  brother  unobserv’d,  and  learn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurse.  I w ill  be  careful,  madam.  [ Erit. 
Champ.  Between  us  compliments  are  su- 
perfluous. 

On,  gentlemen ! Th’  affront  we  have  met  hero 
We’Jl  think  upon  hereafter;  ’twere  unfit 
To  cherish  any  thought  to  breed  unrest. 

Or  to  ourselves,  or  to  our  nuptial  feast. 

[ Exeunt. 
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Tinier  Din  nut  ami  Clercmont. 

C/er.  We  shall  have  sport,  ne’er  fear’t. 
Din,  What  sport,  I, prithee?  [I  long for*t; 
Clcr.  Why,  we  must  light ; 1 know  jt,  mid 
It  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  eye 
Of  yodng  Verdone ; Bedupre  look'd  pale  and 
shook  too, 

Familiar  signs  of  anger.  They’re  hotli  brave 
fellows,  [counter 

Tried  and  approv’d,  and  1 am  proud  to  en- 
With  men, from  whom  no  honour  can  he  lost ; 
They  w ill  plnv  lip  to  a man,  and  set  him  oft. 
Whene’er  I go  to  lIi*  field,  llcav’u  keep  me 
from  t 

Hie  meeting  of  an  unflesh'd  youth  or  coward  ! 
The  fiist,  to  get  a name,  comes  on  too  hot ; 
The  coward  is  so  swift  in  giving  ground, 
There  is  no  o\ cr taking  him  without 
A hunting  nag,  well  breath'd  too. 

Din.  All  this  while; 

You  ne’er  think  on  the  danger. 

Clcr.  Why,  ’tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a dozen  friends  at  supper. 
And  drinking  hard;  mischief  comes  there 
unlook’d  for, 

I’m  sure  as  sudden,  and  strikes  home  as  oftcu; 
For  this  we  are  prepar’d. 

Din.  Lamira  loves 
Her  brother  Bcaupre  dearly. 

C/er.  \Vhat  of  that  ? [what 

Din.  And  should  he  call  me  to  account  for 
But  now  I spake,  (nor  ran  } with  mine  honour 
lit  cant  iny  words)  that  little  hope  is  left  me. 
E’er  to  enjoy  w hat  (nett  to  Ileav’n)I  long  for, 
Is  taken  from  me. 

C/er.  Why,  what  raft  yoti  hope  for; 

She  bri»2  now  married? 

Din.  Oh,  inv  Clc  romont ! 

To  you  all  secrets  of  inv  heart  lie  open, 

And  I rest  most  secure  thru  wlmrsoe’er 
1 lock  up  there,  is  as  a private  thought,  " 
And  will  no  further  wrong  inc.  1 am  a 
Frenchman, 

And  for  the  greater  part  wearc  born  courtiers; 
8he  is  a woman,  uud  however  ykt 
No  heat  of  service  hail  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  chastity,  time  and  opportunity 
Mav  work  her  to  my  ends  : I confers  ill  ones, 
And  vet  I must  pursue  Yut  Now  hi*r  mar- 
Jn  probability,  will  no  way  hurt,  [riage, 
But  ratlier  help  roe. 

C/er.  Sit > the  wind  there?  Pray  you  tell  me 
IIow  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  lust? 

Din.  Too  nearj 
But  prithee  chide  me  not. 

C/er.  Not  I ; go  on,  hoy  ! 

I’ve  fault*  inyseif,  and  will  not  reprehend 


A crime  I am  not  free  from.  For  her  mar- 
riage, 

I do  esteem  it  (and  most  bachelors  Hre 
Of  my  opinion)  as  a fair  protection. 

To  play  the  wanton  without  loss  of  honour. 
Din.  Would  she  make  use  of ’t  so,  I w ere 
* most  happy. 

C/er.  No  more  of  this.  Judge  now  whe- 
The  gift  of  prophecy.  [ther  I hav£ 

Enter  Beavprc  and  Verdone. 
heat/.  Monsieur  I)  in  ant, 

I’m  glad  to  find  you,  sir. 

Din.  I’m  at  your  service.  , 

Verdone.  Good  monsieur  Cleremont,  I 
have  long  wish’d 
To  he  known  better  to  you. 

C/er.  My  desires 
F.mbrnce  your  wishes,  sir. 

Beau.  Sir,  I have  ever 
Esteem’d  you  truly  noble,  and  profess 
1 should  have  been  most  proud  to’ve  had  tht 
honour 

To  call  you  brotlier,  but  my  father’s  pleasure 
Denied  that  happiness.  1 know,  no  man  lives 
That  can  command  his  passions;  and  there- 
fore [gunge 

Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  lan- 
Ye  were  pleas’d  to  use  to  my  father  and  my 
• sister : 

lie’s  old,  and  she  a woniRn  ; I most  sorry 
My  honour  does  compel  me  to  entreat  you 
To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  sword,  to 
A mile  without  the  city.  [meet  m« 

Din.  You  much  honour  fne 
In  the  demand  ; 1’il  gladly  wait  upon  you. 
Beau.  Oh,  *ir,  you  teach  me  what  to  say. 
The  time  ? 

Din.  With  the  next  sun,  if  you  think  fit. 
Btau.  The  place  ? [the  city/ 

Din.  Near  to  the  vineyard,  eastward  from 
Beau.  I like  it  well.  This  gentleman,  it* 
you  plrrtsc. 

Will  keep  me  company. 

C/er.  That  is  agreed  on  ; 

And  in  my  friend’s  behalf  I w ill  attend  him. 
Verdone.  You  shall  not  miss  my  sen  ice. 
Beau.  Good  dav,  gentlemen  ! 

Din.  At  your  commandment. 

Clcr.  Proud  to  be  your  servants. 

[ Exeunt  Beaupie  and  Verdone. 
T think  there  is  no  nation  under  heaven 
That  cut  thed  r enemies’  throats  with  compli- 
ment6. 

And  such  fine  tricks,  as  we  do.  If  you  have 
A n v few  prayers  to  say,  this  night  you  may 
('all  ’em  to  mi  Ad,  and  use  ’em;  for  myself, 
As  I have  little  to  lose,  my  care  is  less' ; 


• T think  there  is  no  nation  under  heuvn 
That  cut  their  enemies  throats  with  compliment  f 

And  such  fme  tricks,  as  ere  r/o.]  Moliere  has  a scene  built  upon  the  politeness  of  the  French 
duellers,  which  is  extremely  like  this,  i mention  it  not  as  supposing  that  excellent  writer 
to  have  copied  from  our  Authors;  but  to  show  how  admirably  the  latter  drew  their  charac- 
ters ; since  in  the  portraits  of  Frenchmen,  they  hit  the  very  same  masterly  strokes  with  1 1*4 
grcatestyiHSter  of  French  Coihedy,  Seuard. 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

So,  till  to-morrow  morning  I bequeath  you 
To  your  devotions  ; and  those  paid,  but  use 
That  noble  courage  I have  seen,  and  we 
Shall  light,  as  in  a castle. 

Din.  Thou’rt  all  honour; 

Thy  resolution  would  steel  a coward, 


And  I most  fortunate  in  such  a friend. 

All  tenderness  and  nice  respect  of  woman 
Be  now  far  from  me  ! Reputation,  take 
A full  possession  of  my  heart,  and  prove 
Honour  the  hist  place  holds,  the  second 
love!  [Earn/*/. 


T 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lamira  and  Charlotte 7 
Lam.  CLEFT’S  tny  lord  still,  Charlotte  ? 

^ Char.  Not  to  be  wait'd.  [ceive 
3v  vour  ladyship's  cheerful  looks,  I well  per- 
That  this  night  the  good  lord  hath  been 
At  an  unusual  service ; and  no  wonder 
If  he  rests  after  it. 

Loin.  You’re  very  bold. 

Char.  Your  creature,  madam,  and,  when 
you  arc  pleas’d, 

6a«lness  to  me’s  a stranger.  Your  good  pardon  I 
If  I speak  like  u fool ; I could  have  wish’d 
To  have  Ut’en  your  place  to-night,  had  bold 
Dinant, 

Your  first  and  most  obsequious  servant,  tasted 
Those  delicates,  which,  by  his  lethargy, 

A»  it  appears,  have  cloy’d  my  lord. 
him.  No  more  ! * * 

Char.  I'm  silenc’d,  madam. 

Lam.  Saw  you  my  Nurse  this  morning? 
Chur . No,  madam. 

Lam.  I am  full  of  fears.  Who’s  that? 

[ Knock  within. 
Char.  She  you  enquir’d  for. 

Lam . Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me. 

[E.ril  Charlotte. 

Now,  Nurse,  what  news? 

Enter  Nurse . 

Nurse.  Oh,  lady,  dreadful  ones  ! 

They  are  to  fight  this  morning  ; there’s  no 
remedy. 

I saw  ray  lord  your  brother,  and  Verdone, 
Take  horse  as  I came  by. 

Dim.  Where’s  Cleremont  ? 

Nurse.  I met  him  too,  and  mounted. 

Dim.  Where’s  Dinant  ? 

Nurse.  Tnere’a  all  the  hope;  I’ve  staid 
him  with  u trick  : 

If  I have  done  well,  so. 

Lam.  What  trick  ? 

Nurse  I told  him, 

Your  ladyship  laid  your  command  upon  him 
To  attend  you  presently;  and,  to  confirm  it, 
Gave  him  the  ring  he  oft  hath  seen  you  wear, 
1'hat  you  bestow’d  on  ine.  He  waits  without 


Disguis’d,  and  if  you  have  that  power  inhinq 
As  I presume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
To  stay  or  aiter  him. 

Lam.  Have  yon  learnt  the  place 
Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurse.  Yes,  *tis  where  [ventli. 

The  duke  of  Burgundy  met  Lewis  the  Ele- 
Lam.  Enough;  1 will  reward  thee  liberally. 

[Ecit  Nursr. 

Go,  bring  him  in. — 1?ull  dear  I lov’d  Dinant, 
While  it  was  lawful ; but  those  fires  are 
quench'd, 

I being  now  another’s.  Truth,  forgive  me, 
And  let  dissimulation  be  no  crime, 

Tho’  most  unwillingly  I put  it  on, 

To  guard  a brother’s  safety  ! 

Enter  Dinant . 

Din.  Now,  your  pleasure. 

Tho’  ill  you  have  deserv’d  it,  you  perceive 
I’m  still  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 
Whatever  you  command. 

Lam.  You  speak  as  if 

You  did  repent  it;  and  ’tis  not  worth  my 
thanks  then : 

But  there  has  been  a time,  in  which  you  would 
Receive  this  as  a favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 
Of  recompense. 

Dim.  Why,  I am  still  Iovmira, 

Anti  you  Dinant,  and  ’tis  yet  in  my  power 
(l  dare  not  say  I'll  put  it  into  act; 

To  reward  your  love  and  service. 

Din.  There's  some  comfort.  [fame, 

Lum  But  think  not  that  so  low  I prize  my 
To  give  it  up  to  any  man  that  refuses 
To  buy  it ; or  with  danger  of  performance 

Of  what  1 shall  enjoin  him 

Dm.  Name  that  danger 
(Be’t  of  what  horrid  shape  soever,  lady) 
Which  I will  shrink  at ; only,  ut  this  instant, 
Be  speedy  in’t. 

Lum.  I'll  put  you  tg  the  trial: 

You  shall  not  light  today,  (d’you  start  at  that?) 
Not  with  ray  brother.  I have  heard  your 
difference ; 

Mine  is  no  Helen’s  beauty,  to  be  purchas’d 
With  blood,  and  so  defended:  If  you  look  for 


7 Enter  Lamira  and  Charlotte.]  I think  it  very  clear,  that  this  is  the  beginning  of  the 
Second  act:  for  a whole  night  is  past  since  the  last  scene,  and  the  players  seem  to  have  di- 
vided the  acts  at  the  end  of  the  next  scene,  only  to  make  them  of  a more  equal  length. 

Seward. 

Though  there  is  reason  in  what  Mr.  Seward  says,  and  propriety  in  his  variation  (where- 
fore wc  have  adopted  it),  we  are  far  from  being  clear  that  the  old  division  was  not  Hotelier  t. 
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THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER 


[Act  2.  Scene  f. 


J'ovours  from  me,  deserve  them  with  obedi- 
1 here’s  no  wav  else  to  gain  'em.  [ence  ; 

Dm.  You  command 
What%itb  mine  honour  I cannot  obey. 
Which  lies  at  pawn  against  it,  and  a triend 
Equally  d*ar  a*  that,  or  life,  engag’d, 

Not  for  himself,  hut  me. 

1 Atm.  Why,  foolish  man, 

Dare  you  solicit  me  to  serve  your  lust, 

In  which  not  only  1 abuse  my  lord, 

My  father,  and  my  family,  hut  write  whore, 
Tho*  not  upon  my  torehcud,in  my  conscience. 
To  licrt'ud  hourly,  and  vet  name yoUV  honour? 
Yours*  mi ffcis  hut  in  circumstance;  mine  in 
substance. 

If  vou  obey  me,  you  part  with  some  credit ; 
From  whom?  the  giddy  multitude:  But  man* 
Will  censure  me,  and  justly.  [kind 

Din.  I wilklosc 

What  most  i do  desire,  rnthfcr  than  hazard 
So  dear  a friend,  or  write  myself  u coward  ; 
rTis  bettvr  be  no  man. 

Lam.  'I  his  will  not  do. — [Aside. 

Why,  ] desire  not  von  should  he  a coward, 
Nor  do  1 weigh  my  brother’s  life  with  vours ; 
Meet  him.  light  with  him,  do,  and  kill  him 
fairly  : 

Let  me  not  sulTer  for  you,  I am  careless. 
Din.  buffer  for  me  ? 

Dim.  For  you  ; my  kindness  to  you 
* Already  brands  me  with  a strumpet’s  name. 
Din.  Oh,  that  J knew  the  wretch  ! 

Lam.  1 w ill  not  name  l.nn, 

Nor  give  you  any  character  to  know  him ; 
Hut  if  you  d?ire,  and  instantly,  ride  forth 
At  the  West  port  o’llfciiy,  and  defend  liicre 
IHy  reputation  against  all  you  meet, 

1 or  two  hours  only.  I’ll  not  swear,  Dinaut, 
To  satisfy,  tho'  sure  I think  I shall. 
Whatever  you  desire.  If  you  deny  this, 

He  desperate  ; for  willingly,  by  tins  light. 
I’ll  never  see  thee  more 

Din  Two  hours,  d’you  say  ? 

Lam.  Only  two  hours. 

Din.  I were  no  gentleman,  [arms  me, 
Should  I make  scruple  of  it.  This  favour 
And  boldly  1*11  perform  it.  [Exit. 

Dnn.  I am  ulad  on’t. 

This  will  prevent  their  meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  brother  safe,  which  was  the  mark  I shot 
at.  [Exit. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Cleremont , os  in  the  field. 

Clt'r.  I’m  first  i*  th'  field,  that  honour's 
gam'd  of  our  side  ; 

Fray  lleav'n,  i may  get  off  as  honourably  ! 
Th*  hourispa*t;  1 wonder  Diuant  comes  not: 
This  is  the  place  ; I cannot  tee  him  yet : 

It  is  Ins  qu  orel  too  that  brought  me  hither, 
And  1 ne’er  knew  him  yet  hut  to  his  honcAir 
A firm  and  worthy  friend;  yet  l tee  n , thing. 
Nor  horse,  nor  man  : Y would  vex  me  to.  be 
left  here,  |»rov*3  ones. 

To  th’  mercy  of  two  swords,  and  two  ap- 
I never  knew  him  last. 


Enter  Beau  pvt  and  Verdant. 

Bran.  You're  well  met,  Cleremont. 
Verdant.  You’re  a fair  gentleman,  and 
love  your  friend,  sir.  [us. 

What,  arc  you  ready  r The  time  has  overmen 
Beau.  Anti  this,  you  know,  the  place. 
Cler.  No  Diuant  yet ! [do: 

Beau.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to 
We  wait  you,  sir. 

C'er.  There’s  no  time  post  yet,  gentlemen; 
We’ve  day  enough. — Is’t  possible  he  tomes 
not  ? — 

You  see  I'm  ready  here,  and  do  but  stay 
I ill  my  friend  come:  Walk  but  a turn  or 
Twill  not  be  long.  [two ; 

Vcrdonc . We  came  to  fight. 

Ckr.  Ye  shall  fight,  gentlemen, 

And  fight  enough:  But  a short  turn  or  two! 
I think  I see  him;  set  up  your  watch,  we’ll 
fight  by  it.  [luded. 

Biau.  That  is  not  he  ; we  will  not  be  dc- 
Cler.  Ain  I bull'd  thus? — l’ray  take  a pipe 
of  tobacco, 

Or  sing  but  some  new  air;  by  that  time, 
gentlemen 

Verdant.  Come,  draw  your  sword  ; you 
know  the  custom  here,  sir, 

First  come,  first  serv’d. 

Clcr.  Tho'  it  be  held  a custom, 

Atul  practis’d  so,  1 do  not  hold  it  honest. 
What  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  single? 
Beau.  Yield  up  your  sword  I lien. 

Cler.  Yield  my  sword  ! that’s  Hebrew  ; 

I’ll  be  first  cut  a-pieces.  Hold  but  a while. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman. 

I’ll  take  the  next  that  comes.  You’re  an  old 
Gent.  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  sir.  [gentleman? 
Cler.  And  wear  no  sword  ? 

Gent.  1 need  none,  sir. 

Clcr.  ] would  you  did,  and  had  one; 

I want  now  such  a foolish  courtesy. 

You  see  these  gentlemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a second?  [it. 

In  good  faith,  sir,  I was  ne’er  handsome  at 
J would  you  had  my  son  ; but  he’s  in  Italy. 
A proper  centleumn.  You  may  do  well, 
gallants,  [mercy ; 

?f  your  quarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more 

The  gentleman  may  do  hi#  country 

Cler.  Now  I bcsctch  you,  sir, 

If  you  dure  not  fight,  don’t  stay  to  beg  my 
pardon. 

There  lies  your  way. 

Gent.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen.  [Exit. 
Verdant.  You  sec  your  fortune ; 

You’d  better  yield  your  sword. 

Cler.  Pray  ye  stay  a little  ; 

Enter  tii-o  Gentlemen . 

Upon  mine  honesty,  you  shall  be  fought 
with. — 

Well,  Dinnnt,  well ! — These  wear  sword#, 
and  seem  brave  fellows.  [me  : 

As  you  are  gentlemen,  one  of  you  supply 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.] 

I want  a second  now,  to  meet  these  gallants; 
You  know  what  honour  is. 

1 Gent.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us  ; [for, 
NVe  qo  about  the  same  work  you  are  ready 
And  must  fisrht  presently ; else  we  were  your 

servants. 

2 Gent.  God  speed  you,  and  good  day  ! 

[E  reunt  Gentlemen. 
Cter.  Am  I thus  colted®? 

beau.  Come,  either  yield 

Cter.  As  you  are  honest  gentlemen,  [tune; 
Stay  but  the  next,  and  then  J 'll  take  my  for- 

Aud  if  I fight  not  like  a man Fy,  Dinunt! 

Cold  now  and  treacherous  ? [causes ; 

Jm-  M rit  [within\.  I understand  yohr 
Yours  about  corn,  yours  about  pins  and 
glasses — [ pared  s 3 ? 

Will  yc.  make  me  mad  ? have  I not  all  the 
And  his  petition  too,  about  hell-founding ; 
Send  in  your  witnesses. — What  will  >c  have 
me  doj  [are  incited  ! — 

Will  you  haverhe  break  my  heart?  my  brnins 
And  tell  your  master,  as  I am  a gentleman, 
His  cause  shall  be  the  first;  Commend  me 
to  your  mistress, 

And  tell  her,  if  there  be  an  extraordinary 
feather,  [you  too. 

And  tall  enough  for  her 1 shall  dispatch 

I know  your  cause,  for  transporting  of  far- 
thiugalcs  : 

Trouble  me  no  more,  I say  aqnin  to  you; 

No  more  vexation ! Bid  my  wife  send  me 
some  puddings; 

I have  a cuuse  to  run  thro’  requires  puddings  ; 
Puddings  enough.  Farewell  ! 

Enter  La-Writ . 

Cter.  God  speed  you,  sir  ! 

Jituu.  ’Would  he  would  take  this  fellow  ! 
Verdone . A rare  youth. 

Cter.  If  you  belt  t hasty,  sir 

La- Writ.  Yes,  J arn  hasty,  [liainent : 
Exceeding  hasty,  sir;  I am  going  to  the  par- 
You  understand  this  bag:  If  you  have  any 
business  [it. 

Depending  there,  be  short,  and  let  me  hear 
And  pay  you?  fees. 

Cter  'Faith,  sir,  1 have  a business, 

But  it  depends  upon  no  parliament. 

La-  Writ,  i have  no  skill  in’t  then. 

Cter.  I must  desire  you  ; 

Tis  a sword  mutter,  sir. 

La- Writ.  I ain  no  cutler, 

I am  an  advocate,  sir. 

Bean,  ilow  the  tiling  looks  ! 

f erdone.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight 

Cter.  Be  not  so  hasty  ; 

You  wear  a good  sword. 

La-Writ*  1 know  not  that, 

I never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a 
sword— 
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Cter.  I must  entreat  you  try,  sir,  and  bear 
a part 

Against  these  gentlemen;  I want  a second: 
You  seem  a man,  and  ’ti$  a noble  office. 

La- Writ,  lama  Lawyer,  sir,  I am  no 
fighter.  [best  to  satisfy. 

Cter.  You  that  breed  quarrels,  sir,  know 
Jieau.  This  is  some  sport  yet. 

Verdone.  If  this  fellow  should  fight? 
La-Writ . And,  for  any  thing  I know,  l am 
an  arrant  coward  ; 

Do  not  trust  me  ; I think  I am  a coward. 
Cter.  Try,  try;  you  are  mistaken.— Walk 
on,  gentlemen, 

The  man  shall  follow'  presently. 

Ln- Writ.  Are  ye  mad,  gentleman? 

My  business  is  w ithin  this  half-hour. 

Cter.  That’s  all  one  ; [in  that  bottom  • 
We’ll  dispatch  within  this  quarter. — Thera 
’Tis  most  convenient,  gentlemen. 

Beau.  Weil,  we’ll  wait,  sir.  [You’ll  follow? 
Verdone.  Why*  this  will  boacomick  fight. 
Jja-Writ.  As  I’m  a true  man,  I can’t  fight. 
Cter.  Away,  away. — 

[Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Verdone . 
I know  you  can  : I like  your  modesty  ; 

1 know  you  will  fight,  and  so  fight,  with  such 
metal,  [fury — 

And  with  such  judgment  meet  your  enemy ’5 
I see  it  in  your  eye,  sir. 

La-Wnt.  1*11  be  bang’d  then; 

And  1 charge  you,  in  the  king’s  name,  name 
no  more  lighting.  [the  man ; 

Cter.  I charge  you,  in  the  ki»g*s  name,  plar 
Which,  if  you  do  uot  quickly,  1 begin  with 
you ; [diestick  ? 

I’ll  make  you  dance.  Do  you  see  your  fid- 
Sweet  advocate,  thou  shalt  fight. 

La-Writ.  Stand  further,  gentleman, 

Or  I’ll  give  you  such  a dust  o*  th’  chaps — — 
Cter.  Spoke  bravely, 

And  like  thyself,  a noble  advocate  ! 

Come,  to  thy  tools. 

La-Writ.  1 do  not  say  I’ll  fight. 

Cter.  1 say  thou  shalt,  and  bravely. 
La-Writ.  If  I do  fight— 

I say,  if  I do,  but  don’t  depend  upon’t— 
(And  yet  I have  a foolish  itch  upon  me)— 
What  shall  become  of  my  writings? 

Cter.  Let  ’em  lie  by  ; 

They  " ill  not  run  away,  man. 

La-Writ.  I may  be  kill’d  too,  [shiest? 
And  where  are  all  my  causes  then — my  bu- 
I will  not  fight ; 1 cannot  fight. — -jMv 

causes "[sand  causes*; 

Cter.  Thou  shalt  fight,  if  thou  badst  u thou- 
Thou  art  a man  to  fizht  for  any  cuuse. 

And  carry  it  with  honour. 

La-Writ.  Hum!  any  you  so?  If  T should 
Be  such  a coxcomb  to  prove  valiant  now  ! 
Cter.  I know  thou  art  most  valiant. 
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{Act  f . Scene  8. 


Jus-Writ . Do  you  think  so  ? 

T am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  so, 

I tell  you  that,  my  honest  friend,  for  ever; 
For  I shall  ne’er  leave  quarrelling. 

How  long  must  we  fight?  for  I cannot  stay, 
Nor  will  not  stay  ; I’ve  business. 

Clcr.  We’ll  do  it  in  a minute,  in  a moment. 
La- Writ.  Here  will. I hang  my  hag  then; 
it  may  save  my  belly  ; 

I never  lov’d  cold  iron  there. 

Clcr.  You  do  wisely. 

La-Writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  sword  out 
then  ; quickly,  quickly  ! 
rr  has  not  seen  sun  these  ten  years. 

Clcr.  How  it  grumbles  ! 

This  sword  is  vengeance  angry. 

La-Writ.  Now  I’ll  put  iny  hat  up, 

And  say  my  prayers  as  I go.  Away,  hoy  ! 
If  I be  kill’d,  remember  the  Little  Lawyer  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Be.au pre. 

Beau.  They’re  both  come  on ; that  may 
be  a stubborn  rascal. 


Enter  La-Writ. 

Take  you  that  ground  ; I’ll  stay  here.  Fight 
bravely  ! {let’s  have  fair  play ; 

La-Writ.  To’t  cbearfully,  my  boys!  You'll 
None  of  your  foining  tricks. 

Beau.  Come  forward,  monsieur  ! 

What  hast  thou  there?  a pudding  in  thy  belly? 
I shall  see  what  it  holds. 

La-Writ . Put  your  spoon  home,  then! 

[Fight. 

Nay,  since  I must  fight,  have  at  you  without 
God-a-mcrcy  bag!  wit,  sir! 

Behu.  Nothing  but  bombast  in  you? 

The  rogue  winks  and  lights. 

[ Beau,  loses  his  sword ; La-Writ  treads  on  it. 

La-Writ.  Now  your  fine  fencing,  sir! 
Stand  off : thou  diest  on  point  else ! I have  it, 
Yet  further  dff! — I have  nis  sword.  [I  have  it! 

Clcr.  [vi/Ain.]  Then  keep  it; 
lie  sure  you  keep  it ! 

La-Writ.  I’ll  put  it  in  my  mouth  else. 
Stand  further  off  yet,  and  stand  quietly, 
And  look  another  wav,  or  I’ll  be  with  you  ! 
Is  this  ail?  I’ll  undertake  within  these  two  days 
To  furnish  any  cutler  in  this  kingdom. 

Beau.  Pox,  what  fortune’s  this ! Disarmed 
■A  snail  ? a dog  ? [by  a puppy  ? 

La-Writ.  No  more  o’  these  words,  gentle- 
man ! [me ! 

Sweet  gentleman,  no  more!  Do  not  provoke 
Go  walk  i’ tli’  Horse- fair;  whistle,  gcntle- 
What  must  I do  now  ? [man. — 


Enter  Clercmont , pursued  by  Verdant. 
Cler.  Help  me;  I’m  almost  breathless. 
La-Writ.  With  all  my  heart.  There’s  a 
cold  pie  for  you,  sir! 

[Slri/rcs  Clercmont . 
Cler.  Thou  strik’st  me,  fool ! 

La- Writ.  Thou  fool,  stand  further  off 
then — 


Deliver,  deliver! 

[Strikes  up  Vcr done’s  heels , and  takes 
his  sword  too. 

Cler.  Hold  fast. 

La- Writ.  I ne’er  fail  in’t.  [daggers! 
There’s  twelve-pence;  go,  buy  you  two  louden 
Have  I done  well  ? 

Clcr.  Most  like  a gentleman. 

Beau.  And  we  two  basely  lost ! 

Vcrdone.  ’Tis  l;ut  a fortune. 

We  shall  yet  find  an  hour. 

[Exeunt  Beau,  and  Verd.  sad. 
Cler.  I shall  be  glad  on’t. 

La- Writ.  Where’s  my  cloak,  and  my 
trinkets?  Or,  will  you 
Fight  any  longer,  for  a crash  or  two  ? 

Cler.  I am  your  noble  friend,  sir. 
La-Writ.  It  may  be  so. 

Clcr.  Whnt  honour  shall  I do  you,  for 
this  great  courtesy? 

La-Writ.  All  I desire  of  you,  is  to  take 
The  quarrel  to  yourself,  and  let  me  hear  no 
more  on’t ; 

(I  have  no  liking  to’t;  it  is  a foolish  matter) 
And  help  me  to  put  up  my  sword. 

Clcr.  Most  willingly. 

But  I am  bound  to  gratify  you,  and  I must 
Not  leave  you. 

La-Writ.  I tell  you,  I’ll  not  be  gratified; 
Nor  I will  hear  no  more  on’t.  Take  the 
swords  too, 

And  do  not  ungcr  me,  but  leave  me  quietly. 
For  the  matter  of  honour,  'tis  at  your  own 
disposure ; 

And  so,  and  so [Exit  La-Writ. 

Cler.  This  is  a most  rare  Lawyer ; 

I'm  sure,  most  valiant.  Well,  Dinant,  as 
you  satisfy  n.e — 

I say  no  more.  I’m  loaden  like  an  armorer. 

[£rif. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  To  be  dispatch’d  upon  a sleeveless 
errand ! [tainted  ! 

To  leave  mv  friend  engag’d,  mine  honour 
These  arc  trim  tilings.  I am  set  here  like  a 
perdue,  # [mistress. 

To  watch  a fellow  that  has  wrong’d  my 
A scurvy  fellow  that  must  jfass  this  way; 
But  w hat  this  scurvy  fellow  is,  or  whence, 
Or  whether  his  name  be  William,  or  John, 
Or  Antony,  or  Dick,  or  any  thing,  I know 
not ; 

A scurvy  rascally  fellow'  I must  aim  at; 

And  there’s  the  otlice  of  an  ass  flung  on  me. 
SureCieremout  has  fought,  hut  how  come  off, 
And  what  the  world  shall  thiuk  of  me  here- 
after! [rascals. 

Well,  woman,  woman,  I must  look  your 
And  lose  my  reputation!  You’ve  a fine 
power  over  us.  [curiously 

These  two  long  hours  I’ve  trotted  here,  and 
•Survey’d  all  goers-by,  yet  fiud  no  rascal, 

La-Writ  sings  within , then  enters. 

Nor  any  face  to  quarrel  with.  Wliat’s  that  t 
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11. 


Act  t . Scene  i.] 


This  is  a rascally  voice;  sure  it  comes  this 
»’ay.  [broke, 

Li- 1 frit,  * He  strook  so  hard  ,0,  the  bason 

1 And  Tarquin  heard  the  sound/ 

Dm.  Wlmt  inister-thing  its  this"?  let  me 
survey  it.  [in  two/ 

Li-Writ.  4 And  then  he  struck  Ins  neck 
Dm  This  may  be  a rascal,  but  ’tis  a mad 
rascal. 

What  an  alphabet  of  fares  he  puts  on  ! 

Hey,  bow  it  fences!  If  this  should  be  the 

t rogue— 

As  ’tis  the  likeliest  rogue  I see  this  day— 
La-Writ.  4 Was  ever  man  for  lady’s  sake? 
Down,  down!' 

Din.  And  what  are  you,  good  sir?  Down, 
down,  down,  down ! 

Li-Writ.  What’s  that  to  you, — good  sir? 

Down,  down  ! [down,  down  ! 

Dm.  A pox  on  you,  good  sir!  Down, 

You  with  your  buckram  hag,  what  make 
you  here  ? [with  my  shadow  now. 

And  fro. «.  whence  come  you  ? — I could  tight 
La-Wnt.  Tlie»u  tierce  man,  that  like  Sir 
Lancelot  dost  appear, 

I need  not  tell  thee  what  I am,  nor  eke 
what  I make  here  ,a. 

Dm.  This  is  a precious  knave. — Stay, 
stay,  good  Tristram, 

And  let  me  ask  thy  mightiness  a question ; — 

Did  you  ne’er  abuse  a lady  ? 

La-Writ.  Not;  to  abuse  a lady’s  very 
Din  Say  you  so,  sir  ? [hard,  sir. 

Didst  tlmu  uever  abuse  her  honour? 

La-Writ.  Not;  to  ubuse  her  honour  is 
impossible.  [thy  name? 

Dm.  Certain,  this  is  the  rascal.  What’s 
La  Writ.  My  name  is  Cock  o’ two;  use  me 

I will  bo  cock  of  three  else,  [respectively ,J, 


Din.  What’s  all  this? 

You  say,  you  did  abuse  a lady. 

La- Writ.  You  lie. 

Din.  And  that  you  wrong’d  her  honour. 

La-Writ.  That’s  two  lies. 

Speak  suddenly,  for  l am  full  of  business. 

Din.  What  art  thou,  or  what  caust  thou 
be,  thou  peagooso,  [me  wonderl 

That  durst  give  me  the  lie  thus?  thou  niak'st 

La- Writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  makes 
all  this  plain.  [thou  a gentleman  ? 

Din.  You  must  not  part  so,  sir.  Art 

La-Writ.  Ask  those  upon  whose  ruins  £_ 
am  mounted.  [sun. 

Din.  This  is  some  Cavalero  knight  o’  th# 

Di-Writ.  I tell  thee  Fin  as  good  a gentle- 
man as  the  duke. 

I have  atchicv’d Go,  follow  thy  business! 

Din.  But  for  this  lady,  sir 

La-Writ.  Why,  hang  this  lady,  sir! 

And  the  lady-mother  too,  sir ! What  have  I 
to  do  with  ladies? 

Enter  Clcrcmont. 

Cler.  Tis  the  Little  Lawyer's  voice;  Hu* 
he  got  ray  way  ? 

It  should  he  hereabouts. 

Din.  Y'ou  dry  biscuit  rogue, 

I will  so  swinge  you  for  this  blasphemy  ! 

Ha’  I found  you  out  ? 

CUr.  T hat  should  he  Pinant’>  tongue  t no. 

La- Writ.  And  I defy  thee;  do  thy  worst! 
‘Oh,  ho,  quoth  Lancelot  tho’ ! ’ 

And,  that  thou  shultknow  I’m  a true  gentle- 
man, [pliant. 

And  speak  according  to  the  phrase  triuin- 
Thy  lady  is  a scurvy  lady,  and  a shitten 
lady,  [fadv 

And,  tho’  I never  heard  of  her,  adeboshed 


10  He  xtrook  so  hardy  Arc.]  The  lines  La-Writ  here  sings  are  taken  from  an  old  ballad, 
called  ‘ The  Noble  Acts  of  Arthur  and  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table/  K. 

11  What  master-thing  is  this  ¥*]  The  idea  this  gave  was,  What  master-piece  of  oddity  have 

we  here  ? But  Mr.  Syropson  has  hit  on  a more  humorous  reading ; Wlmt  ui/sfer- thing  is  this? 
Mister  wight  being  common  to  Spenser  and  Chaucer.  I am  far  from  approving  the  inscrv 
tion  of  obsolete  words  |n  general  ; but  hen*,  where  La-Writ  is  talking  and  singing  knight* 
errantry,  a Wbnl  common  in  the  tales  of  knight-errants  is  certainly  natural  and  obvious. 
In  the  c. -.cedent  Glossary  to  Urry’s  Cnauccr,  mister,  from  the  French  mestier , a profession 
or  trade,  lienee  it  is  used  for  any  sort,  kind,  or  condition  ; as  mister-folk  kind  of  men, 
&c.  Sward. 

Mider^thing  is  the  reading  of  the  second  folio;  not  a variation  hit  on  by  Mr.  Sympson  ! 

11  Thou  fierce  man , Ate.  J These  two  lines  also  we  apprehend  to  be  quoted  from  some  old 
romance,  play,  or  ballad. 

13  Use  me  respectively.]  Here  respectively  is  synonymous  to  respectfully.  We  never,  I 
believe,  now  use  it  in  that  sense.  Stu'ttrd. 

In  The  Laws  of  Candy,  Anijophcl  says,  “ The  princess  ever  for  your  sake  mostrej/jro 
tixe/y  loved  me.”  The  word  frequently  occurs  in  trie  same  sense,  in  the  old  writers. 

'*  Dtboshed.]  In  The  Tempest,  act  iii.  scene  2,  Trinculo  uses  this  word,  speaking  to 
Caliban,  upon  *vhich  Mr.  Stgcvens  remarks,  4 I meet  with  this  word,  which  I suppose  to 
4 be  die  same  as  debauch’d , in  Randolph’s  Jealous  Lovers,  1034, 

“ Sec  your  house  be  stor’d 
“ With  the  deboidicst  roarers  in  this  city.*’ 

4 When  this  word  was  first  adopted  from  die  French  language,  it  appears  to  have  been  spelt 
‘according  to  the  pronunciation,  and  therefore  wrongly ; but  ever  since  it  lias  been  spclfc 
<right,  it  has  been  uttered  with  equal  impropriety/  IL 
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And  thou  a squire  of  low  degree!  Will  that 
content  thee  ? [sword,  sir, 

Dost  thou  way-lay  me  with  ladies? — A pre  tty 
A very  pretty  sword  ! I have  a great  mind 
to’t.  [rogue ! 

Din,  You  shall  not  lose  your  longing, 
Clcr.  Hold,  hold! 

Hold,  Dinant,  as  thou  art  a gentleman  ! 

La- Writ.  As  much  as  you  will  j my  hand 
is  in  now.  [you  draw  your  sword 

Cler.  I am  your  triend,  sir.  — Dinant, 
Upon  the  gentleman  preserv'd  your  honour: 
This  was  my  second,  and  did  buck  me  uobly. 
For  shame,  forbear. 

Din.  I ask  your  mercy,  sir, 

Ai  d ain  your  servant  now. 

Let- Writ.  Aluy  we  not  tight  then? 

Clcr.  I’m  sure  you  shall  not  now. 
La-Writ.  I’m  sorrv  t'or’t; 

I’m  sure  I’ll  stay  no  longer  then,  not  a jot 
longer.  [still,  sir. 

Are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore?  I will  sing 
[ Rut  Ra-  H rit, ' si  ngiug. 
Din.  J look  now  you  should  chide  me, 
and  ’tis  fit,  [anger, 

And  with  much  bitterness  express  your 

1 have  deserv’d  : Yet,  when  you  know 

Clcr.  I thank  you  ! 

Do  you  think  that  the  w rong  you  have  offer’d 

me,  [wrong 

The  most  unmanly  wrong,  unfriendly 

Din.  1 do  confess 

Clcr.  That  boyish  sleight* — — 

Din.  Not  so,  sir.  [your  honour, 

Clcr.  That  poor  and  base  renouncing  of 
Can  be  allay’d  with  words? 

Din.  1 give  you  way  still,  [it  a friend’s  part, 
Clcr . Colour’d  with  smooth  excuses?  Was 
A gentleman’s,  a man’s  that  wears  n sword, 
And  stands  upon  the  point  of  reputation, 

To  hide  his  head  then,  when  his  honour 
call’d  him ; 

Call’d  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  fortune  ? 
To  halt,  and  slip  the  collar?  By  my  life, 

I would  have  giv’n  my  life  I’d  never  kuown 
thee ! 

Th’  hast  eaten  cankcr-like  into  my  judgment 
With  this  disgrace,  thy  whole  life  cannot 
heal  again. 

Din.  This  I can  suffer  too ; I find  it  honest. 
Cler.  Can  you  pretend  an  excuse  **  now 
may  absolve  you, 

Or  any  thing  like  honest,  to  bring  you  off? 
Engage  me,  like  an  ass? 

Din.  Will  you  but  hear  me? 

Clcr.  Expose  me  like  a jade  to  tug,  and 
hole  thro’, 


[Act  2.  Scene  f. 

Laugh’d  at,  and  almost  hooted  ? Your  dis- 
graces [me? 

Invite  men’s  swords  and  angers  to  dispatch 

Din.  If  you  will  he  patient 

CUr.  And  be  abus’d  still?  But  that  I’ve 
call’d  thee  friend, 

And  to  that  name  allow  a sanctuary, 

You  should  hear  further  from  me;  I’d  not 
talk  thus:  [sir, 

But  henceforth  stand  upon  your  own  bottom. 
And  bear  your  own  abuses;  i scorn  my 
sword 

Should  trnvel  in  so  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 
Din.  11a’ you  done  yet?  take  your  whole 
swing  of  anger ; 

J’ll  bear  all  with  content. 

Clcr.  Why  were  you  absent  ? 

Din.  You  know  I am  no  coward,  you 
have  seen  that, 

And  therefore,  out  of  fear  forsook  you  not: 
You  know  1 am  not  false,  of  a treacherous 
nature,  [>'ou  too  : 

Apt  to  betray  my  friend;  I have  fduglit  for 
You  know  no  business,  that  concern'd  my 
My  kindred,  or  my  life——  [state, 

(7cr.  Where  was  the  fault  then  ? 

Din.  The  honour  of  that  lady  I adore, 
Her  credit,  and  her  name:  You  know  she 
And  with  what  haste.  [sent  for  me, 

Clcr.  What  was  he  that  traduc’d  ? 

Dm.  The  man  i’tb’  moon,  1 think  ; hither 
But  to  what  end [1  was  sent. 

Enter  Nurse. 

C!er.  This  is  a pretty  flim-flam  ! 

Nurse.  I’m  glad  I’ve  met  you,  sir;  I have 
And  seeking  cv’ry  where.  [been  seeking, 
Clcr.  And,  now  you’ve  found  him, 
Declare  what  business,  our  ambassador 
Nurse.  Wlm’s  that  to  you,  goodmun 

Floutcr? — Oh,  sir,  my  lady- 

Din.  Prithee,  no  more  of  thy  lady  ; I 
have  too  much  on’t. 

Clcr.  Let  me  have  a little;  speak  to  me. 
kune.  To  you,  sir?  [aside,  sir, 

Tis  more  than  time  ! — All  occasions  set 
Or  whatsoever  may  be  thought  a business— 
Din.  What  then? 

Nurse.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour. 
Cler.  Where? 

Nurse.  What  is  that  to  you?  come  you, 
When  you’re  sent  for.  [sir, 

Clcr.  God-a-mercy,  Mumpsimus  ! 

You  may  go,  Dinant,  and  follow  this  old 
fairy,  [your  credit. 

Till  you  have  lost  yourself,  your  friends, 


t4  Can  you  pretend  an  excuse — ] Mr.  Seward’s  passion  for  exact  measure  induces  him  to 
read,  u Can  you  pretend  a ’sci/rc.” 

*5  Our  ambassador.']  Mr.  Svmpson  thinks  this  might  probably  be  old  ambassador,  and 
then  there  is  a strong  reason  for  her  calling  him  Houter.  It  is  certainly  an  improvement, 
and  bids  fair  for  hat  ing  been  Unoriginal.  Sereard. 

Our  ambassador  is  flout  ins ; and  the  old  reading  should  not  be  altered  without  authority, 
while  it  is  intelligible ; Uiou^h  we  think  the  cmeudauou  a good  one. 
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Act  2.  Scene  S.] 


And  honey  out  your  youth  in  rare  ndven- 
1 can  but  grieve  Eve  known  you.  [tures : 

Nurse.  Will  you  go,  sir  ? 

I cocnc  not  often  to  you  with  these  blessings: 
You  may  believe  that  thing  there,  and  re- 
That  dogged  thing!  [pent  it, 

Cler.  Peace,  Touchwood! 

Din.  I will  not  go. 

Go,  bid  your  lady  seek  seme  fool  to  fawn 
on  her,  [with ; 

Some  unexperiencM  puppy  to  make  sport 

I’ve  been  her  mirth  too  long  ! Thus  1 shake 
from  me  [incuts 

The  fetters  she  put  on ; thus  her  cnchant- 
Jblow  away  like  wind : No  more  her  beauty — 
Nurse,  l ake  heed,  sir,  what  you  say. 
Cler.  Co  forward,  Dinant. 

Din . The  charms  shot  from  her  eyes 

Nurse.  Be  wise. 

Cler.  Be  valiant. 

Din.  That  tongue,  that  tells  fair  tales  to 
men’s  destructions, 

Shall  never  rack  ine  more'6. 

Nurse.  Stay  there. 

Cler.  Go  forward. 

Din.  I will  now  hear  her,  see  her,  as  a 
woman,  [her 

Survey  her,  and  the  powerman  has  allow’d 
As  I would  do  the  course  of  common  things, 
UnniQv’d,  unstruck. 

Cler.  Hold  there,  and  l forgive  thee. 

Din . She  is  not  fair,  and  that  that  makes 
her  prqud 

Is  not  her  own,  our  eyes  bestow  it  on  her; 
To  touchand  kiss  her  is  no  blessedness, 

A sun-burnt  Ethiop’s  lip’s  as  soft  as  hers. 
Go,  bM  her  stick  some  other  triumph  up, 
And  take  into  her  favour  some  dull  fool, 
That  has  no  precious  time  to  lose,  no 
friends,  [chant, 

No  honour,  nor  no  life ; Like  a bold  im  r- 
A bold  and  bankrupt  man,  I’ve  ventur’d 
all  these,  [to  her; 

And  split  my  bottom.  Return  this  answer 


I am  awake  again,  and  see  her  mischiefs, 
And  am  not  now,  on  every  idle  errand. 

And  new-coin’d  anger,  to  he  hurried**. 

And  then  despis’d  again;  I have  forgot  her. 
Cler.  If  this  be  true — ■ — 

Nurse.  I’m  sorry  I have  troubled  you  ; 
More  sorry,  that  my  lady  has  adventur’d 
So  great  a favour  in  so  weak  a mind. 

This  hour  you  have  refus’d  That,  when  you 
come  to  know  it,  [fellow  ! 

Will  run  you  inad.  and  make  you  curse  that 
She  is  not  fair,  nor  handsome ! so  I leave  you. 
Cler.  Stay,  lady,  stay ; but  is  there  such 
a business  ? [yours 

Nurse.  You’d  break  your  neck,  ’twere 
Cler.  'My  back,  you  would  say. 

Nurse.  But  play  the  friend’s  part  still,  sir, 
*Ti»  a fair  office.  [and  undo  him  ; 

Din.  I’ve  spoke  too  liberally. 

Nurse.  I shall  deliver  what  you  say. 

Cler.  You  shall  be  bang’d  first; 

You’d  fain  be  prating  now  ! Take  the  man 
Nurse.  Not  I ; 1 have  no  power,  [with  you. 
Cler.  You  mav  go,  Dinant. 

Nurse.  Tis  in’s  own  will;  1 had  no  further 
charge,  sir,  [thought 

Than  to  tell  him  what  I did;  which,  if  I’d 

It  should  have  been  receiv’d  so 

Cler.  ’Faith,  you  may; 

You  do  not  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 

If  I perceived  any  trick  in't 

Din.  ’Ttvill  end  there. 

Cler.  Tis  my  fault  then.  There  is  an 
hour  in  fortune  [chide  you. 

That  must  be  still  observ’d : You  think  i’ll 
When  things  must  be.  Nay,  see,  an  he 
will  hold  his  head  up  ! [too  ? 

Would  such  a lady  scifd  with  suc  h a charge 
Say  she  has  play’d  the  fool,  play  the  fool 
with  her  again, 

The  great  fool,  the  greater  still  the  better, 
lie  shall  go  with  you,  woman. 

Nurse.  As  it  please  him; 

I know  the  way  alone  else. 


16  Shall  never  rack  me  mure.']  Ruck , i.  e.  torment,  is  certainly  good  sense  here,  and  I 
therefore  don’t  change  it,  though  wrack , the  old  way  of  spelling  wreck , i.  e.  ship-wreck , 
Seems  much  more  poetical:  For  his  honour,  by  her  devices,  hud  just  before  been  wrack'd, 
which  Dinant  a little  lower  expresses  by  the  same  metaphor : 

“ like  a Jbuld  merchant, 

“ I’ve  ventur’d  all  these,”  (i.  c.  time,  friends,  honour  and  life,) 

“ And  split  my  bottom.” 

This  confirmation  occurred  after  the  conjecture  itself.  Seward. 

>5  And  the  power  man  has  allow'd , sir.]  Former  edit.  Seward. 

16  And  am  nut  now  on  every  idle  errand , 

And  ncw-coin'd  anger , to  be  hurried, 

And  then  despis'd  again.]  Mr.  Syinpson  suspects  the  word  hurried , as  making  no  antithe- 
sis to  despis'd , and  therefore  proposes  to  read  honeyed , a word  common  to  our  Authors.  But 
as  Dinant  had  just  before  been  “ hurried  on  an  idle  errand,  and  a ncw-coin’d  anger,”  I 
see  no  sort  of  reason  for  the  change:  Perhaps,  indeed,  anger  might  have  been  danger , 
because  it  was  the  pretence  of  that  which  had  induced  him  to  go  upou  her  former  errand ; 
but  neither  is  this  change  necessary.  Seward. 

>9  There  is  an  hour  in  fortune. 

That  must  be  still  observ'd.]  We  meet  with  this  sentiment  in  Shakespeare’s  Julius  Cfesar, 
The  passage  is  quoted  (vol.  i.)  act  ii.  sc.  1.  nole 96  of  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 
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T)in.  Where's  your  lady  ? 

Nurse . ! shall  direct  you  quickly. 

JJin:  Well,  I’ll  go;  [say 

Bur  what  her  wrongs  will  give  me  leave  to 
Cler.  We'll  leave  that  to  yourselves.  J 
>iiall  iiear  tVoui  you  ? 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

Din.  As  soon  ns  I come  off. 

Clcr.  Come  on  then  bravely. 

Farewell  till  then,  and  play  the  man  ! 

Din.  You’re  merry; 

All  1 expect  is  scorn.  I’ll  lead  you,  lady. 

[Dvcuht  severally. 


ACT  in. 


Enter  C hamper  net,  Jjimira , Beauprc , Fer - 
dune,  and  Charlotte. 

Jicau.  \A7E’LL  venture  on  him. 

* * Champ.  Out  of  my  doors ! I 
charge  thee, 

See  me  no  more! 

Dim.  Your  nephew? 

Chump  1 disclaim  him; 

Hr  has  no  part  in  me,  nor  in  my  blood. 

My  brother,  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and 
Conquest  hereditary  to  his  issue,  [left 

Could  not  beget  a coward. 

Verd.  I fought,  sir, 

Like  a good  fellow,  and  a soldier  too;  [fates  : 
But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their 
Ascribe  you  to  my  father  what  you  please, 
J'in  horn  to  suffer. 

Champ.  Ail  disgraces,  wretch  ! 

Jjjm.  Good  sir,  be  patient. 

Champ.  Was  there  no  tree, 

(For  to  fall  by  a noble  enemy's  sword 
A coward  is  unworthy;  nor  no  river  w. 

To  force  thy  life  out  backward,  and  to 
drown  it, 

But  that  thou  must  survive  thy  infamy. 

And  kill  me  with  the  sight  of  one  1 hate, 
And  gladly  would  forget? 

Jicau.  Sir,  his  misfortune 
Deserves  not  this  reproof. 

Champ.  In  your  opinion: 

Tis  lit  you  two  should  be  of  one  belief. 

You  are  indeed  tine  gallants,  and  fight 
bravely 

Fth'  city  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 
Have  neither  spirit  to  dare,  nor  power  to  do  ; 
Y'our  swords  are  all  lead  there. 

Jicau.  I know  no  duty 
(However  you  mity  wreak  your  spleen  on 
That  binds  uie  to  endure  this.  [him) 

Champ.  From  Diuunt 
Yrou’ll  suffer  more  ! That  ever  cursed  I 
Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  sucli  a thing  as  he  is  ! or  my  lady, 


That  is  all  innocent*1,  for  whom  a dove  would 
Assume  the  courage  of  a daring  eagle. 
Repose  her  confidence  in  one  that  can 
No  better  guard  her  ! In  contempt  of  you, 

I love  Diuunt,  mine  enemy,  nay.  admire 
' him ; [justice. 

His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with 
He  that  could  light  thus,  in  a cause  not 
honest,  * [honour, 

His  sword  edg’d  with  defence  of  right  and 
Would  piefee  as  deep  as  lightning,  with 
And  kill  ns  deadly.  [that  speed  too, 

Verd.  You're  as  far  from  justice. 

In  him  you  praise,  as  equity  in  the  censure 
You  load  me  with. 

Jicau.  Dinant?  lie  durst  not  meet  us. 

Dim.  How!  durst  not,  brother ? 

Jicau.  Durst  not;  t repeat  it. 

Verd.  Nor  was  it  Clcreiuont's  valour 
that  disarm’d  ns ; 

I had  the  better  of  him.  For  Dinant,  [I  dare 
If  that  might,  make  my  pence  with  you, 
Write  hiiu  a coward  upon  ev’ry  post, 

And  witli  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

JLam.  If  ’twere  laid  at  the  slake  you’d 
lose  it,  nephew. 

Champ.  Came  lie  not,  say  you? 

Verd.  No;  but  in  his  room 
There  was  a devil,  hir’d  from  some  magician, 
I’th'  shape  of  an  attorney. 

Jicau.  'Twas  be  did  it. 

Verd.  And  bis  the  honour. 

Beau.  1 could  wish  Dinant 

But  what  talk  I of  one  that  stepp’d  aside, 
And  durst  not  come  ! 

Jjim.  I’m  such  a friend  to  truth, 

I cannot  hear  this.  Why  do  you  detract 
Thus  poorly  (I  should  say  to  others,  basely) 
From  one  of  such  approv’d  worth? 

Chump.  Ha!  how’s  this?  [noble, 

Lam.  From  one  so  excellent  in  all  that’s 
Whose  only  weakness  is  excess  of  courage  ? 
That  knows  no  enemies,  that  he  cannot 
master, 


* — no  river , 

To  force  thy  life  out  haebrard , or  todrown  t’C]  The  disjunctive  or  is  surely  improper  here; 
for  forcing  life  out  backward  is  only  an  exceedingly  droll  description  of  drowning.  Seward. 

*»  That  is  all  innocent.]  All-innocent  is  poetical,  but  from  no  hyphen  being  added  in  the 
former  editions,  and  innocent  being  wrote,  with  a great  letter,  perhaps  the  true  reading  may 
be,  “ nil  innocence.”  Seward . 

Surely  there  is  no  need  of  a hyphen ; the  expression  is  equally  poetical,  and  the  sense  tint 
same,  without  it. 
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Act  3.  Sc<*ne  1.} 

But  his  affections;  and  in  them,  the  worst, 
ills  love  to  me? 

Chomp.  To  you  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  sir,  to  me : 

1 dare  (lor  what  is  tiiat  which  innocence 
dares  not)  [coinhnt 

To  you  profess  it : And  he  shunn’d  not  the 
For  fear  or  doubt  of  these.  Blush,  and 
repent,  [valour ! 

Thai  you  in  thought  cVr  did  that  wrong  to 
Beuu.  Why,  this  is  rare. 

Chump  'Fore  Heaven,  exceeding  rare  ! 
Why,  modest  laxly,  you  that  sing  such  on- 

0 f your  first  suitor- [omniums 

Verd.  How  can  you  convince  us 
In  our  reports”  ? 

Lam.  With  what  you  cannot  answer  : 
Twhs  my  command  that  staid  him. 

Chump.  Your  command  ? [with  my  power 
Lum.  Mine,  sir;  and,  had  my  will  rank’d 
And  his  obedience,  I could  have  sent  him, 
With  more  case,  weaponless  to  you,  and 
bound,  [his  honour 

Than  have  kept  him  back ; so  well  he  loves 
Beyond  his  life. 

Champ.  Better  and  belter  still ! 

Lam.  I wrought  with  him  in  private,  to 
divert  him  [you. 

From  your  assur'd  destruction,  had,  he  met 
Chump.  In  private  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us’d  all  arts,  all  charms, 
Of  one  that  knew  herself  the  absolute 
Of  all  his  faculties.  [mistress 

Chump.  Gave  all  rewards  too 
His  service  could  deserve?  Did  not  lie  take 
The  measure  of  my  sheets  ? 

Lum.  Do  not  look  yellow;  [me,  sir. 
I’ve  cau.ne  to  speak  ; frowns  cannot  fright 
By  all  my  hopes,  us  I am  spotless  to  you, 

It  I rest  once  assur’d  you  do  but  doubt  me, 
Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave 

Chump.  What  then  ? [me 

Lam.  I’ll  not  alone  abuse  your  bed,  (that's 
nothing  ! ) 

But,  to  your  more  vexation,  *tis  resolv’d  on, 
I’ll  run  away,  and  then  try  if  Dinuut 
Have  courage  to  defend  ine. 

Champ.  Impudent  ! 

Verd.  And  on  the  sudden— 

Beau.  How  are  you  transform’d 
From  what  you  were  ! 

• Lam.  I was  an  innocent  virgin, 

And  I can  truly  swear,  a wife  ns  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  husband,  and  will  die  so, 

Let  me  live  unsuspected:  I’m  no  servant. 
Nor  will  be  us’d  like  one!  If  you  desire 
To  keep  me  constant,  os  I would  be,  let 
Trust  and  belief  in  yoube«'et  and  nurse  it: 
Unnecessary  jealousies  make  more  whores. 
Than  nil  bans  else  laid  to  entrap  our  frailties. 
Beau.  There’s  no  contesting  with  her  : 
From  a child, 


Once  mov’d,  she  hardly  was  to  be  appeas’d; 
Yet  I dare  swear  her  holiest. 

Champ.  Sol  think  too, 

On  hotter  judgment,  f am  no  Italian, 

To  lock  her  up ; nor  would  I bo  a Dutch- 
man, [me  : 

To  have  my  wife  my  sovereign,  to  command 
I’ll  try  the  gentler  way;  bur,  if  that  fail. 
Believe  it,  sir,  there’s  nothing  but  extremes 
Which  she  must  feel  from  me. 

Beau.  That  as  you  please,  sir. 

Char.  You’ve  won  the  breeches,  madam  ! 
Look  up  sweetly  ; 

My  lord  limps  tow'rd  you. 

Lam.  You  will  learn  more  manners! 

[Strikes  her. 

Char.  This  is  a fee,  for  counsel  that’s  uiv* 
ask’d  for  ! 

Champ.  Come,  I mistook  thee,  sweet ; 
prithee,  forgive  me ! 

I never  will  be  jealous:  Ere  l cherish 
Such  a mechanic  humour,  I’ll  be  nothing. 

I'll  say,  Dinant  is  all  dial  thou  wouldst  have 
Will  that  si  mice?  him  ; 

Jsim  * Tis  well,  sir! 

Champ.  Use  thy  freedom 
Uucheck’d,  and  unobserv’d:  If  thou  wilt 
have  it,  [wrongs ; 

These  shall  forget  their  honour,  I my 
VYe’il  all  dote  ou  him.  Hell  be  my  renurd, 
If  I dissemble  ! 

Lum.  And  that  hell  take  ine, 

If  I atfect  him  ! He’s  a lustful  villain, 

( But  yet  no  cownrd)  and  solicits  me 
To  my  dishonour;  that’s  indeed  a quarrel. 
And  truly  mine,  which  1 will  so  revenge, 

As  it  shall  fright  such  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  adulterers. 

Chump.  Use  thine  own  ways; 

I give  up  oil  to  thee. 

Beau.  Oh,  women,  women  ! [evils. 
When  you  arc  pleas’d  you  are  the  least  of 
Vcrd.  j’ll  rhyme  to’t — But  provok’d,  the 
worst  of  devils!  [Kreanl. 

Enter  Sampson  and  three  Clients . 
Samp.  I know  mous.eur  La-Writ. 

1 Client.  ’Would  he  knew  himself,  sir! 
Sump,  lb*  wus  a pretty  lawyer,  a kind  of 

Of  a kind  of  unable  tiling.  [pretty  lawyer, 

2 Client.  A tine  lawyer,  sir. 

And  would  have  hrk’d  you  up  a business  ! 
And  out  of  tins  court  into  that  ! 

Samp.  You  are  too  forward  ; [have  done. 
Not  so  fine,  my  friends;  something  lie  could 
But  short,  short! 

1 Client.  1 know  your  worship’s  favour; 
You're  nephew  to  the  judge,  sir. 

Sump.  It  may  bo  so, 

Aiul  something  may  be  done,  without  trot- 
tiug  »*th*  dirt,  friends: 

It  may  be  I can  take  him  in  his  chamber, 


•J  In  our  reports.']  All  editions,  but  the  first,  read  u your  reports  i”  YSf  think  the  old 
reading  best  J — convince  signifies  eonjule,  or  consist  us  ttfj uUchood, 
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Ami  have  an  hour’s  talk  ; it  may  be  so  ; 

And  toll  him  that  in’s  car*- there  are  such 
I will  not  say,  I can.  [courtesies ; 

3 Client.  We  know  you  can,  sir. 

Sump.  Peradventure  ay,  peradventure  no. 

But  where’s  La-Writ? 

Where’s  your  sufficient  lawyer? 

1 Client,  lie’s  blown  up,  sir. 

2 Client.  Run  mud,  and  quarrel* with  the 
dog  he  meets: 

lie  is  no  lawyer  of 'this  world  now. 

Sump.  Your  reason  ? 

Is  he  defunct  ? is  he  dead  ? 

2 Client.  No,  he’s  not  dead  yet,  sir; 

But  1 would  lie  loth  to  take  a lease  on's  life 

for  two  hours:  [fighting, 

Alas,  he  is  possess’d,  sir,  with  the  spirit  of 
And  quarrels  with  ail  people  ; hut  how  lie 
came  to  it — [man, 

Sump.  If  he  fight  well,  and  dike  a gentle- 
Thc  man  may  fight;  for  ’tis  a lawful  calling. 
Look  you,  my  friends  I am  a civil  gciitle- 
And  my  lord  uiy  uncle  loves  me.  [man, 

3 Client.  We  all  know  it,  sir. 

[too,  much  business, 
Sump.  I think  he  does,  sir;  1’vc  business 
Turn  you  some  forty  or  fifty  causes  in  a 
Yet,  when  I get  an  hour  of  vacancy,  [week: 
I can  fight  too,  my  friends;  a little  docs  well; 
I would  be  loth  to  learn  to  fight. 

1 Client.  Hut,  an’t  please  you,  sir, 
llis  fighting  has  neglected  all  our  business  : 
AVc  arc  undone,  our  causes  cast  away,  sir; 

llis  not  appearance 

Sump.  There  he  fought  too  long  ; 

A little,  ami  tight  well ; he  fought  too  long, 
indeed,  friends : 

But,  ne  crtheless,  things  must  be  as  they  may, 
And  there  he  ways 

1 Client.  We  know,  sir,  if  you  please 

Sump.  Something  I’ll  do.  Go,  rally  up 

your  causes. 

Enter  La-Writ  and  a Gentleman  at  the  door. 

2 Client.  Now  you  may  behold,  sir, 

And  be  a witness,  whether  we  lie  or  no. 

La- Writ.  I’ll  meet  you  at  the  ordinary, 
sweet  gentlemen. 

And  if  there  be  a wench  or  two 

Gent.  We’ll  have  ’em.  [come  ; 

La- Writ.  No  handling  any  duels  before  1 
We’ll  have  no  going  less33  ; I Imte  a coward ! 
Gent.  There  shall  he  nothing  done. 
La-Writ:  Make  oil  the  quarrels 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

You  can  devise  before  I come,  and  let's  all 
There’s  no  sport  else.  [light  } 

Gent.  We’ll  see  what  may  he  done,  sir. 

1 Cli  nt.  Ha!  monsieur  La-Writ ! 
La-Writ . Bafllcd  in  way  of  business, 

My  causes  cast  away,  judgment  against  us  l 
Why,  there  it  goes. 

2 Client.  What  shall  we  do  the  whilst,  sir  ? 
lji-Writ.  Breed  new  dissensions ; go  hang 

yourselves ! [living. 

’Tis  all  one  to  me  ; I have  a new  trade  of 
1 Client.  Do  you  hear  wlint  he  says,  sir? 
Sump.  The  gentleman  speaks  fmel  v. 

La-  Writ.  Will  any  of  you  fight?  lighting’s 
my  occupation, 

If  you  find  yourselves  aggriev’d. 

Sump.  A complete  gentleman ! [petitions  ! 
Jji-Writ.  Avnnt,  thou  buck  ram  budget  of 
Thou  spiral  of  luuie  causes**  ! 1 lament  for 

And,  till  revenge  be  taken [thee; 

Sump.  Tis  most  excellent. 

Lu- Writ.  There,  every  man  druse  his  pa- 
per, and  his  place:  [ness, 

I'll  answer  yc  all ; I’ll  neglect  no  man’s  bu«i- 
Hut  ho  shall  have  satisfaction  likeagentleman. 
The  judge  may  do  and  not  do;  he’s  but  a 
monsieur.  [hag,  sir. 

Sump.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  your 
La-Writ.  I know  not,  sir  ; f thing. 

But  you  may  put  any  thing  in,  any  fighting 
Sump.  It  is  sufficient ; you  tnay  hear  here- 
L/-  Writ.  1 rest  your  servant,  sir ! [after. 
Sump.  No  more  words,  gentlemen,  [me. 
But  follow  me  ; no  more  words,  as  you  leva 
'The  gentleman’s  a noble  gentleman  ! 

I shall  do  what  1 can,  and  then- 

Clients.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [gentleman. 
Sump.  Not  a word  to  disturb  him  ; lie’s  a 
[ E.i emit  Sampson  and  Clients. 
La- Writ.  No  cause  go  o’my  side?  the  judge 
cast  all  ? [action. 

And,  because  I was  honourably  employ’d  in 
And  not  appear’d,  pronounce  r Tis  very  well, 
T is  well,  ’faith  ! ’tis  well,  judge  ! 

Enter  Cfcrcmont. 

Clcr.  Who  have  we  here? 

My  Little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

La-Writ.  Isay,  ’tis  well ! 

Bet  mark  the  end  ! 

Clcr.  How  lie  i»  metamorphos’d  ! 

Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  a bit  of  buckram, 
No  soliciting  face  now  : This  is  no  simple 
Your  servant,  sir,  and  friend  ! [conversion. 


33  We'll  hare  no  going  less.]  So  first  folio  ; but  the  other  editions  read,  (i  We’ll  have  no 
going  else."  We  think  the  old  reading  is  the  best  sense,  and  much  more  characteristic^ 
To  go  less , too,  is  a phrase  often  used  by  our  Authors.  * 

**  Thau  spittle  t>J  lame,  causes.]  To  call  a pettifogger  a person  spit  out  of  lame  causes 
seems  very  stilF,  and  the  common  cant  term  splitter  is  so  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  that 
there  can  he  little  doubt  of  its  being  the  original.  There  are  few  characters,  either  in 
Shakespeare,  Jonson,  or  Moliere,  that  surpass  La-Writ  in  comic  humour.  Seuurd. 

Mr.  Seward  totally  misapprehends  this.  “ Spittle  [or  Spital ] of  lame  causes,”  is  most 
ridiculously  interpreted  “ a person  spit  out  of  lame  causes.”  It  means,  " an  hospital  oflame 
causes;”  a figurative  expression,  quite  agreeable  to  the  usual  style  of  our  Authors. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


La-Writ.  You  come  in  time,  sir. 

C Ur.  The  happier  man,  to  he  at  your 
command  then.  [hut  that’s  all  one; 
La-Writ.  You  may  wonder  to  see  me  thus  ; 
Time  shall  declare.  Tis  true,  I was  a Lawyer, 
But  I have  mew’d  that  coat ; I hate  a Lawyer ; 

I talk'd  much  in  the  court;  now  I hate  talking. 

I did  rou  the  office  of  a man? 

Cler.  I must  confess  it. 

La-Writ.  And  budg’d  not ; nd,  I budg’d 
Cler.  No,  you  did  not.  [not? 

1m- Writ.  The  re’s  it  then  ; one  good  turn 
requires  another.  [service. 

Cler.  Most  willing*  sir;  I’m  ready  at  your 
La-Writ.  There,  read,  and  understand, 
and  then  deliver  it. 

Cler.  This  is  a challenge,  sir. 

La-Writ.  ’Tis  very  like,  sir; 

I seldom  now  write  sonnet*. 

Cler.  O,  iulmirnntis**  ! 

* To  Monsieur  Vertaign,  the  President.’ 
La-Writ.  I chuse  no  fool,  sir. 

Cler.  Why,  he's  no  sword  man,  sir. 
La-Writ.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn; 
Time  that  trains  chickens  up,  will  teach  him 
quick  lv» 

Cler.  Why,  he’s  a judge,  an  old  man  I 
La-Writ.  Never  too  old 
To  be  a gentleman;  and  he  that  is  a judge 
Can  judge  best  wlmt  belongs  to  wounded  ho- 
nour. [causes, 

Tlierc  are  iny  griefs,  he  has  cast  away  my 
In  which  he  has  bow’d  my  reputation : 

And  therefore,  judge,  or  no  judge 

Cler.  Pray  be  rul’d,  sir  ! 

This  is  the  maddest  thing 

La-Writ.  You  will  not  carry  it? 

Cler.  I do  not  tell  you  so ; hut,  if  you  may 

bo  persuaded [would  not  fight ; 

Lo-IrriLYouknowhowyouus’d  mew  lien  I 
Do  you  remember,  gentleman  ? 

Cler.  The  devil’s  in  him.  [do  it; 

La-Writ.  I see  it  in  your  eyes,  that  you  dare 
You  have  a carrying  face,  and  you  shall  carry 
Cler.  The  least  is  banishment.  [it. 

La-  Writ.  Be  banish'd  then  ; 

Tis  a friend’s  part : We’ll  meet  in  Africa, 
Or  any  corner  of  the  earth. 

Cler.  Say,  lie  will  not  fight  ? 

La- Writ.  I know  then  what  to  say ; take 
you  no  care,  sir. 

Cler.  Well,  I will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it, 
And  to-morrow  morning  meet  you  in  the 
Louvre  ; 

Till  when,  my  service. 


La-Writ.  A judge,  or  no  judge,  no  judge! 

[Exit. 

Cler.  This  is  the  prettiest  rogue  that  e’er 
I read  of;  [sident? 

None  to  provoke  to  th'  field,  hut  the  old  pre- 
Wbat  face  shall  I put  on  ? If  I come  in  ear- 
I nin  sure  to  wear  a pair  of  bracelets,  [nest. 
This  may  make  some  sport  yet;  I will  deliver 
Here  comes  the  president.  [it. 


Enter  Vertaign , with  two  Gentlemen. 
Vert.  I shall  find  time,  gentlemen. 

To  do  your  causes  good  Is  not  that  Clere- 
1 Gent.  Tis  he,  iny  lord.  [mont  ? 

Vert.  W hy  docs  he  smile  upon  me?  [sir. 
Am  I become  ridiculous?  Has  your  fortune. 
Upon  my  son,  made  you  contemn  his  father? 
The  glory  of  a gentleman  is  fair  hearing. 
Cler.  Mistake  inc  not,  my  lord  ; you  shall 
not  fmd  that: 

I come  with  no  blown  spirit  to  abuse  vou; 

I know  your  place,  and  honour  due  unto  it, 
The  reverence  to  your  silver  age  and  virtue. 
Vert.  Your  face  is  merry  still. 

Cler.  So  is  iny  business ; 

And  I beseech  your  honour  mistake  me  not. 
I have  brought  you,  from  a wild,  or  rather 
mnd-man,  ^ [mirth. 

As  mad  a piece  of You  were  wont  to  love 

In  your  young  days ; I’ve  known  your  honour 
* wooe  it : ' [lenge,  sir — 

This  may  be  made  no  little  one  ; ’tis  a chai- 
Nny,  start  not,  I beseech  you;  it  mcansyou  no 
harm, 

Nor  any  man  of  honour,  or  understanding; 
Tis  to  steal  from  your  serious  hours  a little 
laughter, 

I am  hold  to  bring  it  to  your  lordship. 

Vert.  Tis  to  me,  indeed.  [years? 

Do  they  take  me  for  a swordinan  at  these 
Cler.  ’Tis  only  worth  your  honour's  mirth, 
that's  all,  sir ; 

Tt  had  been  in  me  else  a saucy  rudeness. 
Vert.  From  one  La- Writ;  a very  punctual 
dial  lenge.  [matter. 

Cler.  But,  if  your  lordship  mark  it,  no  great 
Vert.  I huve  known  such  a wrangling  ad- 
vocate, [him ; 

Such  a little  figent  thing.  Oh,  I remember 
A notable  talking  knave ! Now,  out  upon 
him,  ^ [mortally ! 

Il’lias  challeng'd  me  downright,  defied  me 
I do  remember  too,  I cast  his  causes. 

Cler.  Why  there's  the  quarrel,  sir,  the 
mortal  quarrel. 


*s  O admirantis.]  An  ingenious  friend  suspects  this  Latin  word  to  have  been  a marginal 
note  crept  into  the  text.  That  Clercniont  saying  only  0,  somebody  wrote  against  it  a<fmi- 
r. mtis , to  shew  that  a note  of  admiration  was  omitted ; and  that  this  was  the  expression  of 
one  under  a very  counck  astonishment.  I hope  the  reader  will  assent  to  the  conjecture,  and 
have  therefore  discarded  the  word.  Seward. 

We  do  not  think  admirantit  to  have  been  a marginal  note,  hut  that  the  word,  or  somo 
near  it,  was  really  given  by  the  writers  to  Cleremont  to  express  his  astonishment.  The  old 
text  should  not  he  discarded  ; and  the  word  completes  the  measure,  an  argument  to  which 
klr.  Seward  often  pays  too  much  regard. 

Voli.  U.  D . 
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[Act  3.  Scene  t. 


Vert.  Why,  what  a knave  is  this!  As  you’re 
a gentleman, 

Is  there  no  further  purpose  but  mere  mirth? 
What  a bold  man  of  war ! he  invites  inc 
roundly.  [man, 

Cler.  It  there  should  be,  I were  no  gentle- 
Nor  worthy  of  the  honour  of  my  kindred. 
Aud,  tho*  I'm  sure  your  lordship  hates  my 
person. 

Which  time  may  bring  again  into  your  favour, 

Yet,  for  the  manners 

Vert.  I am  satisfied  : 

You  see,  sir,  I’ve  out-liv’d  those  days  of 
fighting,  [ beat  him  myself ; 

And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to 
But  I have  a kinsman  much  of  hi  ability, 
His  wit  and  carriage-,  (for  this,  call  him  fool) 
One  that  will  spit  us  senseless  tire  as  this 
fellow. 

Cler.  And  such  a man  to  undertake,  my 

lord  ? f pitch-burrels  together 

Vert.  Nay,  he’s  too  forward  ; these  two 
Cler.  t’pon  my  soul,  no  harm. 

Vert.  It  makes  me  smile. 

Why,  what  a stinking  smother  will  they  ut- 
ter! fpion, 

Yes,  he  phall  undertake,  sir,  as  my  ctium- 
(Sinre  you  propound  it  mirth,  Til  venture  on 
it)  [honest, 

And  shall  defend  my  cause  : But,  as  you’re 
Sport  not  with  blood  ! 

Cler.  Think  not  so  basely,  good  sir. 

Vert.  A squire  shall  wait  upon  you  from  my 
kinsman  ; 

To-morrow  morning  make  your  sport  at  full ; 
You  want  no  subject:  But,  no  wouuds! 
Cler.  That’s  my  care. 

Vert.  Andso,goodday ! [Ex.  Vert. 4 Cent. 
Cler.  Many  unto  your  honour  ! 

This  is  a noble  fellow,  of  a sweet  spirit. 
Now  must  1 think  how  to  contrive  this  matter, 
For  together  they  shall  go. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Dirt.  Oh,  Clercmont! 

I am  glad  1 have  found  thee. 

Cler.  I can  tell  thee  rare  things. 

Din.  Oh,  I can  tell  thee  rarer: 

Dost  thou  love  me? 

Cler.  Love  thee? 

Din.  Dost  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 

Dar’st  thou  for  my  sake 

Cler.  Any  thing  that’s  honest. 

Din.  Tho*  it  be  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Pox  o’  dangerous  ! 

Din.  Nav,  wondrous  dangerous  ? 

Cler.  Wilt  thou  break  my  heart? 

Din.  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  I must  part  to-morrow.  [night. 
Din  You  shall, you  shall.  Be  faithful  for  this 
And  thou  hast  made  thy  friend  ! 


Cler.  Away,  and  talk  not!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ijamira  and  Hurts. 

Lam.  Oh,  Nurse,  welcome!  Where's  Di- 
A urse.  He’s  at  my  buck.  [mint? 

H is  the  most  liberal  gentleman — This  gold 
lie  gave  me  for  my  pains ! Nor  cun  I blame 
If  vou  yield  up  the  fort.  [you, 

Latti.  How]  yield  it  up? 

Nunc.  I know  not ; he  that  loves,  and 
gives  so  largely. 

And  a young  lord  to  hoot,  (or  I am  cozen’d) 
May  enter  every  where. 

Lorn.  Thou’Jt  make  me  angry. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Clervmont. 

Nurse.  Whv,  if  you  are,  I hope  here’s  one 
will  pU-RM!  you  ; [with  you! 

Look  on  him  with  my  eyes.  Good  luck  go 

Were  1 young  for  your  sake 

Din.  I thank  thee,  Nurse.  [am  — 

Nurse,  f would  be  tractable ; and,  ns  I 
Lam.  Leave  the  room ! 

So  old,  and  so  immodest ! And-bo  careful, 
Since  whispers  w ill  wake  sleeping  jealousies. 
That  none  disturb  ray  lord.  [Exit  Nurse. 

Cler.  Will  you  dispatch  ? 

Till  you  come  to  the  matter,  he  not  rapt  thus. 
Walk  in,  walk  in ; I am  your  scout  for  once ; 
You  owe  rue  the  like  service. 

Din.  And  will  pay  it. 

Lam.  As  you  respect  our  lives,  speak  not 
so  loud.  [am  silenc’d. 

CUr.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  show  then;  ! 
Lam.  Be  not  so  hasty,  sir  ! Tire  goldeu 
apples  [surcs 

Had  a fell  dragon  for  their  guard  ; your  plea- 
Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger, 
Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Dm.  Speak  the  means.  [and,  alas, 

Imw.  'I  Inis,  briefly  : My  lord  sleeps  now — 
Each  night  he  only  sleeps. 

Cler.  Go,  keep  her  stirring.  [does, 

iMm.  Now,  if  he  wake,  as  sometimes  he 
He  only  stretches  out  his  hand,  and  feels 
Whether  I am  a-bed,  w hich  being  assur’d  of. 
He  sleeps  again  ; but,  should  he  miss  me. 
Could  not  defend  our  lives.  [valour 

Din.  What’s  to  be  done  then  ? [I  any 
Lam.  Servants  have  servile  faiths,  nor  have 
That  I dare  trust ; on  noble  Clercmont 
We  safely  may  rely. 

Cdcr.  What  man  can  do, 

Command,  and  boldly. 

Lam.  Thus  then  ; in  my  place 
You  must  lie  with  my  lord. 

Cler.  With  an  old  man  ? 

Two  beards  together  r that’s  preposterous  ! 
Lam.  There  is  no  other  way ; aud,  tho’  ’t is 
dangerous,  [too, 

lie  having  servants  within  call,  and  arm’d 


— His  nit  and  carriage. ] So  first  folio;  and  the  character  of  Sampson  proves  this  the 
right  reading,  though  ail  the  other  copies  say,  “ wit  and  courage.'*  The  following  words 
too,  “/«•  this  call  him  fool/’  confirm  it. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Slaves  fed  to  act  all  tlmt  his  jealousy 
Ami  rage  command  them;  yet  a true  friend 
Check  at  the  hazard  of  a life,  [should  not 
C»€r  1 thank  you  ! 

I lore  my  friend,  hut  know  no  reason  why 
To  hate  myself.  To  he  a kind  of  pandnr, 
You  see,  1 am  willing ; 

Cut,  to  betray  mine  own  throat  you  must 
pardon.  (defeated  ! 

Dm.  Then  I am  lost,  and  all  my  hopes 
Were  I to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you, 

You  should  find,  Clereinont 

Cler.  You  shall  not  out-do  me; 

Fall  whaf  may  fall.  I'll  do’t. 

Din.  Hut,  for  his  beard 

Lam.  To  coter  that,  you  shall  have  my 
night-linen : * * 

And,  vou  dispos'd  of,  mv  Dinnnt  and  I 
Will  have  some  private  conference. 

Enter  Chnmpernel  privately* 

Clrr.  Private  doing, 

Or  I’ll  not  venture. 

La/u.  That’s  as  we  agree. 

[Exeunt  umnes  prtrtcr  Champ. 
Rune  and  Chur/ottc  pass  aver  the  stage  with 
pillows,  night-eluaths , and  such  things. 
Champ.  What  can  this  woman  do,  preserv- 
ing her  honour? 

1 have  giveujier  all  the  liberty  that  may  lie. 

1 mil  not  be  far  oil  tho',  nor  f will  not  be 
jealous, 

Nortrust  too  much:  I think  she  is  virtuous; 
Yet,  when  J hold  her  best,  she’s  but  a woman, 
As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith;  a poor  slight 
woman. 

And  her  best  thoughts  but  weak  fortifications : 
There  may  be  a mine  wrought.  Well,  let'em 
woi  k then  ; 

I shalf  meet  witu  it ; 'till  the  signs 
Aud  stick  upon  my  head,  I will  not  believe 
it.  [&un</x  private. 

She  may  be,  and  she  may  not.  Nun  to  luy 
observation. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Lamira , 

Dm.  V\  hy  do  you  make  me  stay  so?  If 
you  love  me — 

Jm/u.  You  are  too  hot  and  violent, 

Dm.  Why  do  you  shift  thus 
From  one  chamber  to  another? 

Lam.  A little  delay,  sir, 

Like  lire  a little  sprinkled  o’er  with  water, 
Makes  the  desires  burn  clear, ‘and  ten  times 
hotter. 


[strous, 
he  mon- 


Diit.  Why  do  you  speak  so  loud  ? T pray 
go  in,  [away. 

Sweet  mistress.  I am  mad  ! Time  steals 

And  when  we  would  enjoy 

Lam.  Now,  fy,  fy,  servant!  [sures? 
Like  sensual  beasts  shall  we  ciijoy  our  piea- 
Din.  Pray  do  but  kiss  me  then’*7. 

Loot.  Why,  that  I will, 

Ami  you  shall  find  anon,  servant- 

Din.  Softly,  for  Heaven's  sake  ! [now  ! 
You  know  iny  friend’s  engag'd.  A little;  now, 
Will  you  go  m again? 

I Jim.  I la,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  so  loud,  precious  ? 
Will  you  betray  me?  have  my  friend’s  throat 
cut? 

Law.  Come,  come,  I'll  kiss  thee  acnin. 
Champ.  Will  you  so?  You’re  liberal! 

If  you  do  cozen  me 

Enter  Nurse,  with  wine . 

Din.  What’s  this? 

Law.  Wine,  wine;  a draught  or  two. 
Din.  What  does  this  woman  here? 

Law.  She  shall  not  hinder  you. 

Dm.  This  might  have  been  spar’d  ; 

Tis  but  delay,  and  time  lost.  Pray  send 
her  so  ft  1 y off  ’[  w ine ; 

Law.  .Sit  down,  and  mix  your  spirits  with 
I will  make  you  unotlier  Hercules. 

Dm.  I dare  not  drink. 

Fy,  what  delays  you  make  ! I dare  not ; 

1 shall  he  drunk  presently,  and  do  strange 
tilings  then.  [Oh,  the  pleasure  ! 

Lam.  Not  drink  a cup  with  your  mistress ! 
Din.  Lady,  why  tins  ? [Music  k» 

l jnn.  We  must  have  mirth  to  our  wine, 
Din.  Plague  o'  the  musick.  [man. 

Chump.  God-a-mercy,  wench ! 

If  thou  dost  cuckold  me,  I shall  forgive  thee. 
Dm.  Tile  house  w ill  ull  rise  now;  this  will 
disturb  all. 

Did  you  dn  this  ? 

Dim.  Peace,  and  sit  quid,  fool ! 

You  love  me  ; come,  sit  down,  and  drink. 

Enter  Clercmont  above, 

Cler.  What  a devil  ail  you? 

I low  cold  1 sweat ! A log’s  pox  stop  your  pi  pes  l 

[A/ui/fA. 

The  thing  w ill  wake.  Now,  now,  tnelhinks 
1 [that? 

Ilis  sword  just  gliding  thro’ my  throat.  Whal’s 
A vengeance  choak  your  pipes!  Arc  you 
there,  lady? 


Pray  do  not  hits  me  then.]  Dinant’s  answer  and  Lamira’s  reply  *rem  to  have  lost  all 
twir  humour  by  tins  pointing.  1 he  former  being  eager  with  expectation,  she  asks  hnn 
tauntingly,  * Whether  they  should  enjoy  their  pleasure  like  sensual  beasts?*  lie  smartly 
answers,  * By  uo  means,  don  t let  us  do  so;  aud  lor  that  reason  kiss  me.’  Kissing  being  the 
distinction  between  the  loudness  ot  human  creatures  and  chat  of  beasts  : Jibe  immediately 
complies,  but  speaks  and  smacks  so  loud,  that  she  puts  him  into  a panic  instead  of  a 
rapture.  Seward.  1 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  “ Pray  do  not ; kissme The  error  originated  from  the  second 
olio,  winch  reads  not  for  but ; and  even  that  is  preferable  tu>ewara’s  variation,  which  wc 
took  lor  an  error  of  die  press,  belorc  we  were  uwure  of  his  note, 

D ? 
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[Act  S.  Scene  I, 


Stop,  stop  those  rascals  ! Do  you  bring  roe 
liither 

To  he  cut  into  minc’d  meat?  Why,  Dinant! 

Din.  1 cannot  do  withal; 

| have  spoke,  and  spoke ; 1 urn  betray'd  and 
lost  too.  [me  ? 

Ctcr.  Do  you  hear  me  ? do  you  understand 
Plague  damn  your  whistles ! [ Mu  sick  ends. 

Lam.  Twas  hut  an  over-sight; 

' 3 hey’ve  done ; lie  down.  [not 

C’/f r.  'Would you  had  done  too;  you  know 
In  wh:.t  u misery  and  Tear  1 lie  ; 

You  have  n lady  in  your  arms. 

l)m.  I would  have.  [The  recorders  again. 
Chump.  I'll  watch  you,  t'oodman  VVould- 
Oer.  Remove,  lor  Heaven’s  sake,  [hgve  ! 
And  tall  to  that  you  wine  tor. 

Lam.  Lie  you  down ; 

’Tis  hut  an  hour’s  endurance  now, 

Cler.  I dare  not ; 

Softly,  sweet  lady.  God’s  heart  *• ! 

Lem.  Tis  nothing  but  your  fear;  he  sleeps 
Lie  gently  down.  [still  soundly. 

Clcr . Pray  make  an  end. 

Dm.  Coroe,  madam. 

Lnm.  These  chambers  are  too  near. 
Champ.  1 shall  he  nearer. 

[Ei  runt  Din.  and  Taw 
Well,  go  thy  ways  ; I’ll  trust  thee  thro’  tiie 
world,  ’ 

Deal  how  thou  wilt:  That  that  I never  feel, 
I’ll  never  fear.  Yet,  by  the  honour  of  a 
soldier,  * [will  look, 

I hold  thee  truly  noble.  I low  these  things 
And  how  their  bloods  will  curdle  I Plnv  on, 
children ; [fool, 

You  shah  have  pap  anon.  Oil,  thou  grand 
That  thou  knew  st  blit  thy  fortune! 

[ Mustek  dune. 

Ctrr . Pence,  good  madam  1 [be  wary ; 
Stop  her  mouth,  Dinant.  Jt  sleeps  yet;  pray 
I d.ipateh ; 1 can’t  endure  this  misery;  i can 
Hear  nothing  more;  I’ll  say  niv  prayers,  and 
down  again.  [ Whistle  within. 

A thousand  larums***  fall  upon  my  quarters! 
l!eav*n  send  me  off!  Whin  I lie  keeping 
courses  *» — [shake  ! 

Plague  o’  your  fumbling,  Dinant!  How  J 
’lis  atill  again.  'Would  1 were  in  the  Indies  ! 

[Exit. 


Enter  Dinant  and  Lnmira ; A light  within. 
Din.  Why  do  you  use  me  thus?  thus 
poorly,  basely? 

Work  tnc  into  a hope,  and  then  destroy  me  ? 
Why  did  you  send  forme  ? this  new  way  train 
me  ? [now  I’ll  shew  thee ! 

Lorn.  Madman,  nnd  tool,  and  false  man, 
Dm.  Pray  put  your  light  out. 

Lutn.  Nay,  I’ll  hold  it  thus,  [it ! 

That  all  chaste  eyes  in  ay  sec  tliy  lust,  and  scorn 
Tell  me  but  this,  when  you  first  doted  on  me. 
And  made  suit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  wife. 
Did  you  not  hold  me  honest? 

Din.  Y'es,  most  virtuous. 

Jaw.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only 
* lustre,  [ration? 

That  made  me  worth  your  love  and  udmi- 
Din.  1 must  confess. 

Dim.  Why  would  you  deal  so  basely  ? 

So  like  a thief,  a villain 

Din.  Peace,  good  madam  ! [ciously. 
Dim.  i’ll  speak  aloud  too  I — Thus  mali- 
Thus  breaking  all  the  rules  of  honesty, 

Of  honour  anti  of  truth  (for  w hich  I lov’d  you. 
For  which  I call’d  you  servant,  and  admir’d 
you,) 

To  steal  that  jewel  purchas'd  by  another, 
Piously  set  in  wedlock,  even  that  jewel. 
Because  it  had  no  flaw,  you  held  um  uluuhle  ? 
Can  he  that  has  lov’d  good,  dote  on  the 
devil?  [agent) 

(For  lie  that  seeks  a whore,  socks  but  his 
Or  am  I of  so  wild  and  low  u blood, 

So  nurs’d  in  infamies 

Din.  1 do  not  think  so, 

And  I repent. 

Dim.  That  will  not  serve  your  turn,  sir. 
Din.  It  was  your  treaty  drew  me  on. 
Ixun.  But  it  was  your  villainy 
Made  you  pursue  it.  I drew  you  but  to  try 
How  much  a rpnn,  and  nobly  you  durst  stand. 
How  well  you  bad  deserv'd  the  name  of  virtue 
ous : 

But  you,  like  n wild  torrent,  mix’d  with  all 
Beastly  and  ta*c  affections,  came  floating  on, 
Swelling  your  poison'd  billows  — 

Din.  \Vill  you  betray  me  ? 

Jxtm.  To  till the  mi  s’nes  a vex’d  woman  may. 
Din.  Let  me  but  out, 


Softly,  tv  ret  lady heart?]  Former  copies  Wc  must  either  read  “hark!”  for 

“ heart?”  or  rather  believe  there  has  been  some  omissiou  from  delicacy. 

A thousand  alarms  Jail  upon  my  quarters .]  Drums  are  often  used  by  our  Authors  for 
alarms,  and  the  verse  requires  it  here.  They  arc  both  derived  from  the  Italian  At  arme, 
i.  e.  To  arms.  Without  knowing  this,  the  metaphor  will  be  probably  misunderstood  ; bis 
quarters  seems  to  mean  the  odd  post  he  was  quartered  in,  and  he  had  a thousand  alarms 
beating  on  every  side  of  him.  Seward. 

Must  not  every  reader  suppose  “ 1 arums”  was  introduced  to  the  text  by  this  ingenious 
commentator  ? Indeed,  it  was  not,  as  the  old  folio  proves. 

30  When  J fie  keeping  courses.]  I know  no  idea  to  “ keeping  courses”  that  will  at  all  suit 
the  occasion  il  is  here  spoke  upon : I therefore  read,  “ keeping  courses, ” or  “ watching  of  dead 
bodies.”  Dinant  had  before  called  Chain perncl  “Lamira’s  grave,”  and  Clcremont  may  in 
the  same  spirit  call  him  “ a dead  corps,”  and  his  own  station,  like  that  of  persons  set  to 
watch  one,  generally  attended  w ith  fears  and  horror*.  This  receives  still  additional  humour1 
from  the  strange  mis  lake  he  is  under.  Seuard . 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Give  roe  but  room  to  toss  my  sword  about 
roe,  [woman  ! 

And  I will  tell  you,  you’re  a treacherous 
Oh,  that  I bad  but  words— 

Lam.  They  will  not  serve  you. 

Din.  But  two-edg’d  words,  to  cut  thee  ! A 
lady-trnitor?  [honour 

JPcrish  by  a proud  puppet  ? I did  you  too  much 
To  tender  you  iny  love ; too  much  respected 
you, 

To. think  you  worthy  of  mv  wont  embraces. 
Go,  take  your  groom,  and  let  him  dallv  with 
you,  [stock ; 

Your  greasy  groom  ! I scorn  to  imp  your  lame 
Yo  » are  not  fair,  nor  handsome  ; 1 lied  loudly, 
This  tongue  abus’d  you,  when  it  spoke  you 
beauteous. 

Dim.  'Tis  very  well,  ’tis  brave  I 
Din.  Put  out  your  light ; 

Your  lascivious  eyes  nre  flames  enough 
For  fools  to  find  you  out.  A lady-plotter? 
Alust  I begin  your  sacrifice  of  mischief? 

I and  my  friend,  the  first-fruits  of  that  blood 
You  and  your  honourable  husband  aim  at? 
Crooked  and  wretched  you  arc  both  ! 

Dun.  To  you,  sir ; 

Vet,  to  the  eye  of  Justice,  straight  as  truth. 
Din.  is  this  a woman’s  love  ? a woman’s 
mercy  ? [at  me  ? 

Do  you  profess  this  seriously  ? Do  you  laugh 
JCarn.  Ha,  ha  ! [your  flatteries  ! 

Din . Plague  light  upon  your  scorns,  upon 
Upon  your  tempting  faces,  all  destructions ! 
A bed-rid  winter  bang  upon  your  cheeks, 
And  blast,  blast,  blast  those  buds  of  prid 
that  paint  you  ! [dangers. 

Death  in  your  eyes,  to  fright  men  from  these 
Jiaisc  up  your  trophy  ! Cleremont ! 

Cler.  What  a vengeance  ail  you  ? 

[ Noise  vitkin. 

Din.  What  dismal  noise  f Is  there  no 
honour  in  you  ? [woman  ! 

Cleremont,  we  arc  betray’d,  bctray’d,sold  by  a 
Deal  bravely  for  thyself. 

Cler.  This  comes  of  rutting  ! 

Are  we  made  stales3*  to  one  unothcr  ? 

Din.  Yesj 

W e are  undone,  lost. 

Cler.  You  shall  pay  for’t,  greybeard! 

Up,  up  ! you  sleep  your  Inst  else  ! 

[Lights  above;  two  Servants,  and  Anahel. 

1 Xc/t.  No,  not  yet,  sir.  [beauty? 

I.ady,  look  up.  Would  you  bare  wrong’d  this 
Wake  so  tender  a virgin  with  rough  terms? 
You  we  ar  a sword  ; wt*  must  enlrent  you  leave 

2 Serv.  Fy,  sir  ! so  sweet  a lady  ? [it. 
Cler.  Was  this  my  bedfellow  ? [yet ; 

Pray,  give  me  leave  to  look  ! I am  not  mad 
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I may  be  by  and  by.  Did  this  lie  by  me  ? 
Did  1 fear  this  ? Is  this  a cause  to  shake  at  ? 
Away  with  me,  for  shame  ! I am  a rascal. 

Enter  Ckutnpemel,  Beaupre,  Yerdone , Lumira , 
Anubel,  Cleremont , and  two  Servants. 
Din.  J am  amaz'd  too. 

Hi an.  We'll  recover  you. 

Yerdone.  You  walk  like  Robin  Good-fellow, 
uli  the  house  over, 

And  every  man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  'l’is  well,  lady! 

The  honour  of  this  deed  will  be  your  own ; 
The  world  shall  know  your  bounty. 

Jieuu.  What  shall  we  do  with  ’em  ? 

Ctcr.  Geld  me; 

For  ’tis  not  fit  l should  be  a man  again ; 

I am  nil  ass,  a dog  1 
L am.  'Take  your  revenges  ; 

You  know  my  husband’s  wrongs  and  your 
own  losses.  [man  ! 

Ana.  A brave  man,  an  admirable  brave 
Well,  well,  i would  not  he  so  tried  again. 

A very  handsome  proper  gentleman  ! 

Cler.  Will  you  let  me  lie  by  her  but  one 
And  then  hang  me?  [hour  more. 

Dm.  We  wait  your  malice ; put  your 
swords  home  bravely ! 

You  have  reason  to  seek  blood. 

Jmih.  Not,  as  you  are  noble  ! 

Chump.  Hands  off,  and  give  them  liberty; 
only  disarm  ’em. 

Beau.  We  have  done  that  already. 

Chump.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ! 

I am  glad  my  house  has  any  pleasure  for  you. 
I keep  a couple  of  hidics  here,  they  say  fair. 
And  you  are  young  and  handsome  gentlemen : 
Have  you  any  more  mind  to  wenches? 

Cler.  To  be  abus’d  too!  Lady,  you  might 
have  help’d  this.  [may  stand 

Ana.  Sir,  now  ’tis  pm.t ; but  it  may  be  I 
Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a greater  matter. 
Cl$r.  Never  whilst  you  live. 

Ana.  You  cannot  tell. 

Now,  sir,  a parting  hand. 

Cler.  Down  and  roses  ! [rogue ! 

Well,  1 may  live  to  see  you  again.  A dull 
No  revelation  in  thee  ? 

I jim.  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 

Were  your  fits  from  the  heart  ? of  all  colds 
and  colours  ? 

That’s  ail  your  punishment. 

Cler.  It  might  have  been  all  vours, 

Had  not  a blockhead  undertaken  it. 

Chump.  Your  swords  you  must  leave  to 
these;  gentlemen. 

Yerdone.  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight. 
We  are  on  eveu  icc  again. 


31  Din.  What  dismal  noise  9 ] Either  this  is  a continuation  of  Cleremont’s  speech,  or  some 
marginal  direction,  (as  Noises  within,)  is  left  out : the  latter  seems  most  probable  to  me,  the 
jormor  to  Mr.  Sympson.  Seward. 

Wc  think  with  Mr.  isewnrd  here. 

**  Arc  wt  made  stoics  to  one  another  ?]  Stales  is  a technical  name  for  decoy  •ducks. 

SeirartL 
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TOE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER.  [Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Din.  Tis  well. 

To  he  n mistress,  is  to  be  a monster  * ! 

Ami  so  I leave  your  house,  and  you,  for  ever. 

Lum.  Leave  your  wild  lusts,  and  then  you 
arc  a master. 

Champ.  You  may  depart  too. 

Cter.  1 had  rather  stay  here. 

Champ.  Taitli,  we  shall  fright  you  worse. 

Clcr.  Not  in  that  manner; 

There's  five  hundred  crowns,  fright  me  but 
so  Twain. 

Dm.  Come,  Clcremont,  this  is  the  hour 
of  fool. 

Clcr  Wiser  the  next  shall  be,  or  we’ll  to 
school.  [JErrunf  Clcr.  and  Dm. 


Champ.  How  coolly  these  hot  gallants  are 
departed ! 

’Faith,  cousin,  'twns  unconscionably  done, 
To  he  so  still,  and  so  long. 

Ana.  Twas  your  pleasure ; 

If  ’twerc  a fault,  I may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ.  Oh  my  best  wife,  [wh.tr  life. 
Take  now  what  course  thou  wilt,  a:.d  lead 
Lum.  The  more  trust  you  coiun.it,  the 
more  care  still, 

Goodness  and  virtue  shall  attend  mv  will. 
Champ.  Let’s  laugh  this  night  out  now, 
and  count  our  gains  ; [pains. 

We  have  our  honours  home,  and  tin  v their 
t [ h'rcunt. 


m To  he  a mist  rest,  is  to  be  a m inter.']  Lamim**  answer  plainly  shews,  that  Dinant  called 
himself,  not  her,  a monster;  i.  c.  a monstrous  fool,  ns  beafUrwnrds  says  more  plainly. 
Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  pointing  out  the  corruption,  and  m the  sense  that  ought 
to  be  restored.  He  reads, 

44  To  be  n mistress’s,  is  to  be  a monster 

but  as  this  gives  a harshness  to  the  measure,  1 have  ventur’d  to  prefer  the  correction  I had 
made  before  the  rec  eipt  of  his.  Seward. 

‘ JVJr.  Seward  reads, 

“ To  hurt  a mistress,  is  to  be  a monster.” 

laniira's  reply  seems  to  argue  for  the  old  reading.  Dinant  says,  44  To  bra  mistress,  is 
fn  he  a monster."—4  b ave  your  lusts,’  says  she,  4 and  you  will  not  be  influenced  by  a 
mistress;  you  will  be  a muster / *1  his passage,  however,  may  be  classed  among  the  doubt* 

ful  ones.  J.  N. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Clcremont  and  Dinant. 

Din.  TT  bolds,  they  will  go  thither. 

■*-  Ctcr.  To  their  summer-house  ? 
Din.  Thither i’th*  evening;  and,  which  is 
the  most  infliction, 

Only  to  insult  upon  our  miseries. 

Ctcr.  Arc  you  provided  ? 

Din.  Yes,  yes. 

Clcr.  Thoroughly? 

Din.  Thoroughly. 

Cler.  Basta,  enough  56 ! I have  your  mind  ; 

] will  not  fail  you. 

Din.  At  such  an  hour. 

Clcr.  Have  1 a memory  ? [Ion 

A cause,  and  will  to  do? — Thou  art  so  sul- 
Din.  And  shall  be,  till  I have  a fair  re- 
paration. [a  fortune, 

Ctcr.  I have  more  reason,  for  1 Neap'd 
Which,  if  i come  so  near  again — I say  uo-^ 
tiling ; 


But  if  l sweat  not  in  another  fashion 

Oh,  a delicate  wench  ! 

Din.  Tis  certain  a most  handsome  one. 
Clcr.  And,  incthouuht,  the  thing  was  an- 
gry with  itself  too,  [with  you  ; 

It  lay  so  long  conceal’d.  But  1 must ’part 
1 have  a scene  of  mirth  to  drive  this  from 
And  my  hour  is  conic.  [n»v  heart. 

Din.  Miss  not  your  time. 

Clcr.  I dare  not.  [Exeunt  severally. 

Enter  Sampson  and  a Gentleman. 

Gent.  I presume,  sir,  you  now  need  no 
instruction,  * [man  ? 

But  fairly  know  what  belongs  to  a gcntic- 
You  bear  your  uncle’s  cause. 

Sump.  f)o  not  disturb  me  ; [Huge. 

I understand  my  cause,  and  the  right  car- 
Gcnt.  Be  not  too  bloody.  [bite. 

Sump.  As  I find  my  enemy;  if  bis  sword 
If  it  bite,  sir,  you  must  pardon  me. 


36 Rasta,  enough.]  Mr.  Sympson  observes  that  enough,  here,  was  a marginal  explanation 
of  the  Italian  word  bastu  ; and  adds  nothing  to  the  text  but  a tautology  in  sense,  and  a 
redundancy  in  measure.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  the  word  enough.  We  cannot  think  that  the  old  transcribers 
were  very  solicitous  to  give  marginal  explanations.  Many  passages  have  been  mistaken  for 
want  of  them.  Repetitions  in  familiar  conversation  arc  common,  and  often  graceful, 
hither  than  tautology. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 


Gent.  No  doubt  he  is  valiant ; 

He  durst  not  undertake  else. 

Samp.  He’s  most  welcome,  [ine  else. 
As  lie’s  most  valiant ; lie  were  no  man  tor 
Gent.  But  say  he  should  relent? 

Samp.  lie  dies  relenting, 

(I  cannot  help  it)  he  must  die  relenting  ; 

If  he  pray,  praying,  ipso  facto,  praying  ; 
(Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer) 

And  if  he  fignt,  he  falls  ; there’s  his  qu  **us. 

Gent.  You’re  nobly  punctual.  Let’s  retire 
But  still,  I say,  have  mercy  ! ^uud  meet  ’em ; 
Samp.  1 say,  honour  ! [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Chnmpcnicly  iMinira,  Anahel,  Beaupref 
Verdone , Charlotte , and  a Servant, 
him.  Will  not  vou  go,  sweetheart  ? 
Champ.  Go  ? I’ll  fly  with  thee ! 

I stay  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  father  will  lie  there  too. 

Ami  all  our  best  friends. 

Hcau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry, 

We  have  hard  luck,  lady. 

Verdone.  ’Faith,  let’s  have  a kind  of  play. 
Chump.  What  shall  it  be  ? 

Verdone.  The  story  of  Dinant.  [inont, 
Lam.  With  the  merry  conceits  of  Clere- 
Ujs  fits  and  fevers. 

Ana.  But  I’ll  lie  still  no  more. 

Lam . That,  as  you  make  the  plav.  Twill 
be  rare  sport  ; [hear  it  ! 

And  how  ’tw  ill  vex  my  gallants,  when  they 
Have  you  giv’n  order  for  the  coach? 

Char.  Yes,  madam. 

Champ  Mv  easy  nag,  and  pad  ? 

Stn ?.  Tis  making  ready. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  horses  ? 

Beau.  Ready  at  an  hour,  sir. 

We’ll  not  he  last. 

Chump.  Fly ! what  anight  shall  we  havew? 
A roaring  merry  night ! 

Jjim.  We’ll  Ay  at  all,  sir.  [ruffle  tliec! 
Champ.  1'Jl  fly  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  so 
I’ll  try  your  art  upon  a country  pallet. 


Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I should 

Then,  if  you  fail [expect  it  ; 

Champ.  Thou  say'st  too  true  ; wc  ail  talk. 
But  let’s  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  pilgrimage. 
him.  He  that’s  sad, 

A crab-fiic’d  mistress  cleave  to  him  for  this 
year ! [Juea/if. 

Enter  Cdcrem^nt  and  La-Writ. 
hi-Writ.  Since  it  cannot  he  the  judge— 
Cltr.  Tis  a great  ileal  better. 

La-\Vrit.  You  arc  sure  he  is  his  kinsman  ? 

a gentleman  ? [fellow, 

CUr.  As  arrant  a gentleman,  and  a brave 

And  so  near  to  his  blffod 

Ixi-Writ.  It  shall  suffice : 

I’ll  set  him  further  off.  I’ll  give  a remora 
Shull  quit  his  kindred  ; i’ll  lop  him. 

Cler.  Will  you  kill  him  ? 

La-Writ.  An  there  were  no  more  cousins 
in  the  world,  I Lilt  him  ! 

I do  mean,  sir,  to  kill  all  my  lord's  kindred  ; 
For  every  cause  a cousin. 

Ctcr.  How  if  he  have  no  more  cousins  ? 
1m-  II  rit.  The  next  a-kiu  then  to  his  lord- 
The  man  In.*  smiles  upon.  [ship’s  favour ; 

CVer.  Why,  this  is  vengeance, 

Horrid  ami  dire. 

La-Writ.  I love  a Hire  revenge: 

* Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 

‘ And  last  himself**.’ 

Cler.  You  stole  that  resolution,  [all  one, 
Im- Writ.  I had  it  in  a play  ; but  that’s 
I would  see  it  done. 

Cler.  Conic,  you  must  he  more  merciful. 
La-  Writ.  To  no  lord’s  cousins  in  the 
world  ; 1 hate  ’em  ! 

A lord’s  cousin  to  me  is  a kind  of  cockatrice: 
If  I see  him  first,  lie  dies*. 

Cler.  A strange  antipathy  ! 

What  think  you  of  their  nieces  r 

La- Writ.  If  l like  ’em,  [rooming. 

They  may  live  and  multiply. — Tu  a cold 


Champ.  Fy,  what  a night  shall  tee  hare  ?]  As  ChampcrncJ  promotes  and  not  discourages 
the  scheme  of  mirth,  fy  is  surely  wrong.  It  might  be  fly,  in  answer  to  Beuuprc;  but  1 
rather  think  it  was  u note  of  joy  instead  of  disapprobation  ; as  hey  ! or  something  to  that 
effect.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  key!  We  prefer  his  other  conjecture,^,  which  the  next  speech 
seems  to  countenance. 

3*  Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill. 

And  last  himself  ij  There  is  certainly  great  humour  in  this  quotation,  if  wc  knew  from 
whence  it  was  taken.  Such  a sentiment,  or  something  like  this  sentiment,  Imd  probably 
bet  n introduced  as  a piece  of  serious  sublimity;  for  had  it  been  before  comick  only,  there 
would  l e no  humour  in  the  quotation.  Whoever  reads  Alman/or,  wrote  by  so  eminent  a 
poet  as  Mr.  Drvden,  will  not  wonder  to  find  ’sentiments  as  ridiculous  as  this  in  tragedies 
of  some  note.  Seward. 

» If  I see  him  first , he  dies. 

A strange  antipathy  /J  Did  the  latter  part  belong  to  La- Writ,  the  line  would  have  been 
coutumed  ; for  rht  first  three  monosyllables  being  contracted  by  the  reader  into  two,  (a 
liberty  the  old  Poets  often  use)  the  ve  rse  is  compleat.  This,  together  with  t n humour 
the  sentiment  receives,  by  making  it  the  observation  of  Clcrcmont  upon  what  La-Writ  had 
said,  seems  to  prove  sufficiently  that  it  belongs  to  hint.  Seward. 
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Ctcr.  *Tis  sharp  indeed.  You’ve  broke  your 
La-Writ.  No,  verily.  [fust? 

C 'ter.  Your  valour  would  have  ask'd  a good 
foundation. 

La-Writ.  Hang  him,  I’ll  kill  him  fasting. 

Enter  Sampson  and  the  Gentleman. 

C/er.  Here  they  come.  [gently  ; 

Bear  yourself,  in  your  language,  smooth  and 

When  vour  swords  argue 

La- Writ.  Pray,  sir,  spare  vour  precepts. 

Cent.  1 have  brought  you,  sir 

1st- Writ.  * Pis  very  well  ; no  words. 
You're  welcome,  sir ! 

Sump.  I thank  you,  sir  ; few  words. 
t a, -Writ.  I'll  kill  you  for  your  uncle’s  sake. 
Samp.  I love  you; 

I’ll  cut  your  throat  for  your  own  sake. 

La- Writ.  I esteem  of  you 
Ctcr.  Let’s  render  ’em  honest  and  fair 
gentlemen. 

Search  my  friend,  I’ll  search  yours. 

Gent.  That’s  quickly  done.  [crafts? 
Ctcr.  You  come  with  no  spells  nor  witeb- 
Sutnp.  I come  fairly,  to  kill  him  honestly. 
La-Writ.  Hang  spells  and  witchcrafts  1 
I come  to  kill  my  lord’s  nephew  like  a gen- 
And  so  l kiss  his  hand.  [tlcman; 

Cent.  This  doublet  is  too  stiff. 

Jxi-Writ.  Off  w ith’t;  l hate  it,  [ He  strips. 
And  all  such  fortifications:  l ed  my  skin; 
If  that  he  stiff,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  ’Tis  no  soft  one. 

La-Writ.  Off  with’t,  1 say  ! 

I’ll  light  with  him  like  a flead  cat. 

Gent.  You’re  well,  you’re  well. 

Cltr . You  must  unease  too. 

Sump.  Yes,  sir.  [honour 

But  tell  me  this,  why  should  T mix  mine 
With  a fellow  that  hasne’era  lace  in’s  shirt  ? 
Gent.  1 hat’s  n main,  point ; my  friend  has 
Ctcr.  That’s  true,  sir.  ( two. 

Ltt- Writ . Base  and  degen’ratc  cousin,  dost 
not  thou  know, 

An  old  and  tatter'd  colours  to  the  enemy 
Is  of  more  honour, and  shews  more  ominous? 
This  shirt  five  times  victorious  I have  fought 
under,  [cut-works, 

And  cut  through  squadrons  of  your  curious 
As  l will  do  thro*  thine.  Shake  and  he  sa- 
Cter.  This  is  unanswerable.  [tisfied! 
Samp  But  may  I fight 
With  a foul  shirt  ? 

Gent.  Most  certain,  so  it  be  [lousy: 
A fighting  shirt,  let  it  be  ne’er  so  foul,  or 
Cfesitr  wore  such  a one. 


[Act  4.  Scene  U 

Samp.  Saint  Denis,  then  ! 

I accept  your  shirt. 

Ctcr.  Not  so  forward  ; first,  you  must  talk; 
(It  is  a main  point  of  the  French  method ) 
Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  cause  authentic. 
Gent.  No  weapon  must  be  near  von,  noi* 
no  anger.  [resolutions; 

Ctcr.  When  you  have  done,  then  stirypur 
Take  to  your  weapons  bravely. 

ixi-Writ.  Tis  too  cold  : 

This  for  a summer  fight. 

Ctcr.  Not  for  a world 
You  should  transgress  the  rules— 

Samp,  ’l’is  peevish  weather; 

I’d  rather  fight  without. 

Cent.  An  ’tivere  in  a fiver 

Ctcr.  Where  both  stood  up  to  th*  chins  j 
La-Writ.  Then  let’s  talk  quickly. 

Plague  o’  this  circumstance! 

Ctcr.  Are  the  horses  come  yet? 

Gent.  Yes,  certain. — Give  your  swords 
to  us ; now,  civilly. 

Ctcr.  We’ll  stand  a while  off. — Take  the 
things,  and  leave  ’em — 

You  know  when— and  let  the  children  play: 
This  is  a dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 
’Would  the  old  lord  were  here  ! 

Gent.  Ile’d  die  with  laughter,  [game  out; 
C/er.  I’m  sorry  I've  no  time  to  see  this 
Away,  aw  ay  ! 

Gent.  Here’s  like  to Le  a hot  fight. 

Call  when  ye’re  fit.  (Kreunt  Ctcr.  und  Gent, 
La-Writ.  Why,  look  you,  sir,  you  seem 
to  be  n gentleman, 

And  vou  come  in  honour  of  your  uncle — 
Boh,  hoh,  *tis  very  cold  ! — 

Your  uncle  has  offer’d  me  some  few  affronts. 
Past  flesh  and  blood  to  bear — Boh,  boh, 
wondrous  cold  ! [able  man, 

Samp.  My  lord,  mine  uncle,  is  an  honour-* 
And  what  he  offers — Boh,  hoh,  cold  indeed  ! 
Having  made  choice  of  me  (an  unworthy 
kinsman*  [iencecold! — 

Yet  take  me  with  you) — Boh,  boh,  pesti- 

Not  altogether 

La-  B rit.  Boh,  boh — I say  altogether. 
Samp.  You  say  you  know  not  what  then — 
Boh,  boh— sir. 

La-Writ.  Sir  me  with  your  sword  in  your 
hand.  You  hare 

A scurvy  uncle,  you  have  a most  scurry  cause, 
And  yob  are — Boll,  boh  ! 

Sump.  Boh,  bolt — What? 

La-Writ.  A shirten  scurvy  cousin! 

Samp.  Our  swords,  our  sw  ords  ! 

Thou  art  a dog ; and  like  u dog— Our  sw  ords  1 


4°  1 esteem  of  you.]  The  of  seems  here  only  to  hurt  both  sense  and  measure.  Thi,s  is  a fine! 
continuation  of  the  banter  on  the  Frenrh  politeness  in  duelling.  And  I doubt  not  but  our 
Poets,  w ho  so  often,  and  with  such  infinite  variety  of  humour,  have  bantered  the  shocking 
fashion  of  their  age,  of  fighting  for  every  trifle,  did  not  little  contribute  to  the  reformation 
of  their  countrymen  in  that  particular.  Sercard. 

There  is  a stiff  complaisant  formality  in  the  of ; and  it  is  perfectly  in  the  style,  not  onlj* 
of  tha  character,  but  of  the  times. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  LAWYER. 


25 


Act  4.  Scene  1 ] 


La-Writ.  Our  weapon*,  gentlemen! — Ha! 

where’s  your  second  ? 

Samp.  Where’s  yours? 

LthWrii  So  h j ! our  weapons ! 

Samp.  Wa,  ha,  ho!  our  weapons! 

Our  doublets,  and  our  weapons! — 1 am  dead. 
La- Writ.  First,  second,  third — A plague 
, be  wi*  you,  gentlemen  ! [starv’d 

Sump.  Are  these  the  rulesof  honour?  I am 
Lu-Wrt.  They’re  gone,  and  we  arc  here. 

What  shall  we  do  ? 

Samp.  Oh,  for  a couple  of  faggot* ! 

La- Writ.  Ha«z  a couple  of  ln_gots  ! 
Dar'st  thou  take  a killing  cold  with  me? 
Sump.  I huve  it  already. 

Li-lVrtl.  Rogue*,  thieves— Boh,*  boh — 
Run  away  with  our  doublets ! [game ' 
To  tight  at  buffets  now,  ’twere  such  a may- 
Satnp.  There  were  no  honour  in’t ; plague 
on’r,  ’tis  scurvy  ! [risty-cuffs? 

Lu-Writ . Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at 
Samp  My  lord  miue  uncle's  cause  depend 
on  boxes  ? [cover  ’em — 

Li-  Writ,  Let’s  co  in  quest.  I fever  we  re- 
Samp.  Ay,  coinc,  our  colds  together,  and 
our  doublets.  f valiant  gentleman  ! 
Lu-Wnt.  Gii'e  me  thv  hand;  thou  art  a 

I say,  if  ever  we  recover  'em 

Sump.  Let’s  get  into  a bouse  and  warm  our 
heart*.  [mile.  Beat  me, 

JM-Writ.  There’s  ue'er  ft  no  use  within  tins 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  1 go,  uud  I’ll  beat 
thee  too, 

To  keep  us  warm.  If  ever  we  recover  ’em— 
Kick  hard  ; I’m  frozen.  So  so;  now  i feel  it. 
Samp.  I am  dull  yet. 

La-Writ.  I’llwarm  thee,  I’ll  wnnn  thee— 
Gentlemen ! 

Rogm  s,  thieves,  thieves  ! Run  now' ; I’ll 
fuilow  tliec.  [Erewnt. 

Enter  Vertoign.  Chmnpernel,  Bcaupre.  Vrr- 
dnne,  Ldtmira,  Anul-t!,  Chariot tetand  Nurse. 
Vert.  Use  legs,  and  have  legs. 

Champ.  You  that  have  lees  say  so  ; 

I put  my  one  to  too  much  stress, 

Verd.  Your  horse,  sir. 

Will  meet  you  within  half  n mile. 

Lnn.  I like  [coach, 

The  walk  so  well,  I should  not  mus  my 
Tho’  it  w ere  further.  Auabcl,  thou’rt  sad  : 
What  nils  my  niece  ? 

Beau.  She  is  still  musing,  sister, 

How  quietly  her  late  bedfellow  lay  by  her. 

Nurse.  Old  ns  I nin,  he  would  have  star- 
Nor  tan  you  blame  her.  [tied  me; 

Char.  Had  I ta’en  her  place,  * 

I know  not,  but  f/ear  I should  ha’  shriek’d, 
Tho’  he  had  never  offer’d  - — 

Ana.  Out  upon  thee  ! 

Thou  wouldst  have  taught  him. 

Char.  I think,  with  your  pardon, 

That  you  wish  now  you  Imd. 

Ana.  1 ain  glad  I vield  you  [ Cornet . 

Such  ample  scope  ot  mirth.  [AfaWc*  within. 
VOL.  II. 


Vert.  Nay,  he  not  angry ; [rausick  ? 

There’s  no  ill  meant.  Hal  inusick?  andchoice 
Chump.  ’I'is  near  us  in  the  grove.  What 
courteous  bounty 

Bestows  it  on  us?  My  dancing  days  arc  done ; 
Yet  I would  thank  the  giver,  did  I know  him. 
Verdone.  *Tis,  questionless,  some  one  of 
your  own  village,  [ther. 

That,  hearing  of  your  purpos’d  journey  thi— 
Prepares  it  for  your  entertainment,  and 
The  honour  of  my  lady. 

Lam.  I think,  rather, 

Some  of  your  lordship's  clients. 

Beau.  What  say  you,  cousin, 

If  they  should  prove  your  suitors? 

Verdone.  That’s  most  likely.  [will. 

Nurse.  I say,  if  you  are  noble,  he’t  who 
Go  presently,  and  thank  ’em.  I can  jump  yet, 
Or  tread  a measure. 

Jjtm  Like  a miller's  mare,  [the  country. 
Nurse.  I warrant  you,  well  enough  to  serve 
I’ll  make  one,  and  lead  the  way.  [J&rit. 

Char.  Do  you  note 
IIow  zealous  the  old  crone  is  ? 

Jjam.  And  you  titter 

Aseagerly  as  she.  Come,  sweet,  we'll  follow; 
No  ill  can  he  intended.  [Music k ends • 

Chump . I ne’er  fear’d  yet.  [Exeunt. 

SONG  IN  THE  WOOD. 

This  way,  this  way  come,  and  hear, 

You  that  hold  these  pleasures  dear; 

Fill  your  ears  with  our  sweet  sound. 
Whilst  we  melt  the  frozen  ground. 

This  way  coine  ; make  haste,  oh,  fair  ! 
Let  your  clear  eyes  gild  the  air; 

Come,  and  bless  us  with  your  sight; 
This  way,  this  way,  seek  delight! 

Enter  a company  of  Gentlemen,  like  ruffians. 

1 Gent.  They  are  ours ; hut  draw  them  on 

a little  further  [thicket, 

From  the  foot- path  into  the  nciuhb’ring 
And  we  may  do’t  as  safe  as  in  a castle. 

2 Gent.  They  follow  still ; the  president 

Vertaign  [after; 

Comes  on  apace,  and  Clmmperncl  limps 
The  women,  as  if  they  had  wings,  and  walk’d 
Upon  the  air,  fly  to  us. 

1 Gent.  They  are  welcome;  [All  know 
We’ll  make  ’em  sport.  Make  a stand  here. 
How  we  arc  to  proceed  ? 

2 Gent.  We  arc  instructed. 

[Mustek  continues  within. 

Enter  Vcrtaipn , Champrmcl , Beaupre , Ver- 
done., Lamiru , Anubtl , Nurse , and  Char  Lotte. 

1 Gent.  One  strain  or  two  more — Excel- 
lent ! they’re  come.  [ness,  yet 

Nurse.  Wc  cannot  miss  ; in  such  a busi- 
Mine  ear  ne’er  fail’d  me. 

Char . ’Would  we  were  at  it  once  ! 

I do  not  walk,  but  dance. 

1 Gent.  You  shall  have  dancing  ! 

Begin;  aud  when  I give  the  word— 


V 
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2 Gent.  No  more  : 

We  are  instructed.  [Doner  ; after  which  the 
Gentlemen  rush  on  Beaupre  and  cam - 
pant/.]  Now  ! 

Beau.  But  win  us  fairly  ! [your  valour, 
1 Gent.  Oh,  sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try 
But  to  possess  you;  vet  we  use  you  kindly, 
Iii  that,  like  English  thieves,  we  kill  you  not, 
But  are  contented  with  the  spoil. 

Vert.  Oh,  Heav'n  ' 

How  hath  mine  age  deserv’d  this  ? 

Champ.  Hell  confound  it ! 

This  comes  of  walking!  Had  1 kept  iny  legs. 
Or  my  cood  horse,  my  armour  oii, 

My  stuff  in  my  rest,  and  this  good  sword  to 
friend*1, 

IJow  I would  break  and  scatter  these  ! 

AH  Gent.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Champ.  Do  you  scorn  me,  rogues  ? 

Nurse.  Nay,  gentlemen,  kind  gentlemen, 
Or  honest  keepers  of  these  woods  I hut  hear 
Ik*  not  so  rough  ! If  you  are  taken  with  fme; 
My  beauty, as  it  hath  been  worth  the  seeking. 
Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private; 
You  shall  not  find  me  squeamish. 

Char.  Do  not  kill  me, 

And  do  your  worst ; I’ll  suffer. 

I jim.  Peace,  vile  creatures  ! 

Vert . D’you  know  me,  or  my  place, that  you 
To  touch  my  person?  [presume  not 

1 Gent.  If  you  are  well,  rest  so; 

Provoke  not  angry  wasps. 

Vert.  You’re  wasps  indeed, 

Never  created  to  yield  wax  or  honey, 

But  for  your  country's  torment.  Yet,  if  you 
are  men,  [Frenchmen, 

(As  you  seem  such  in  shape)  if  true-born 
However  want  compels  you  to  these  courses, 
Rest  satisfied  with  w hat  vnu  can  take  from  us, 
(These  ladies’ honourSj  and  our  liberties  safe) 
We  freely  give  it. 

1 Gent  You  give  but  our  own. 

Vert.  Look  on  these  grey  hairs,  as  you 
would  be  old  ! [mercy 

Their  tears,  as  you  would  have  vours  to  find 
When  justice  shall  o’ertake  you  ! 

Champ.  Look  on  me, 

Look  on  me,  rascals,  and  learn  of  me  too. 
That  have  been  in  some  part  of  your  pro- 
fession, [it; 

Before  that  most  of  you  e’er  suck'd,  I know 
I have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

Vert.  Take  heed,  sir.  [trade. 

Champ.  Then  use  me  like  a brother  of  the 
For  I have  been  at  sea,  as  you  on  land  are. 
Restore  my  matrimony  undefil'd,  [silver, 

Wrong  not  my  niece,  and,  for  our  gold  or 

If  I pursue  you,  hang  me! 

Nurse.  Tis  well  offer'd ; [furcs, 

And,  us  I said,  sweet  gentlemen  with  sour 


[Act  4.  Scene  t. 

If  you  nre  high,  and  want  some  sport,  or  so, 
(As  living  without  action  here,  you  may  do) 
Forbear  their  tender  gristles;  they  arc  meat 
Will  wash  away;  there  is  no  substance  in  it; 
We  that  are  f Xpert  iu  the  game,  and  tough 
Will  hold  you  play.  [too. 

Enter  D taunt  and  Clerenumt. 

1 Gent . This  hen  longs  to  be  trodden. 

Dm.  Lacquey,  my  horse  ! 

Cler.  This  way,  1 heard  the  cries 
Of  distress'd  women. 

2 Gent.  Stand  upon  your  guard  ! 

Dm.  Who's  here  ? my  witty,  scornful  lady- 
I'  th*  hands  of  rnthuns?  [plot, 

Cter.  And  my  fine  cold  virgin. 

That  was  insensible  of  man,  and  woman? 

Din.  Justice  too,  without  a sword  to  guard 

itself  ? 

Clcr.  And  vnlourwifh  its  hands  bound? 

Din.  And  the  great  soldier  dull? 

Why,  this  is  strange. 

Jjim.  Dinant,  as  thou  art  noble 

Ana.  As  thou  art  valiant,  (Jleremout 

Dim.  As  ever  I 
Appeared  lovely- — — 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 

For  what  I would  give  gladly 

Clcr.  Pretty  conjurations ! 

Lam.  All  injuries  a little  laid  behind  you— 
Ana.  Shew  yourselves  men,  and  help  us. 
Din.  Tho’  your  many  [mo 

And  gross  abuses  of  me  should  more  move 
To  triumph  in  your  rais’ries  than  relieve  you. 
Yet,  that  hereafter  you  may  know  that  C, 

The  scorn’d  and  despis’d  Dinant,  know  what 

Belong  to  honour,  thus [does 

Cler.  I will  say  little;  [F/g4f. 

Speak  thou  for  mo  ! 

Champ.  Tis  bravely  fought. 

Vert.  Brave  tempers,  > 

To  do  thus  for  their  enemies! 

Champ.  They’re  lost  yet. 

1 Gent.  You  that  would  rescue  others, 
shall  now  feel 

What  they  were  born  to. 

2 Gent.  Hurry  them  away  ! [Exeunt. 
Mane  Jit  Vcrtaign  and  Champernel . 

Chump.  That  I could  follow*  them  ! 

Vert.  I only  can 

Lament  my  fortune,  and  desire  of  Heaven 
A little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Champ.  The  provopt 

Shall  fire  the  woods,  but  I will  find  ’em  out: 

No  cave,  no  rock,  nor  hell,  shall  keep  them 
My  searchiijg  vengeance  ! [from 

Enter  La- Writ  and  S>jmpson. 

La-Writ.  Oh,  cold!  oh,  fearful  cold! 
Plague  of  all  seconds  ! 


**  And  this  good  sword  too,  friend.']  Mr.  Sympson  has  undoubtedly  hit  on  the  true  read- 
ing here, 

u my  cword  to  friend," 

*.  e.  to  bifriend  me,  is  an  expression  common  to  the  best  writers.  Seward. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1. 


Samp.  Oh,  for  a pint  of  burnt  wine,  or  a sip 
Of  aquafortis ! [two, 

Champ.  The  rogues  have  met  with  these 
Upon  my  life,  and  robb’d  ’em.  . 

La-  Writ.  Asyou  are  honourable  gentlemen, 

Impart  uut?  a couple  of  cold  combatants 

Samp.  My  lord  mine  unde,  as  I live  ! 

1m-  Writ.  Pox  take  him  ! 

How  that  word  has  warm’d  my  mouth  ! 

Vert.  Why,  how  now,  cousin  ? 

Why,  why, — and  where,  man,  have  you  been  ? 
at  a poultcr’s, 

That  you  are  cas’d  thus  like  a rabbit?  I 
could  laugh  now,  [children, 

And  1 shall  laugh,  for  all  1 have  lost  my 
Lminh  monstrously. 

Champ.  What  are  they  ? 

Vert.  Give  me  leave*  sir; 

Laugh  more  and  more,  never  leave  laughing! 
Champ.  Why,  sir?  [sir,  I smell  it) 

Vert.  Why,  ’tis  such  n thing,  (I  smell  it., 

Such  a ridiculous  tiling! 

La-Writ.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  my  lord? 
I’m  very  cold,  but  that  should  not  be  laugh’d 
Chump.  What  art  thou  ? [at. 

La-Writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Samp,  if  he  hud  his  doublet. 

And  his  sword  by  his  side,  as  a gentleman 

ought  to  have 

Vert.  Peace,  monsieur  Sampson ! 

Chump.  Come  hither,  little  gentleman. 
La-Writ.  Base  is  the  slave  commanded  : 
Come  to  me. 

Vert*  This  is  the  Little  Advocate. 

Chump.  What  Advocate?  [challenge. 

Vert.  The  Little  Advocate  that  sent  ine  a 
I told  you  that  mv  nephew  undertook  it. 
And  what  ’twas  like  to  prove : Now  vuO  see 
the  issue. 


Champ.  Is  this  the  Little  Lawyer  ? 

La- Writ.  You  have  a sword,  sir, 

And  I have  none ; you  have  a doublet  too, 
That  keeps  you  warm, and  makes  you  merry. 

Samp.  Jf  your  lordship  knew  [man, 

The  nature  and  die  nobleness  of  the  gent le- 
Tho’  he  shew  slight  here,  and  at  what 
gusts 4*  of  danger 

His  manhood  has  arri\’d,  but  that  men’s  fates 
are  foolish. 

And  often  headlong  over-run  their  fortunes— 
La-Writ  That  Little  Lawyer  would  so 
prick  his  ears  up. 

And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nose 

Champ.  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 

La-  Writ.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  shins, 

lord  Vortaign,  too 

Samp.  No  more,  sw  eet  geutlemau ; no  more 
of  that,  sir.  [more. 

•La-Writ.  I will  have  more,  I must  have 
Vert.  Out  with  it. 

Samp.  Nil y,  he  is  as  brave  a fellow 

Champ.  Have  I caught  you? 

[Strikes  him  dozen. 

Vert.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 
Champ.  No,  no,  no,  I will  not.  [heart! 
IV you  peep  again?  Down,  down,  proud 
Samp.  Oh,  valour  ! [rescue  thee. 

Look  up,  brave  friend,  I have  no  means  to 
My  kingdom  for  a sword43! 

Champ.  I’ll  sword  you  presently; 

I’ll  claw  your  skin-coat  too. 

Vert.  Away,  good  Sampson  ; 

You  go  to  gras*  else  instantly. 

Samp.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend. 
Vert.  Not  one  word. 

Chump.  If  you  tip,  sirrah 

Sump.  Must  I go  off  disivpnour’d? 
Adversity  tries  valour;  so  1 leave  dice ! [Exit. 


41  And  at  v hat  gusts  of  danger 

His  manhood  has  arriv'd.}  Mr.  Seward,  disliking  the  word  gusts , reads, 

“ at  wlint  /i/jf/s  of  danger 

“His  manhood  has  arrived 

* i.  e/  says  he,  u what  dangerous  tournenients  his  manhood  has  been  engaged  in.”'  It  is  a 

* technical  word  in  knight-errantry,  and  perfectly  suitable  to  the  errant  knight  that  utters  it.’ 
The  conjecture  is  probable  ; but  we  see  no  dirticulty  in  “ gusts  of  danger.’’ 

43  Mjf  kingdom  for  a su'ord /]  Mr.  Syinpsoii  minks  this  a stupid  sneer  at  Shakespeare,  and 
Mr.  Theobald  always  used  to  look  on  every  such  jocular  quotation  from  him,  as  so  many 
sneers.  For  my  part,  I think  it  no  more  a sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  than  The  Battle  of  the 
Frogs  and  Mice  is  upon  the  Iliad,  or  The  Splendid  Shilling  upon  Paradise  Lost.  Every 
sentiment,  or  expression  of  dignity  and  sublimity,  when  applied  to  a ridiculous  subject, 
serves  only  by  its  contrast  to  render  the  subject  more  ridiculous.  Thus,  Et  tu,  Brute 
below,  cannot  possibly  be  a sneer  upon  Shakespeare,  who  docs  nothing  but  transcribe  tlm 
very  expression  Caesar  mude  use  of  at  his  death  ; at  least  the  Latin  translation  of  it.  But 
Sampson  assuming  the  distress  of  Richard  the  Third,  and  La-Writ  the  dignity  of  Casnr  in 
his  tall,  extremely  heighten  the.  comic  drollery  of  their  characters.  Thus  again,  in  an 
emendation  of  Mr.  Sympson’s  note  u,  in  this  very  play,  [a  pretended  emendation  '] 

“ What  mistcr-thing  is  this  ?" 

as  Spe  »ser  had  stamp'd  a dignity  upon  the  obsolete  word  mistery  it  is  with  great  humour 
applied  to  La-Writ.  But  is  Spenser  sneer’d  by  the  application?  No  ; Fletcher  was  so  far 
from  sneering,  that  he  almost  idolized  him ; as  is  shewn  in  note  74  on  The  Faithful  Shep- 
herdess. Scaur  d. 

After  all,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  our  Poets,  as  well  as  Ben  .Tonson,  have  certainly 
more  than  once  iudulged  themselves  in  sneering  allusions  to  the  Works  of  Shakespeare. 
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Champ.  Arc  you  a Lawyer,  sir? 

LarU  rti.  I was,  I was,  sir. 

Champ.  Nay,  never  look;  your  Lawyer’s 
pate  is  broken,  [sirraii ! 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  cars, 
Why  do  you  fight  and  snarl? 

La-Writ.  I was  possess'd. 

Champ.  I'll  dispossess  you. 

Vert.  Ua,  ha,  ha! 

La-Writ.  Et  tuf  Jirute ? 

Vert.  Heat  him  no  more. 

Champ.  Alas,  sir,  I must  beat  him, 

Beat  him  into  lus  business  again  ; he  will  be 
lost  else. 

Vert.  Then,  take  your  way. 

Champ.  Lie  still,  and  do  not  struggle. 
La-Writ.  I am  patient. 

I never  saw  my  blood  before;  it  jades  me: 
I have  no  more  heart  now  than  a goose. 

Chump.  Why,  sirrah,  [living**, 

Why  do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade  of 
And  send  your  challenges  like  thunderbolts, 
To  men  of  honour’d  place  ? 

La-Writ.  I understand,  sir; 

I never  understood  before  your  beating. 

Champ.  Does  this 
Work  on  you  ? 

I^a-Writ.  Yes. 

Champ.  IT  you  thank  me  for’t? 

La-Writ.  As  well 
Asa  beaten  man  con. 

Chatnp.  And  d’you  promise  me, 

To  fall  close  to  your  trade  again  ? leave 
brawling?  [life. 

La- Writ.  If  von  will  give  me  leave  and 
Champ.  And  ask  this  nobleman  forgiveness  ? 
La-Writ.  Heartily. 

Champ . Rise  then,  and  get  you  gone ; and 
let  me  hear  of  you  [words ; 

As  of  an  advocate  new  vamp’d.  No  more 
Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs; 
I shull  pursue  you  else. 

Let-Writ.  I have  done,  sweet  gentlemen. 

[ 'Exit, 

Vert.  But  we  forget  ourselves,  our  friends, 
and  children. 

Champ.  We’ll  raise  the  country  first,  then 
take  our  fortunes.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  First  Gentleman  and  Lamira. 

1 Gent.  Shall  I entreat  for  what  I may 
Lam.  Think  on  my  birth.  [command  ? 
1 Gent.  Here  I am  only  noble, 

A king,  and  thou  in  my  dominions,  fool, 

A subject,  and  a slave. 

Lam.  Be  not  a tyrant, 
v A ravisher  of  honour,  gentle  sir, 

And  I will  think  you  such ; und  on  my  knees, 
As  to  my  so\  ’reign,  pay  a subject’s  duty, 
With  prayers  ami  tears. 

1 Gent.  I like  this  humble  carriage : 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

I will  walk  by  ; but  kneel  you  still  and  weep 
too, 

(It  shews  well)  while  I meditate  on  the  prey, 
Before  I seize  it. 

Lam.  Is  there  no  mercy,  Heaven? 

Enter  Second  Gentleman  und  Anabcl. 

2 Gent.  Not  kiss  you  ? 1 will  kiss,  and 
Ana.  Savage  villain  ! [kiss  again. 

My  innocence  he  my  strength ! I do  defy  thee, 
Thus  scorn  and  spit  at  thee.  Will  you  come 
You’re  hot;  there  is  a cooler.  [on,  sir  ? 
2 Gent.  A virago? 

Ana.  No,  loathsome  goat,  more,  more  ; I 
am  that  goddess,  [after, 

That  herewith  whips  of  steel,  in  hell  here- 
Scouree  rape  and  theft. 

2 Gtnt.  I’ll  try  your  deity.  [a  virgin, ; 
Ana.  My  chastity,  and  this  knife  held  by 
Against  thy  lust,  thy  sword,  and  thee  a beast, 
Call  on  for  the  encounter. 

2 Gent.  Now  what  think  you? 

Arc  you  a goddess? 

[ Thruv  s her  and  takes  her  knife. 
Ana.  In  me  their  pow’r  suffers 
That  should  protect  the  innocent. 

1 Gent.  I am  [my  pleasures. 

All  lire,  and  thou  shnlt  quench  it,  and  serve 
Come,  partner  in  the  spoil  and  the  reward, 
Let  us  en  joy  our  purchase. 

Lam.  Oh,  Dinant  ! 

Oh,  Ilcav’n!  oh,  husband! 

Ana.  Oh,  my  Cleremont ! 

1 Gent.  Two  are  our  slaves  they  call  on  ; 
bring  ’em  forth, 

As  they  arc  chain’d  together;  let  them  sec, 
And  suffer  iu  the  object. 

Enter  Dinant  und  Cleremont  bound,  und  the 
rest  of  the  Gentlemen. 

2 Gent.  While  we  sit 
And  without  pity  hear  ’em. 

Cier.  By  my  life, 

I suffer  more  for  thee  than  for  myself,  [’em 
Din.  Be  u man,  Cleremont,  and  look  upon 
As  such  that  not  alone  abus’d  our  service. 

Fed  us  with  hopes  most  bitter  in  digestion. 
But,  when  love  fail’d,  to  draw  oil  further 
mischief,  [nours. 

The  baits  they  laid  for  us  were  our  own  ho- 
Wliich  thus  hath  made  us  slaves  too,  worse 
2 Gent.  He  dies.  [than  slaves. 

1 Gent.  Pray  hold : give  him  a little  respite. 
Din.  I sec  you  now  beyond  expression 
wretched,  [honour. 

The  wit  you  bragg’d  of  fool’d,  that  boasted 
(As  you  believ’d,  compass’d  with  walls  of 
brass. 

To  guard  it  sure)  subject  to  be  o’erthrown 
With  the  least  blast  of  lust. 

Lam.  A most  sad  truth. 


u Your  trade,  your  trade  of  living.]  i.  e.  Your  trade  by  which  you  ore  to  get  ynur  livelihood, 
and  without  which  you  must  starve.  I add  this  explanation  because  Mr.  Synipson, 
Xakihg  trade  of  living  only  fur  way  of  living,  thought  it  a strange  tautology.  Sacurd. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

Din.  That  confidence,  which  was  not  to 
be  shaken, 

In  a perpetual  fever,  and  those  favours, 

W hie  li,  with  so  strong  and  ceremonious  duty, 
Your  lover  and  n gentleman  long  sought  for, 
Sought,  sued,  and  kneel’d  in  vain  for,  must 
you  yield  up 

To  a licentious  villain,  that  will  hardly 
Allow  you  thanks  for’t. 

C/er.  Something  I must  say  too, 

Anil  to  you,  pretty  one,  tho’  crying  one. 

To  be  hang’d  now,  when  these  worshipful 
benchers  please,  [me) 

(Tho*  l know  not  their  laces  that  couch  mn 
A little  startles  me  ; but  a man  is  nothing, 
A maidenhead  is  the  thing,  the  tiling  all 
airu  at.  [heart  too. 

Do  not  you  wish  now,  and  wish  from  your 
When,  scarce  sweet  with  my  fears,  1 long 
lay  by  you,  [upon  me, 

(Those-  fears  you  and  your  eood  aunt  put 
To  make  you  sport)  you’d  given  a little  hint, 
A toucu  or  so,  to  tell  me  I was  mortal, 

And  by  a mortal  woman  ? 

Ana.  Pray  you  no  more  ! 

C 'Ur.  If  I had  loos’d  that  virgin  zone,  ob- 
serve me, 

I would  have  hir’d  the  best  of  all  our  poets 
To’vt  sung  so  much,  aud  so  well,  in  the  honour 


£* 

Of  that  nijdit’s  joy,  that  Ovid's  Afternoon, 
Nor  hisCorinna,  should  again  be  mention’d. 
Ana.  I do  repent,  and  wish  I had. 

C/er.  That’s  comfort. 

Rut  now 

2 Gent.  Another,  that  will  have  it  offer’d. 
Compel  it  to  be  offer'd,  shall  enjoy  it! 

C/er.  A rogue,  a ruffian  ? 

2 Gent  As  you  love  your  throat 

1 Gent.  Away  with  them. 

Ana.  Oh,  Cleremont ! 

Lam.  Oh,  D inant  ! [sorrow’s. 

Dm.  I can  hut  add  your  sorrows  to  my 
Your  fears  to  my  fears. 

C/er.  To  your  wishes  mine, 

This  slave  may  prove  unable  to  perform, 

Till  I perform  the  task  that  1 was  boiu  for. 
Ana.  Amen,  amen! 

1 Gent.  Drag  the  slaves  hence.  For  you, 

A while'  I’ll  lock  you  up  here:  Study  ull  ways 
You  can  to  please  me,  or,  the  deed  being 
You  a»*e  but  dead.  [done, 

2 Gent.  This  strong  vaultshall  contain  vou; 
There  think  how  many  for  your  maidenfuhii 
Have  pin’d  away,  ami  be  prepar’d  to  lo>e  it 
With  penitence. 

1 Gent.  No  human  help  cau  save  you. 

Ludies.  Help,  help!  [hear  you. 

2 Gent.  You  cry  in  vain;  rocks  cannot 


ACT  V. 

A horrid  noise  c>f  rnusiek  within.  Enter  one 
and  opens  the  door , uithin  which  Latniru 
and  Annbcl  were  shut , they  in  fear, 
him.  r^H,  cousin,  how  I shake  all  this 
long  night ! 

What  frights  and  noises  we  have  heard  ! 

Still  they  increase. 

The*  villnius  put  on  shapes  to  torture  us«*. 

And,  to  their  devils,  form  such  preparations 
As  if  they  were  a-hatching  new  dishonours, 

Anil  fatal  ruin,  past  dull  man’s  invention. 

Co  not  too  far,  and  pray,  good  cousin  Ana- 
Hurk,  a new  noise  ! [bel  ! 

[A  strunge  musick , sackbut,  and  trooj>-music. 

Ana.  Tliey’re  exquisite  in  mischief. 

I will  go  ou  ; this  room  gives  no  protection, 

More  than  the  next.  What’s  that?  How  sari 
and  hollow 

The  sound  comes  to  us  ! [Gent,  peeping. 

m The  villains  put  on  shajtes  to  torture  us. 

And  to  their  devils  form  such  preparut ions 

As  if  they  tcere%  &c.]  The  former  editors,  bv  their  pointing,  and  making  “ devils”  the 
plural  number  instead  of  the  genitive  singular , seem  to  have  taken  **  form”  for  a verb;  but 
then  thev  leave  14  and  to  their  devils”  without  any  sense  at  all.  Seward. 

- The  old  pointing  gives,  wc  think,  the  same  sense  with  Seward’s,  and  avoids  the  hardness 
°t  “ put  on  preparation.”  %iTo  their  devils”  signifies  44  besides  their  devils,”  like  which 
they  were  disguised.  , *•  ^ 


x 

a 

• Digitized  by  Google 


Jjim.  Groaning,  or  singing,  is  it  ? 

[ fjouder  noise. 
Ana.  The  wind,  I think,  murmuring 
amongst  old  rooms.  [presage 

Jjom.  Now  it  grows  louder;  sure  some  sad 
Of  our  foul  loss. — [Peep.  ] — Look,  now  they 
Ana.  Pox  peep  ’em  ! [peep. 

J.am.  Oh,  give  them  gentle  language. 

Ana.  Give  ’em  nts-bane.  [Peep  above. 
Lout.  Now  they’re  .above. 

Ana.  I would  they  were  i* til*  centre. 
Lam.  Thou  art  so  foolish  desperate. 

Ana.  Since  we  must  lose 

Lam.  (fall  ’em  brave  fellows,  gentlemen. 
Anu.  Call  ’em  rogues,  [lains! 

Rogues  as  they  are,  rude  rogues,  uncivil  vil- 
Lam.  Look,  an  thou  woo’t  beware;  dost 
thou  feel  the  danger  ? 

Ana.  Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  I 
talk  still, 
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And  worse  when  that  comes  too;  they  can- 
not cat  me. 

This  is  a punishment  upon  our  own  prides 
Most  Justly  laid  : We  must  abuse  brave  ycn- 
tlenien,  [laugh  and  jeer  at 

Make  'em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horses ; 
Such  men  too,  and  so  handsome  and  so  noble. 

That,  howsoever  we  seem’d  to  carry  it 

'Would  ’twere  to  do  again  * 

Lam.  I do  confess,  cousin. 

It  was  too  harsh,  too  foolish. 

Ana.  Do  you  feel  it  ? [mrnt. 

D’  yon  find  it  now  ? take  heed  o’  th’  puuish- 
Wc  might  have  bad  two  gallant  gentlemen, 
Proper,  and  young  ; oh,  how  it  trrtures  me  ! 
Two  devils  now,  two  rascals,  two  and  twen- 

Jawi.  Oh,  think  not  so.  [ty 

Ana.  Nay,  an  we  ’scape  so  modestly 

Lam.  May  we  lie  worthy  any  eyes,  or  know- 
When  we  are  us’d  thus  ? [ledge, 

Ana.  Why  not  ? why  d*  you  cry  ? [for? 
Are  we  not  women  still  ? what  were  we  made 

l Min.  But  thus,  thus  basely 

Ana.  ’Tis  against  our  wills; 

And  if  there  come  a thousand,  so 

Lam.  Out  on  thee  ! 

Ana.  You  are  a fool:  What  we  cannot  re- 
sist, [be  women, 

Why  should  we  grieve  and  blush  for?  There 
And  they  that  bear  the*  name  of  excellent 
women,  » [fortune. 

Would  give  their  whole  estates  to  meet  this 
j lam.  Hark,  a new  noise  ! 

[iV<w  sound  Tcithin. 
Ana.  Let  ’em  go  on;  i fear  not. 

If  wrangling,  fighting  and  scratching  cannot 
preserve  me, 

Why,  so  be  it,  cousin.  If  I be  ordain’d 
To  breed  a race  of  rogues 

Enter  four  over  the  stage , with  Brauprc  and 
Verdone  bound , and  halt  a*  about  their  necks. 
I mm.  They  come. 

Ana.  Be  firm ; 

They're  welcome. 

Lam.  What  mask  of  death  is  this?  Oh,  my 
dear  brother  ! [villains  ! 

Ana.  My  coz  too  ? why,  now  you’re  glorious 
Jmiii.  Ob,  shall  we  lose  our  honours  ? 

Ana.  Let ’em  go;  ( pageants. 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but 
Why  must  these  die  ? 

Beau.  Lament  your  own  misfortunes; 

We  perish  happily  before  your  ruin*. 

Ana.  Has  mischief  ne’er  a tongue  ? 

1 Gent.  Yes,  foolish  woman, 

Our  captain's  will  is  death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it. 

Tell  thy  base  boistrous  captain  what  I say, 
Thy  lawless  captain,  that  he  dares  not  do  it ! 
D'you  laugh,  you  rogue  r you  pamper'd  rogue? 
Lam.  Good  sir, 

(Good  cousin,  gently!)  as  you’re  a gentle- 
man  [devil’s  harbinger ! 

Anv.  A gentleman  ? A slave,  a dog,  the 


[Act  5.  Scene  ti 

I Mm.  Sir,  ns  you  had  a mother 

Ana.  He  a mother? 

Shame  not  the  name  of  mother ! A she-bcar, 
A bloody  old  wolf-hitch  : A woman-mother? 
1-ooks  that  rude  lump,  ns  if  he  had  a mother? 
Intreat  him  ? Hang  him  ! Do  thywoist,  thou 
dar’st.  not,  [dares  not ; 

Thou  dar’st  not  wrong  their  lives ; thy  captain 
They’re  persons  of  more  price. 

Verdone.  Whate’cr  we  sutler, 

Let  not  your  angers  wrong  you. 

Ana.  You  cannot  suffer ; [moon, 

The  men  that  do  this  deed  must  live  i*  th’ 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  justice. 

Lam.  Is  it  not  better [rascals. 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better?  I aJ.  ’em  go  on  like 
And  put  false  faces  on  ? they  dare  not  do  it  I 
Flatter  such  scabs  of  nature  ? 

Gent 4 Woman,  woman, 

The  next  work  is  with  you.  \ 

Ana  Unbind  those  gentlemen, 

And  put  their  fnial  fortunes  on  our  necks. 
Lam.  As  you  have  mercy,  do  ! 

Ana.  As  you  are  monsters ! 

Lain.  Fright  us  no  more  with  shipwreck  of 
our  honours ; 

Nor,  if  there  be  a guilt  by  us  committed. 
Let  it  endanger  those. 

Ana.  I say,  they  dare  not. 

There  be  a thousand  gallowses,  ye  rogues ! 
Tortures,  ye  bioody  rogues  ! wheels ! 

Gent.  Away. 

Lam.  Stay. 

Ana.  Stay ; [gentlemen. 

Stay,  and  lrll  flatter  too.  Good  swect-fac’d 
You  excellent  in  honesty  ! — Oh,  kinsmen  ! 
Oh,  noble  kinsmen ! 

Gent.  Away  with  ’em  ! 

[ Exeunt  Vtrd.  Beau,  and  Gent. 
Ana.  Stay  yet. 

The  devil  and  his  lovelv  dam  walk  with  you  ! 
Come,  fortify  yourself  ; if  they'do  die, 
(Whichall  their ruggedness can’t  rack  into  me) 
They  cannot  find  an  hour  more  iunoceut, 
Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  ’em. 

Enter  Cleremont , disguised. 

I Mm.  Now  stand  constant ; 

For  now  our  trial's  come. 

('ter.  This  beauty’s  mine ; 

Your  minute  moves  not  yet. 

Lam.  She  sinks! if  Christian, 

If  any  spark  of  noble  heat 

Cler.  Rise,  lady,  [you* 

And  fearless  rise;  there’s  no  dishonour  meant 
D’  you  know  my  tongue  ? 

Ana.  I’ve  heard  it. 

C/er.  Mark  it  better.  [you. 

I'm  one  that  loves  you ; fairly,  nobly  loves 
Look  on  my  face.  , 

Ana.  Oh,  sir  ! 

Cler.  No  more  words  : softlv, 

Hark,  but  hark  wisely  how,  understand  well. 
Suspect  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  ha\e  brought  me  comfort. 
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let  5.  Scene  l.J 


Cler.  If  you  dare  think  me  worthy  of  your 

husband4*,  (thus 

I am  no  rogue  nor  beggar,  if  you  dare  do 
Ana.  You’re  monsieur  Cleremont? 

Cler.  I am  the  same.  (you, 

If  you  dare  venture,  speak  ; if  not,  I leave 
And  leave  you  to  the  inercy  of  these  villains, 
That  will  not  wool*  you  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation, 

And  free  me  from  these  slaves  ! 

Clcr.  By  this  kiss.  I’ll  do  it,  [you. 

Ami  from  the  least  dishonour  they  dare  aim  at 
I have  a prkst  too  shall  be  ready. 

Ana.  You  are  forward.  [whispers, 

Ijun.  Is  this  iny  constant  cousin  r How  she 
Kisses  and  hugs  the  thief! 

Ana.  Y'ou’il  oiler  nothing?  [man. 

Cler.  Till  all  be  tied,  not,  as  I am  a gcutle- 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  aunt  too? 

Cler.  Not  yet,  mistress,  [quickly; 

But  fear  nothing ; all  shall  he  well.  Away 
It  must  be  done  i*  tli"  moment,  or—-  - 
Anu.  Fin  w ith  you.  [Keep  your  standing. 
Cler.  I’ll  know  now  who  sleeps  by  me. — 
[Exeunt  Clcr.  and  Anabet. 
Lam.  Well,  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own 
shamo  dwell  with  thee  ! 

Is  this  the  constancy  she  shew’d,  the  bravery  ? 
The  dear  love  and  the  life  she  ow’d  her  kins- 
men? [woman! 

Oh,  brave  tongue-valiant47,  and  vain-glorious 
Is  tin’s  the  noble  anger  you  arriv’d  at  ? 

Are  these  the  thieves  you  scorn’d,  the  rogues 
you  rail’d  at,  [desty, 

The  scabs  and  scums  of  nature  ? Oh,  fair  ino- 
Etceilent  virtue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
What  hand  of  lleav’n  is  over  us4*,  when 
strong  virgins  [fortunes? 

Yield  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  tears  their 
Never,  Relief,  come  near  me  more  I Fare- 
well, wench, 


A long  farewell  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee ! 
My  turn  is  next ; I am  resolv’d,  it  comes; 
But  in  a nobler  shape  ! 11a  ! 

Enter  Dlnant. 

Din.  Bless  you,  lady  ! 

Lam.  Indeed,  sir,  1 had  need  of  many 

blessings ; 

Forall  the  hours  l have  had  since  I came  here, 
Have  been  so  many  curses.  How  got  you 
liberty  ? 

For  1 presume  von  come  to  comfort  me. 

Din.  To  comfort  you,  und  love  you,  ’tig 
most  true ; 

My  bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitterness, 
And  every  hour  my  death. 

Dim.  flcav’n  was  your  comfort. 

Din.  ’Fill  the  last  evening,  sitting  full  of 
sadness,  [tunes, 

Wailing,  sweet  mistress,  your  unhappy  for- 
(Mine  own  I'd  the  least  care  of;  round  ’about 
me 

The  captain  and  the  company  stood  gaping, 
When  1 begun  the  story  of  my  love 
To  you,  fair  saint,  and  with  so  full  a sorrow 
Follow’d  each  point,  that,  e’en  from  those 
rude  eyes, 

That  never  knew  w hat  pity  meant,  or  mercy. 
There  stole  down  soft  relenting*:  (Take  heed, 
mistress, 

And  let  not  such  unholy  hearts  out-do  you  ! 
The  soft-plum’d  god  will  see  agaiu  !)  Thus 
token,  [told, 

As  men  transform’d  with  the  strange  talc  I 
They  stood  amaz’d ; then  bid  me  rise  and  live, 
Fake  liberty  and  means  to  see  your  person, 
And  wish'd  me  prosperous  in  your  love:  Wish 
you  so  ; 

Be  wise  and  loving,  lady;  shew  but  you  so! 

Lain.  Oh,  sir,  are  these  lit  hours  to  talk 
of  love  in  ? 


46  If  you  think  me  worthy  of  your  husband .]  The  word  dare  being  twice  repeated  after- 
wards, in  repeating  this  question,  and  the  want  of  a syllable  in  the  verse,  seem  to  prove  it 
accidentally  dropt  from  this  line.  Seward. 

41  O brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman  /]  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  reading 
tongue-valiant . It  is  highly  probable  that  Milton  read  it  so,  for  he  seems  to  imitate  it  in  his 
Samson  Agonistos:  Samson  calls  lluruphu  tongue-doughty  giant ; and  this  is  not  the  first 
tune  in  this  play  that  Milton,  in  that  very  scene,  seems  to  have  imitated  our  Authors. 
What  Champernel  says  in  the  second  scene  of  thc~first  act, 

** [Oh,  that  I had  thee 

“In  some  close  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
“ To  me  to  use  my  sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
“ To  run  away.]” 

Milton  puts,  with  a small  change  of  expression,  into  Samson’s  mouth, 

“ Therefore  without  feign’d  shifts  let  be  assign’d 
“ Some  narrow  plucc  inclos’d,  where  sight  may  give  thee, 
u Or  rather  flight,  no  great  advantage  of  me.’ 

But  beside  the  corruption  of  tongue-valiant,  the  word  glorious  seems  to  have  lost  its  proper 
consort,  which  both  the  sense  and  verse  require  to  be  restor’d:  1 read  therefore, 

‘ O brave  tongue-valiant,  und  rain-glorious  wonim?!* 

Djnant  says,  a little  below,  to  Lonnra, 

44  Tiiat  spring  of  chastity  that  fed  your  pride, 

“ And  grew  into  a river  of  rain-glory 
This  confirms  the  conjecture  above.  Seward. 

# \Yhut  handy  O Heav  ily  is  over  tif.]  Thus  read  all  editions  but  the  first. 
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Shall  we  ir»*kc  fools  of  our  afflictions  ? 

Can  any  thing  sound  sweetly  in  mine  ears, 
Where  all  the  noise  of  Moody  horror  is? 

My  brother,  and  my  cousin,  they  are  dead,  sir, 
Dead,  I asclv  dead  ! Is  this  an  age  to  fool  in  ? 
And  1 myself,  I know  not  what  I shall  be ! 
Yet  i must  i bank  you;  and  if  happily 
You  had  ask'd  me  yesterday,  when  these  were 
living,  [to  you. 

An  1 my  fears  less,  I might  have  hearken’d 
Din.  Peace  to  your  grief!  I bind  you  to 
your  word. 

Enter  Cferemont,  Ana  be  l , Beauprc , Verdant, 
Charlotte , A rurse,  and  the  two  Gentlemen. 
Ixim.  How!  do  you  conjure?  [madam, 
Din.  Not  to  raise  dreadful  apparitions, 
But  such  as  you  would  gladly  see, 

J Ann.  My  brother, 

And  nephew  living? 

Beau.  And  both  owe  their  lives 
To  the  favour  of  these  gentlemen. 

Verdonc.  Who  deserve 
Our  service,  and,  for  us,  your  gracious  thanks, 
Lam.  Which  1 give  freely,  and  become  a 
suitor. 

To  he  hereafter  more  familiar  [Kiss. 

With  such  great  worth  and  virtue, 

1 Gent.  Ever  think  us 
Your  servants,  madam. 

Cler.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 
How  wc  arc  freed,  I will  discover  it, 

And  w ith  laconic  brevity.  These  gentlemen 
This  night  encountering  with  those  outlaws 
that  [were, 

Yesterday  made  us  prisoners,  and,  as  we 
Attempted  by  ’em,  they  w ith  greater  courage, 
(I'm  sure  with  better  fortune)  not  alone 
Guarded  themselves,  but  forc’d  the'  biuody 
thieves, 

Being  got  between  them  and  this  hellish  cave, 
For  safety  of  their  lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  woods,  ail  left  to  their  possession  : 
This  sav’d  your  brother  and  your  nephew  from 
The  gibbet,  this  redeem'd  ino  from  iny  chains, 
And  gave  mv  friend  his  liberty;  this  preserv'd 
Your  honour,  ready  to  be  lost. 

Din.  But  that  [Aside. 

I know  this  for  a lie,  and  that  the  thieves 
And  gentlemen  are  the  same  men,  by  my 
practice 

Suborn’d  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it  [ful, 
With  such  a constant  brow,  that,  1 am  doubt- 
I should  believe  him  too. 

1 Gent.  If  we  did  well, 

We  are  rewarded. 

2 Gent.  Thanks  hut  take  away 
From  what  was  freely  purpos’d. 

Cler.  Now  , by  this  hand, 

[To  the  Gentlemen. 
You  hare  so  cunningly  discharg’d  your  parts. 
That,  while  wt  live,  rest  confident  you  shall 
Command  Dinant  and  Clereiuout.  Nor 
Beaupre 

Nor  Verdonc  scents  it;  for  the  ladies,  they 
Were  easy  to  be  gull'd. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


1 Gent.  'Tw  as  but  a jest;  [necks, 

And  yet  the  jest  may  chance  to  break  our 
Should  it  be  known, 

Cler.  Fear  nothing. 

Din.  Cleremont, 

Say,  what  success  ? 

Cler.  As  thou  wouldst  wish  ; 'lis  done,  lad ; 
The  grove  will  witness  with  me,  that  this  night 
I lay  not  like  n block.  But  how  speed  you  ? 

Din.  1 yet  am  in  suspense;  devise  soma 
To  get  these  olT,  and  speedily.  [means 
Cler . I have  it, — [lows. 

Come,  we  are  dull ; I think  that  the  good  fcl- 
Our  predecessors  in  this  place,  were  not 
So  foolish  and  improvident  husbauds,  but 
Twill  yield  us  nit  at  and  wine. 

1 Gent.  Let’s  ransack  it; 

Tis  ours  now  by  the  law. 

Cler.  How  say  you,  sweet  one, 

Have  you  an  appetite  ? 

Ana.  To  walk  agnin 

1'  th*  woods,  if  you  think  fit,  rather  than  eat. 
Cler.  A little  respite,  prithee.  Nay,  blush 
not ; 

Y on  ask  but  what's  your  own,  and  warrantable. 
Mgusicur  Beaupre,  Verdonc,  what  think  you 
of  the  motion  ? 

Verdonc  Lead  the  way. 

Beuu.  We  follow  willingly. 

Cler.  When  you  shall  think  fit, 

We  w ill  expect  you. 

[E.reunt  all  hut  Din.  and  Lam. 
Din.  Now  be  mistress  of 
Your  promise,  lady. 

Idon.  Two*  to  give  you  hearing,  [grant. 
Din.  But  that  word  hearing  d.tl  include  u 
And  you  must  make  it  good, 

Lam.  Must? 

Din.  Must  and  shall ! 

I w ill  he  fool'd  no  more:  You  had  your  tricks. 
Made  properties  of  me  and  of  my  friend, 
Presum’d  upon  your  power,  and  whipp’d  mo 
with 

The  rod  of  mine  own  dotage  : Do  not  flatter 
Yourself  with  hope,  that  any  human  help 
Can  free  you  ; and,  for  aid  by  miracle, 

A base  unthankful  woman  is  unworthy. 

Lam.  You  will  not  force  inc  ? 

Din.  Rather  than  enjoy  you  [you  ; 
With  your  consent,  because  I will  torment 
I'll  make  you  feel  th'  effects  of  abus’d  love, 
And  glory  in  your  torture. 

Lain.  Brotlicr ! nephew  ! 

Help,  help,  for  Heav'u’s  sake  ! 

l)in.  Tear  your  throat,  cry  louder  ; 

Tho'  every  leaf  these  trees  bear  were  an  echo. 
And  summon’d  in  your  best  friends  to  redeem 
you, 

ft  should  be  fruitless : Tis  not  that  I love  you. 
Or  value  those  delights  you  prize  so  high. 
That  I ’ll  enjoy  you ; a French  crown  will  buy 
More  sport,  and  a companion  to  whom 
You  in  your  best  trim  ore  an  Ethiop. 

Lam.  Forbear  me  then. 


Din.  Not  sq;  I’ll  do’t  in  spite, 
And  break  that  stubborn  disobedient 
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That  hath  so  long  held  out;  that  boasted  ho- 
nour 

I will  make  equal  with  a common  whore’s  ; 

The  spring  of  chastity,  that  fed  your  pride, 
And  grew  into  a river  of  vainglory, 

1 will  defile  with  mud,  the  mud  of  lust, 

Aud  make  it  loathsome  ev’n  to  goats ! 

Lint.  Oh,  Heaven! 

No  pity,  sir  ? 

I)in.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel,  [fool ; 
And  dare  you  think  of  mercy  ? i " ill  tell  thee, 
Those  that  surpris’d  thee  were  my  instru- 
ments : [it) 

I can  plot  too,  good  madam,  (you  shall  hud 
And,  m tiie  stead  of  licking  of  my  fingers, 
Kneeling  and  whining  like  a boy  new-breech’d, 
To  ect  a toy,  forsooth,  not  worth  an  apple, 
Thus  make  my  wav,  and  with  authority 
Command  what  I would  have. 

Lam.  I’m  lost  for  ever  ! 

Good  sir,  I do  confess  my  fault, my  eross  fault, 
And  yield  myself  up,  miserable  guilty! 

Thus  kneeling  I confess,  you  cannot  study 
Sufficient  punishments  to  load  me  with : 

I’m  in  your  power,  and  I confess  again. 

Yon  cannot  he  too  cruel.  If  there  be, 

Besides  the  loss  of  mv  long-guarded  honour, 
Any  thing  else  to  make  the  balance  even. 

Pray  put  it  in;  all  hopes,  all  helps  have  left 
me; 

I am  girt  round  will*  sorrow,  hell's  about  me, 
Ami  ravishment  the  least  that  1 cun  look  for ! 
Do  what  you  please. 

Din.  Indeed  I will  do  nothing. 

Nor  touch  nor  hurt  you,  lady  ; nor  had  ever 
Such  a lewd  purpose. 

hum.  Can  there  he  such  goodness, 

And  in  a man  so  injur’d? 

Din.  Be  confirm'd  in’t ; 

I seal  it  thus.  I must  confess  yoii  vex’d  me, 

In  fooling  me  so  often,  and  those  fears 
You  threw  upon  me  rail’d  for  a requital. 
Which  now  I have  return’d.  All  unchaste  love 
Dmnul  thus  throws  away  ! Live  to  mankind, 
As  you  have  done  to  me,  and  I will  honour 
Y’our  virtue,  and  no  more  think  of  your 
beauty. 

him.  All  I possess  comes  short  of  satisfac- 
tion. [night 

Din.  No  compliments.  The  terrors  of  this 
Imagine  hot  u fearful  dream,  and  so 
With  ease  forget  it : For  Dinant,  that  labour’d 
To  blast  your  honour,  is  a champion  for  it, 
And  will  protect  and  guard  it. 

him.  *Tis  as  safe  then, 

As  if  a complete  army  undertook  it. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  La-Writ , Sampson , and  Clients. 

1m-  Writ.  Do  not  persuade  me,  gentle  inon- 
sivur  Sampson ; 

I am  a mortal  man  again,  a Lawyer; 

My  martial  part  1 have  put  otf. 

S/.mp.  Sweet  monsieur, 

Let  but  our  honour*  teach  us. 

VuL.  II.  F 


La-Writ.  Monsieur  Sampson, 

My  honourable  friend,  my  valiaut  friend, 

Be  but  so  beaten — Forward,  my  brave  clients ; 
I am  yours,  and  you  are  mine  again — be  but 
so  thresht. 

Receive  that  castigation  with  a cudgel 

Samp.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a reparation. 
La-Writ.  I have,  it  cost  me  half  a crown, 
I bear  it. 

All  over  me  l bear  it,  monsieur  Sampson; 
The  oils,  aud  the  old  woman  that  repairs  to  me, 
To  ’uoint  my  beaten  body. 

Samp.  It  concerns  vou, 

You  have  been  swing’d. 

La-Writ . Let  it  concern  thee  too ; 

Go,  and  be  beaten,  speak  scurvy  words,  as 
1 did ; 

Speak  to  that  lion  lord,  waken  his  anger, 
And  have  a hundred  bastinadoes,  do; 

Three,  broken  pates,  thy  teeth  knock’d  out, 
do,  Sampson, 

Thy  valiant  arms  and  legs  beaten  to  poultices. 
Do,  silly  Sampson,  do. 

1 Client.  You  wrong  the  gentleman, 

To  try  to  put  him  out  of  his  right  mind  thus: 
Yrou  wrong  us,  and  our  causes. 

La-Writ.  Down  with  him,  gentlemen, 
Turn  him,  and  beat  him,  if  he  break  our  peace. 
Then  when  thou  hast  been  lam'd,  thy  small 
guts  perish’d, 

Then  talk  to  me;  before,  I scorn  tby  counsel: 
IVel  what  I feel,  and  let  my  lord  repair  thee. 
Samp.  And  can  the  brave  Li-Writ— 

2 Client.  Tempt  him  no  further; 

Be  warn’d,  and  sny  no  more  ! 

La-Writ.  Jf  thou  dost,  Sampson, 

Thou  seest  my  myrmidons  (i'll  let  ’em  loose) 

That  in  a moment- 

Samp.  1 say  nothing,  sir; 

But  I could  wish 

La-Writ.  They  shall  destroy  thee  wishing ! 
There’s  ne’er  a man  of  these  but  have  lust  ten 
causes,  [diett ! 

Dearer  than  ten  men's  lives  ; tempt,  and  thou 
Go  home,  and  smile  upon  my  lord  thine  uncle, 
Tukc  money  of  the  men  thou  uieau’st  to  C02en, 
Drink  wine,  and  eat  good  meat,  and  live  dis- 
creetly ; 

Talk  little,  'tis  an  antidote  against  a beating; 
Keep  thy  hand  from  thy  sword,  and  from  thy 
And  thou’lt  live  long.  [landress’  placket, 
1 Client.  Give  car,  and  be  instructed. 
La-Writ.  I find  I’m  wiser  than  a justice  of 
pence  now  : 

Give  me  the  wisdom  that’s  beaten  into  a man  ! 
That  stick's  still  by  him.  Art  thou  a new  man  ? 
Satrp.  Yes,  yes, 

Thy  learned  prccept3  have  enchanted  me. 
La-Writ.  Go,  my  son  Sampson,  I have 
now  begot  thee  ; [live* 

I'll  send  thee  causes  ; speak  to  thy  lord,  and 
And  lay  my  share  by  ; go,  and  live  in  peace. 
Put  on  new  suits,  und  shew  fit  for  thy  place  : 
That  man  neglects  his  living,  is  nn  ass. 

[L'-Wf  Samp. 
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Farewell1— Come,  chtarly,  boys,  about  our 
business ! 

Now,  welcome  tongue  again,  bang  swords  ! 

1 Client.  Sweet  Advocate  ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Charlotte. 

Nurse.  I know  not,  wench;  they  may  call 
’em  what  they  will, 

Outlaws,  or  thieves,  but,  I am  sure,  to  me 
One  was  an  honest  man ; he  us'd  ine  well : 
What  I did,  Tis  no  matter;  he  complain'd  not. 
Char . I must  confess  there  was  one  bold 
with  me  too,  [matter ; 

•Some  coy  thing  would  say  rude,  but  'tis  no 
J was  to  pay  a waiting-woman ’t>  ransom, 

And  1 have  done’t;  and  I would  pay’t  again, 
Were  I ta’en  ro-morrow. 

Nurse.  Alas,  there  was  no  hur  t ! 

IPt  be  a sin  for  such  as  live  at  hard  meat, 
And  keep  a long  Lent  in  the  woods  as  they  do, 

To  taste  a little  flesh 

Char.  God  help  the  courtiers, 

That  lie  at  rack  and  manger  ! 

Nurse.  I shall  love 

A thief  the  better  for  this  while  I live; 

They  arc  men  of  a charitable  vocation, 

And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  dis- 
cretion, 

And  put  a good  speed-penny  in  iny  purse, 
That  has  been  empty  twenty  years. 

Char.  Peace, Nurse;  [Cieremont 

T are  well*,  and  cry  not  roast  meat.  Methinks 
And  my  lady  Annuel  are  in  one  night 
Familiarly  acquainted. 

Nurse.  1 observe  it ; 

If  she  have  got  a penny  too! 

Enter  Vertaign , Chumpcrnel}  and  Provost. 
Char.  No  more; 

IHy  lord  monsieur  Vertaign ; the  provost  too! 
Ilastc,  and  acquaint  my  lady. 

[Enunt  Nurse  and  Char. 
Pro.  Wondrous  strange  • 

Vert.  Tis  true,  sir,  on  my  credit. 

Champ.  On  mine  honour.  [years, 

Pro.  I have  been  provost-marshal  twenty 
And  have  truss’d  up  a thousand  of  these  ras- 
But  so  near  Paris  yet  I never  met  with  [cals ; 
One  of  that  brotherhood. 

Champ.  We  to  our  cost  have. 

But,  will  you  search  the  wood  l 

Pro.  It  is  beset;  [wonder 

They  cannot  ’scape  us.  Nothing  makes  me 
So  much,  as,  having  you  within  their  power. 
They  let  you  go;  it  was  a courtesy, 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

That  French  thieves  use  not  often.  I much 
The  gentle  ladies;  yet,  1 kuow  not  how-,  [pity 
I rather  hope  than  fear.  Arc  these  the 
prisoners  ? 

Enter  Di nan t,  Cieremont,  Verdone , J*eaupref 
Dimiru , Anabel , Charlotte , and  Nurse. 
Din.  Wo  were  such. 

Vert.  Kill  me  not,  excess  of  joy' 

Champ  I see  thou  liv’st;  but  hast  thou  bad 
no  foul  play  ? [noble, 

Dim.  No,  on  ray  soul ; my  usage  bath  teen 
Far  from  all  violence. 

Champ.  How  wt  re  you  freed  ? 

But,  kiss  me  first;  we’ll  talk  of  that  at  leisure; 
I’m  glad  I have  thee.  Niece,  how  you  keep 
As  you  knew  me  not ! [off. 

Ana.  Sir,  I am  where 
I owe  most  duty. 

C/er.  *Tis  indeed  most  true,  sir ; 

The  man  that  should  have  been  your  bed- 
fellow, [smell  otit 

Your  lordship’s  bedfellow,  that  could  not 
A virgin  of  sixteen,  that  was  your  fool 
To  make  you  merry;  this  poor  simple  fellow 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  and  now  she  knows 
He  is  a man. 

Champ.  How  ! is  she  dishonour'd ? [able: 
C'/er.  Not  unless  marriage  be  disbonour- 
Heav'n  is  a witness  of  our  happy  contract , 
And  the  next  priest  we  meet  shall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  world.  I lay  with  her  in  jest; 

*Tis  turn'd  to  earnest  now. 

Champ.  Is  this  true,  n’cce  ? 

Din.  Her  blushing  silence  grants  it.  Nay, 
sir,  storm  not ; 

He  is  my  friend,  and  1 con  make  this  good, 
Ilis  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers  ; your  lord- 
ship  [friends  too. 

Might  have  sought  out  a worse  ; we  arc  all 
All  diffcienrrs  end  thus.  Now,  sir,  unless 
You  would  raise  new  dissentions,  make  per- 
What  is  so  well  begun.  [feet 

Vert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Dim.  Let  me  persuade  you. 

Champ.  Well,  God  give  you  joy  ! 

She  shall  not  cornea  beggar  to  you,  sir.  [you 
For  you,  monsieur  Dinant,  ere  long  I’ll  shew 
Another  niece,  to  this  not  much  inferior  ; 

As  you  shall  like,  proceed. 

Din.  I thank  you,  sir.  [vel  ends 

Champ.  Hack  tlien  to  Paris.  Well  that  tru- 
Tliat  makes  of  deudly  enemies  perfect 
friends.  [JEicnnl  omnes. 


« Farewel,  and  cri/  not  roust  meat.  1 The  proverb  proves,  as  well  as  the  sense,  that  we 
should  read,  Jure  aetl.  The  corruption  was  easy. 


EPILOGUE. 


GP.KTT.RME5, 

I AM  sent  forth  tocnqcire  what  you  decree  } 
Of  us,  and  of  our  Poets;  they  will  be  > 
This  night  exceeding  merry,  so  will  we,  j 


I If  you  approve  their  labours.  They  profess 
You  are  their  patrons,  and  we  s.ty  no  less: 
Resolve  us  then  : for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  have  doue  idly,  or  douc  well. 
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Tlx*  Commendatory  Verse?  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley  speak  of  Fletcher  singly  as  Author  of 
this  Tragedy.  It*  first  publication  was  in  the  folio  of  1647.  About  the  year  1635*,  the 
Lari  of  Rochester  made  some  considerable  alterations  in  Valentiuiun,  with  which  it  wus 
performed. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


VaLENTIKIA^,  Emperor  of  Home. 

Ax’it'%  the.  Emperor  s loyal  General. 

IU  L BUS,  4 

Pkoculus,  ( four  noble  Pandars,  and  Flat- 
Chu.ax,  C term  to  the  Emperor . 
Limns,  j 

M \ \ n great  Soldier,  Husband  to  Lucina. 

LYCIAS,  an  Eunuch. 

Pontius,  an  honest  cashiered  Centurion. 
PlIfWA*,  i two  bout  and  faithful  Eunuchs, 
Auetus,  y Servants  to  jEcius. 

Anu.xius,  an  eminent  Captain. 


Paulus,  a Poet. 

LlClPPUS,  a Courtier. 

EtTDOXlA,  Empress,  Wife,  to  Vulentiniuft. 
Lvcina,  the  chaste,  abased  Wife  of  Alasimus. 
Claudia,  4 r » ,»* 

..  * > Luc  mas  I \ aitinr-womm. 

Marcli.lina,  J 6 

PlIuKBi'  } lvD0(l f ^e  Emperors  Bawds. 

Three  Senators,  Physicians,  Gentlemen , and 
Soldiers. 

Ih>me. 


ACT  J. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  halbus,  Vroculus,Chilur,and  Lieinius. 
Batbus.  1 NEVER  saw  the  like;  she’s  no 
more  stirr’d, 

No  more  another  woman,  no  more  alter’d 
Witu  any  hopes  or  promises  laid  to  her, 

Let  ’em  be  ne’er  so  weighty,  ne’er  so  winning, 
Than  I am  with  the  motion  of  iny  own  legs. 
Proe.  Chilax, 

You  are  a stranger  yet  in  these  designs. 

At  least  in  Koine.  Tell  me,  ami  tell  me  truth, 
Did  you  e’er  know,  in  ail  your  course  of 
practice. 

In  all  the  ways  of  woman  you  have  run  thro* — 
(For  I presume  you  have  been  brought  up, 
As  we,  to  fetch  and  curry  — ) [Chilax, 
Chi.  True;  I have  so.  [grew, 

Proe.  Did  you,  I say  again, in  all  tins  pro- 
Evcr  discover  such  apiece  of  beauty, 

Ever  so  rare  a creature,  and,  no  doubt, 

One  that  must  know  her  worth  too,  and  af- 
fect it, 

Ay,und  be  flatter’d, else  *tis  none;  and  honest? 
Honest,  against  the  tide  of  ail  temptations? 
Honest  to  one  man,  to  her  husband  only, 
And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  age  to  know 
Why  she  is  honest? 

Chi.  I confess  it  freely, 

I never  saw  her  fellow,  nor  e’er  shall  : 

Fur  all  on r Grecian  dames,  all  1 have  tried, 
(And  sure  I have  tried  a hundred ; if  I say  two, 
1 speak  within  my  compass)  all  these  beauties, 


And  all  the  constancy  of  all  these  fares, 
Maids,  widows,  wives,  of  what  degree  or 
railing,  [cunning) 

So  they  be  Greeks,  and  fat,  (for  there’s  my 
Pd  undertake, and  not  sweat  for  it,  Proculus, 
Were  they  to  try  again,  say  twice  as  many, 
Uhder  a thousand  pound,  to  lay  ’em  bed-rid: 
But  this  wench  staggers  me. 

Licin . D’you  see  these  jewels?  [sure  you, 
You’d  think  these  pretty  baits;  now,  i’ll  as- 
Here's  half  the  wealth  of  Asia. 

Hal.  T hese  are  nothing 
To  the  full  honours  1 propounded  to  her: 

1 hid  herthiuk,  and  he,  and  presently. 
Whatever  her  ambition,  w hat  the  counsel 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  dreams 
Could  more  enlarge,  wlmt  any  precedent 
Of  any  woman  rising  up  to  glorv. 

And  standing  certain  there, and  ui  the  highest. 
Could  give  her  more ; nay,  to  he  empress, 

Proe.  And  cold  at  all  these  oilers? 

Bui.  Cold  as  crystal. 

Ne’er  to  he  thaw’d  again. 

Chi.  I tried  her  further, 

And  sO  far,  that  I think  she  is  no  woman, 

At  least  as  women  go  now. 

Licin.  Why,  what  did  you  ? 

Chi.  I offered  that,  that  had  she  been  but 
mistress  [her: 

Of  as  much  spleen  as  doves  have,  I had  reach’d 
A safe  revenge  of  all  that  ever  hate  her, 

The  crying-down  for  ever  of  all  l>cautics 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 
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Proc.  That  wn«  pretty.  [tell  ye 

Chi.  I ne’er  knew  that  way  fail 1 ; yet  l will 
I offer’d  her  a gift  beyond  nil  yours, 

That,  that  had  mode  a saint  start,  well  con- 
sider’d ; 

The  law  to  be  her  creature,  she  to  make  it, 
Her  mouth  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
From  her  aspect*  to  draw  their  good  or  e\  il, 
Fin’d  in  ’em,  spite  of  fortune;  a new  Nature 
She  should  he  call’d,  and  mother  of  all  ages; 
Time  should  be  hers ; and  whnl  she  did,  lame 
Virtue 

Should  bless  to  all  posterities : Her  air  [us; 
Should  give  us  life,  her  earth  and  water  teed 
And  last,  to  none  but  to  the  emperor, 

(And  then  hut  when  die  pleas'd  to  have  it  so) 
She  should  he  held  for  mortal. 

Lie  in.  And  she  heard  you  ? 

Chi.  Yes,  as  a sick  man  hears  a noise,  or  he 
That  stands  condemn’d  Ids  judgment.  Let 
me  perish, 

But,  if  tlierc  can  he  virtue,  if  that  name 
Be  any  thing  hut  name  and  empty  title, 

If  it  he  so  as  fools  have  been  pleas’d  to  feign  it, 
A power  that  can  preserve  us  after  ashes, 
And  make  the  names  of  inen  out-rcckon  ages, 
This  woman  has  a god  of  virtue  in  her  ! 

Bal.  I w ould  the  emperor  were  that  god. 
Chi.  Sh’  lias  in  her 

All  the  contempt  of  glory  and  vain-seeming 
Of  alJ  the Stoicks,  all  the  truth  of  Christians, 
And  nil  their  constancy  : Modesty  was  made 
When  she  was  first  intended.  When  she 
blushes. 

It  is  the  holiest  thing  to  look  upon ; 

The  purest  temple  of  her  sect,  that  ever 
Made  Nature  a bless’d  founder. 

Proc.  Is  there  no  w ay 
To  take  this  phenix? 


[Act  t.  Scene  1. 

Licin.  None  but  in  her  ashes. 

Chi.  If  she  were  fat,  or  any  way  inclining 
To  ease  or  pleasure,  or  affected  glory, 

Proud  to  be  seen  and  wor  shipp’d,  '(were  a 
venture;  [phire. 

But,  on  my  soul,  she’s  chaster  than  cold  cain- 
liai.  I think  so  too ; for  all  the  ways  of 
woman, 

Like  a full  sail,  she  hears  against.  I ask’d  her. 
After  my  many  oners,  walking  with  her, 

And  her  as  ninny ^lown-deniais,  how 
It'  th’  emperor,  grown  mad  with  love,  should 
force  her  ? 

She  pointed  to  a Lucrcee*,  that  hung  by, 
And  with  an  angry  look  that  from  her  eyes 
Shot  vestal  fire  against  me,  she  departed. 
Proc.  This  is  the  first  wench  1 was  evef 
pos’d  in ; [nether 

Yet  I have  brought  young  loving  things  tu- 
This  two-aiid-tlnrty  years. 

Chi.  I find,  by  this  wench, 

The  calling  of  a bawd  to  he  a strange, 

A wise,  and  subtic  calling,  and  for  none 
Butstaid,  discreet,  and  understanding  people; 
And,  as  the  tutor  to  great  Alexander  [read 
Would  say,  a young  man  should  not  dare  to 
Ilis  moral  books,  'till  after  fivc-and-twenty  ; 
So  must  that  he  or  she,  that  will  be  bawdy, 
(I  mean  discreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trusted) 
If  they  will  rise,  and  gain  expe  rience, 

Well  steep’d  inyears, and  discipline,  begin  it; 
I take  it,  'tis  no  boys*  play. 

Rai.  Well,  what  s thought  of? 

Proc.  The  emperor  must  know  it. 

Licin.  If  the  women 
Should  chance  to  fail  too? 

Chi.  As  ’tis  ten  to  one. 

Proc.  Why,  what  remains,  but  new  net* 
for  the  purchase  ? 


1 Chi.  T ne'er  knew  that  way  fail;  yet  Pll  tell  ye 

I offer'd  her  a gift  beyond  ullyovrt]  Chi  lax  had  before  mentioned  his  temptations ; 
and  had  this  speech  been  his,  he  would  have  said  “ beyond  all  these”  Proculus  was  the 
only  one  that  nnd  not  mentioned  what  he  had  done;  tlierc  seems  therefore  no  doubt  of 
this  and  the  following  speech  belonging  to  him  Seuard . 

This  change  seems  as  improper  as  arbitrary  ; there  being  no  reason  to  suppose  Proculus 
had  attempted  to  seduce  Lucina.  .So  far  from  it,  he  is  surprised  at  the  accounts  the  others 
give:  “ And  cold  at  all  these  offers?” 

* Aspect.]  In  the  time  of  our  Authors,  and  long  after,  tliis  word  was  always  accented  on 
Che  last  syllable : Many  instances  might  be  produced  of  if;  and  from  this  circumstance, 
Mr.  Farmer  appears  convinced  that  the  play  called  Double  Falshood,  ascribed  by  Theobald 
to  Shakespeare,  was  the  production  of  an  Author  who  lived  at  a later  period.  Sec  Farmer’s 
Essay  on  the  Learning  of  Shakespeare,  p.  26.  R. 

3 She  pointed  to  a Lucrece.]  This  is  extremely  poetical,  and  a very  eminent  modern  has 
imitated  it  in  the  very  best  tragedy  that  the  English  stage  has  produced  for  many  years 
past : I have  not  Mr.  Fenton’s  Mariauinc  by  me,  buc  the  lines,  as  I remember,  are, 

“ -Frowning,  *ith  a victor’s  haughty  air, 

u He  pointed  to  a picture  on  the  wall, 

“ Whose  silent  eloquence  too  plainly  spoke 
u Ilis  fix’d  resolve  against  the  suit  I urg’d. 
u Mar.  What  picture? 
u Her.  Perseus  led  in  chains  thro*  Rome.” 

The  reader  will  observe,  that  Mr.  Fenton  is  not  so  concise  and  striking  as  our  Authors: 
He  rises,  into  beauty  like  the  gradual  opening  of  a fair  morni::g;  our  Poets  break  out  at 
once  in  full  lustre,  like  the  sun  bursting  from  an  eclipse.  Seward. 
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Chi.  Lot’s  go  consider  then ; and  if  all  fail, 
Tin*  i*  the  first  quick  cel,  that  sav'd  her  tail. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Luc  in  a,  Ar  delta,  and  Phorba. 

Ard.  You  still  insist  upon  that  idol,  Ho- 
nour 4 : 

Can  it  renew  vour  youth?  cap  it  add  wealth 
That  take*  off  wrinkles?  can  it  draw  men's 
eyes 

To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age?  can  honour, 
(That  truly  is  a saint  to  none  but  soldiers. 
And,  look’d  into,  hears  no  reward  hut  danger) 
Leave  you  the  most  respected  person  living? 
Or  can  the  common  kisses  of  a husband 
(Which  to  a sprightly  lady  is  a labour) 

Make  you  almost  immortal?  You  are  cozen’d; 
The  honour  of  a woman  is  her  praises;  [too, 
Hie  way  to  get  these,  to  be  seen,  and  sought 
And  not  to  bury  such  a happy  sweetness 
Under  a stnoaky  roof. 

Lucina.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Phorba.  That  white  and  red,  and  all  that 
blessed  beauty,  [thing: 

Kept  from  the  eyes,  that  make  it  so,  is  no- 
Tben  you  are  rarely  fair,  w hen  men  proclaim 
it.  [doubted. 

The  phenix,  were  she  never  seen,  were 
That  most  unvalued  horn  the  uaicorn 
Bears  to  oppose  the  huntsman,  were  it  nothing 
But  talc,  and  mere  tradition,  would  help  no 
man ; [doubled. 

But  when  the  virtue’s  known,  the  honour’s 
Virtue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all, 

And  love  a sacrilege,  and  not  a saint. 

When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  men's  petitions. 
Ard.  Nay,  you  shall  love  your  husbaud 
too ; we  come  not 
To  make  a monster  of  you. 

Lucina.  Are  ye  women  ? 


Ard.  You’ll  find  us  so,  and  women  you 
jhall  thank  too, 

If  you  have  grace  to  make  your  use. 

Lucina.  Fy  on  ye!  [soul, 

Phorba . Alas,  poor  bashful  lady!  By  iny 
Had  yon  no  other  virtue  but  your  blushes, 
And  L a man,  l should  run  mad  for  those*. 
How  daintily  they  set  her  off,  how  sweetly ! 
Ard.  Come,  goddess,  come ; you  move  too 
near  the  earth; 

It  must  not  be  ! a better  orb  stays  for  you : 
Here;  be  a maid,  and  take  him5. 

Lucina.  Pray  leave  me.  [a  way 

Phutba.  That  were  a sin,  sweet  lady,  and 
To  make  us  guilty  of  your  melancholy  ; 

You  must  not  be  alone;  in  conversation 
Doubts  are  resolv’d,  and  what  sticks  near  the 
conscience 

Made  easy,  and  allowable. 

Lucina.  Ye  arc  devils ! [da  mnation. 
Ard.  T hat  you  may  one  day  bless  for  vour 
Lucina.  1 charge  yc,  in  the  name  of  Chas- 
tity, 

Tempt  me  no  more ! How  ugly  ye  seem  to  me ! 
There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  sex, 
And  lay  the  vices  of  all  ages  on  us, 

When  such  as  you  shall  bear  the  naihes  of 
women ! 

If  ye  had  eyes  to  see  yourselves,  or  sense 
Above  the  base  rev\  ardsyc  play  the  bawds  for; 
If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodness, 
Tho’  many  regions  off,  as  men  hear  thunder; 
If  ever  ye  had  fathers6,  and  they  souls  ; 

If  ever  mothers,  and  not  such  as  you  are; 

If  ever  any  thing  were  constant  in  you, 
Besides  your  sins,  or  common  but  your 
curses  7; 

Tf  ever  any  of  your  ancestors 
Died  worth  a noble  deed,  that  would  be  che- 
rish’d ; 

Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infection, 
You’d  run  from  one  another  to  repentance. 


4 You  still  insist , &c.]  The  reader  who  will  compare  this  scene  with  the  persuasives 
against  Chastity,  introduced  by  Milton  into  the  character  of  Comus,  will  readily  see  how 
much  that  excellent  author  has  been  indebted  to  this  play. 

* Conte  goddesxCy  come,  you  wove  too  netr  the  earthy 

It  must  not  be,  a better  orbe  states  fur  you  : 

Here:  be  a maydy  and  take'en,]  So  first  folio.  The  second  folio  varies  in  the  third 
line,  where  it  says,  4t  take  ’em,”  ana  is  copied  in  the  subsequent  editions.  We  have  no 
doubt  of  u take  ’en  ” meaning  “ take  him.'* 

* If  ever  ye  had  mothers,  and  they  souls; 

If  ever  fathers,  and  not  such  us  you  are .]  The  necessity  of  the  transposition  of  mothers 
and  fathers  in  these  two  lines  must  be  self-evident.  Seward. 

5 'll  ever  any  thing  icere  constant  in  you, 

Beside  your  sins,  or  coming  but  your  courses.]  The  old  folio  reads,  “ camming  but  your 
cursts.**  In  attempting  to  correct  this,  the  latter  editions  make  something  worse  than 
nonsense.  Before  I saw  the  old  folio  I conjectured,  * or  comely  hut  your  dresses,*  but 
was  unsatisfied  with  it.  Common  being  exceeding  near  the  old  word  camming,  I now  keep 
nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters  than  the  late  editions,  and  read,  * or  common  but  your 
curses;*  i.  e.  If  you  hive eveu  any  thing  in  common  with  the  rest  of  woman-kind,  except 
the  curses  that  are  entailed  on  all.  Sear  ard. 

We  think  Mr.  Seward’s  reading  right,  but  his  explanation  of  that  reading  wrong.  The 
simple  meaning  is,  ‘ If  there  is  any  essential  ingredient  in  your  composition  beside  your 
* sins,  or  any  thing  common  to  you  all  beside  the  etirset  that  attcud  those  sins,  &c.' 
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Ar<H  from  your  guilty  eyes  drop  out  those  sins, 
Th  it  ninth*  ye  blind,  and  beasts ! 

Phtnrba  You  speak  well,  lady; 

A sign  of  fruitful  education, 

If  your  religious  zeal  bad  wisdom  with  it. 

Ard.  This  lady  was  ordain’d  to  bless  the  cm- 
Ami  we  may  all  give  thanks  foi’t.  [pire, 
Phorba.  i believe  you. 

A rd.  If  any  tiling  redeem  the  emperor 
From  his  wild  flying  courtcs,  this  is  she: 

She  cmii  instruct  him,  if  ye  mark  ; she's  wise 
too.  [in  her; 

Pboi  ba.  Exceeding  w ise,  which  is  a wonder 
And  so  religious,  tuat  I well  believe, 

1W  she  would  sin  she  cannot. 

Aid.  Ann  besides, 

Wie  has  the  empire’s  cause  in  band,  not  love’s; 
There  lies  t lie  main  consideration, 

For  which  she’s  chiefly  born. 

Phi/rba.  She  finds  that  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her ; and,  believe  ir, 
1 look  by  Ik  r ineuus  for  <t  reformation, 

And  such  none,  ruid  such  a rare  way  carried, 
1 hat  all  the  world  shall  wonder  at. 

Ard.  Tin  true. 

I never  thought  the  emperor  had  wisdom, 
Pity,  or  fair  allectioii  to  his  couutry, 

Till  he  profess’d  tins  love : Gods  give  ’em 
children, 

Such  as  her  \ irtues  merit,  and  his  zeal ! 

I look  to  see  a .\  iniia  from  tins  lniiy, 

(Ir  treat*  r than  Octavius. 

Phot  ha.  Do  you  mark  too, 

(VYluch  is  a noble  virtue > how  she  blushes, 
And  what  a flow  ing  modesty  runs  thro’  her, 

\\  lieu  we  but  name  the  emperor? 

^ Ard.  But  mark  it  ? 

Yes,  and  admire  it  too;  for  she  considers, 
Tho’  she  be  fair  as  llcav’n,  and  virtuous 
As  holy  truth,  yet  to  the  emperor 
She  is  a kind  of  nothing  but  her  service, 
Which  she  is  bound  to  oiler,  and  she’ll  do  it; 
And  when  her  country’s  cause  commands  af- 
fection, 

She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of  virtues: 
Then  fly  the  blushes  out,  like  Cupid’s  arrow  s ; 
And  tho’  the  tie  of  marriage  to  her  lord 
Would  fain  cry, 4 Stay,Lucma !’  yet  the  cause, 
And  general  wisdom  of  the  prince’s  love. 
Makes  her  find  surer  ends,  and  happier; 
And  if  the  first  were  chaste,  this  is  twice 
doubled. 

Phorba.  Her  tartness  unto  us  too 

Ard.  That's  a w ise  one [dom, 

Pkorbo.  I rarely  like;  it  shew  s a rising  wis- 
That  chides  all  common  tools  as  dare  enquire 
What  princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a lady 
Shall  we  be  Mess’d  to  serve  ! 

Lucinu.  Go,  get  yc  from  me  ! « 

Ye  arc  your  purses’  agents,  not  the  prince’s. 
Is  this  the  virtuous  lore  ye  train’d  me  out  to? 
Am  1 a woman  tit  to  imp  your  vices? 


[Act  1.  Scene  2. 

Hut  that  I had  a mother,  and  a woman. 
Whose  ever-living  fame  turns  all  it  touches 
Into  the  good  itself  is,  I should  now 
Ev’n  doubt  myself,  I have  been  search’d  so 
near  [two. 

The  very  soul  of  honour.  Why  should  you 
That  happily  have  been  as  chaste  as  I ain, 
(Fairer  1 think  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces, 
Like  ancient  well-built  piles,  shew  worthy 
ruins) 

After  that  angel-age,  turn  mortal  devils? 
For  shame,  for  w oman-hood,  tor  w lr.it  ye  have 
been,  [branches) 

(For  rotten  rednrs  have  borne  goodly 
If  ye  baye  hope  of  any  Hcnv’n,  but  court. 
Winch,  like  a dream,  you’ll  find  hereafter 
vanish,  «. 

Or  at  the  best,  but  subject  to  repentance, 
Study  no  more  to  be  ill  spoken  of! 

Ix't  women  live  themselves ; if  they  must  fall. 
Their  own  destruction  had  ’em,  not  your 
fevers. 

Ard.  Madam,  you  arc  so  excellent  in  all, 
And  I must  tell  it  you  with  admiration, 

So  true  a jov  you  have,  so  sweet  a fear. 
And,  when  vou  come  to  anger,  *tis  so  noble, 
That,  for  mine  own  part,  1 could  still  ofleiid, 
To  hear  you  angry  : Women  that  want  that, 
And  your  way  guided  (else  I count  it  nothing) 
Are  either  fools  or  cowards. 

Phorba.  She  were  a mistress  for  no  private 
greatness,  [anger  i 

Could  she  not  frown  a ravish’d  kiss  from 
And  such  an  anger  as  this  lady  Icarus  us, 
Stuck  with  such  pleasing  dangers,  gods,  I 
Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ? [ask  ye, 
Lucina.  1 perceive  ye ; [price 

Your  own  dork  sins  dwell  with  yc  ! and  that 
You  si  II  the  chastity  of  modest  wives  at, 
Hun8  to  diseases  with  your  bones!  ! scorn  ye; 
And  all  the  nets  ye’ve  pitch’d  to  catch  my 
virtues, 

Like  spiders’  webs,  I sweep  away  before  me. 
Go,  tell  the  emperor,  ye’ve  met  a woman. 
That  neither  his  own  persou,  which  is  god- 
like, [purchase. 

The  world  he  rules,  nor  what  that  world  can 
Nor  all  the  glories  subject  to  a Cwsar, 

The  honours  that  lie  o tiers  for  my  body. 

The  hopes,  gifts,  everlasting  flatteries, 

N or  any  thing  that’s  Ins,  uml  apt  to  tempt  me, 
No,  not  to  be  the  mother  of  the  empire, 

A ud  queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  be  worships, 
Can  make  a whore  of! 

Ard.  You  mistake  us,  lady. 

Lucina.  Yet,  tell  him  this  has  thus  much 
weaken’d  me,  [matrons. 

That  1 have  beard  his  knaves,  and  you  bis 
(Fit  nurses  for  his  sins)  which  gods  forgive 
But,  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly,  [me  ! 
Or  to  he  brought  to  love  Ins  lust,  assure  him, 
And  from  her  mouth  whose  life  shall  make  it 
certain, 


• Runs  to  disrates.’]  Former  editions.  Sevard. 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 


I never  can  ! I have  a noble  husband, 

(Frav  teJI  him  that  too)  yet  a noble  name, 

A nuble  family,  and,  last,  a conscience. 
Thus  much  for  your  answer  : For  yourselves, 
Ye’ve  liv’d  the  shame  of  women,  die  the 
better ! [Exit. 

Phorba.  What’s  now  to  do? 

Ant.  Ev’n  as  she  said,  to  die; 

For  tliece’s  no  living  here,  and  women  thus, 
I’m  sure,  for  us  two. 

Phorba.  Nothing  stick  upon -her? 

Ard.  We’ve  lost  a mass  of  money.  Well, 
dame  Virtue, 

Yet  you  may  halt,  if  good  luck  serve. 

Phorba.  Worms  take  her! 

She  has  almost  spoil’d  our  trade. 

Ard.  So  godly  ! 

This  is  i I i-l » reeding,  Phorba. 

Ptunba.  If  the  women 
Should  have  a longing  now  to  see  this  monster, 
And  she  convert  ’em  ail ! 

Ard.  That  may  be,  Phorba  ; 

But  if  it  be.  I’ll  have  the  young  men  gelded. 
Come,  let’s  go  think  ; she  must  not  'scape  us 
thus : • 

There  is  a certain  season,  if  wo  hit. 

That  women  may  he  rid  without  a bit. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter. Maximus  and  JF.cius. 

Mux.  I cannot  blame  the  nations,  noble 
friend, 

That  they  fall  off  so  fast  from  this  wild  inan  ; 
When  (under  our  allegiance  be  it  spoken, 
And  the  most  happy  tie  of  our  affections) 
The  world's  weight  groans  beneath  him. 
Where  lives  virtue, 

Honour,  discretion,  wisdom?  Who  arc  call'd 
AnJ  chosen  to  the  steering  of  the  empire. 
But  lmwds.  and  singing-girls  * ? Oh,  my 
Aecius  ! 

The  glory  of  a soldier,  and  the  truth 
Of  men,  made  up  for  goodness-sake,  like 
shells  '°t 

Grow  to  the  ragged  walls,  for  want  of  action  : 


Only  vour  happy  self,  and  I that  love  you. 
Which  is  a larger  means  to  me  than  fa- 
vour— 

JEcius.  No  more,  my  worthy  friend  ; tho* 
these  be  truths, 

And  tlio' these  truths  would  ask  a reformation, 
At  leust,  u little  squaring,  yet  remember, 
We  are  but  subjects,  Maximus;  obedience 
To  what  is  done,  and  grief  for  w hat  is  ill  done, 
Is  all  we  can  call  ours.  The  hearts  of  prince* 
Are  like  the  temples  of  the  gods ; pure  iu- 
cense, 

Until  uuhullow’d  hands  defile  those  offerings, 
Burns  ever  there;  we  must  not  put  ’em  out, 
Because  the  priests  that  touch  those  sweets 
are  wricked;  [cannot, 

We  dare  not,  nearest  friend,  nay  more,  we 
(Whilst  we  consider  who  we  are,  and  how. 
To  w Imi  laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  law- 
giver ; 

VN  hilst  majesty  is  made  to  be  obey’d, 

And  uoi  enquir’d  into ; whilst  gods  ami  angels 
Make  but  a rule  a9  wc  do,  tho’  a stricter) 
Like  desp’rate  aud  unseason’d  fools,  let  fly 
Our  killing  angers,  and  forsake  our  honours. 
Mux.  My  noble  Inend,  (from  whose  in- 
structions 

I never  yi  t took  surfeit)  weigh  but  thus  much, 
Nor  think  I speak  it  with  ambition, 

1 or,  by  the  gods,  1 do  not ! Why,  Aecius, 
Why  ure  we  thus,  or  how  become  thus  wre tch- 
A'.cius.  \ ou’ll  full  again  into  yonr  fit.  [cd  ? 
Max.  I will  not. — 

Or,  are  we  now  no  more  the  sons  of  Romans, 
No  more  the  followersof  their  happy  fortunes. 
But  conquer’d  Gauls,  or  quivers  for  the  Par- 
thians  ? 

W hy  is  this  emperor,  this  man  we  honour, 

This  god  that  ought  to  be 

AZcius.  You  ure  too  curious. 

Mux.  Good,  give  me  leave.— Why  is  this 
author  of  us 

Aldus.  I dure  not  liraryou  speak  tints. 
Max.  I’ll  be  modest. — 

Tims  led  away,  thus  vainly  led  away, 

And  wc  beholders  ? Misconceive  me  not ; 

1 sow  no  danger  m my  words.  But  wherefore. 


» CM,  my  /Xciiu.  1 Our  Authors  always  make  three  syllables  of  jEeius,  I therefore  divide 
the  diphthong.  Senard. 

The  first  folio  sometimes  exhibits  Aldus,  sometimes  Aecius,  which  we  follow  ; though  the 
measure  commonly  warrants  the  dittresis  adopted  by  Mr.  Seward;  and  which  v as  used  am 
we  believe,  by  Lovelace,  in  his  Commendatory  Verses. 

*° like  shells. 

Grow  to  the  rugged  nuUsfur  a unt  of  action .]  The  shell-fish  that  grows  to  stones  seems  to 
have  the  least  motion,  sense  and  life  of  any  known  animal,  and  therefore  a state  of  inac- 
tion might  be  beautifully  represented  by  these;  but  then  rocks  would  be  a much  proper** 
Word  than  wall t for  them  to  grow  to.  1 therefore  believe  the  true  word  to  he  shields  instead 
of  shells.  A vildier  without  action  is  very  pertinently  compared  to  the  ru-ty  shields  w hich* 
were,  in  our  Authors  time,  the  customary  ortiaincnts  of  the  ragged  w ills  o'*  all  the  «»ld 
mansion-1  vouses  in  the  kingdom.  There  is  another  sense  of  shells,  viz.  such  as  &nnif»  often 
leave  on  walls;  but  shield,  being  a much  more  soldier-like  metaphor,  I believe  it  the  ori- 
ginal. Se.ottrd. 

Wc  think  shells  right.  It  would  have  been  a ridiculous  pursuit  of  Lite  luctiphor  to  have 
substituted  nxU  for  vails. 
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And  to  whnt  end,  are  we  the  sons  of  fathers 
Famous,  and  fast  to  Rome?  Why  are  their 
virtues 

Stamp’d  in  the  dangers  of  a thousand  battles, 
For  goodness- sake  ? their  honours  time  out- 
I think,  for  our  example.  [daring? 

Aldus.  You  speak  nobly. 

Jilar.  Why  are  we  seeds  of  these  then,  to 
shake  hands.  [credit, 

With  bawds  and  base  informers,  kiss  Dis- 
And  court  her  like  a^mistress? — Pray,  your 
leave  yet. — 

You’ll  say.  The  emperor  is  young,  find  apt 
To  take  impression  rather  from  his  pleasures, 
Than  any  constant  worthiness  11 : It  may  be. 
But,  why  do  these,  the  people  call  his  plea- 
sures, 

Exceed  the  moderation  of  a man  ? 

Nay,  to  say  justly,  friend,  why  arc  they  vices, 
Aud  such  as  shake  our  worths  with  foreign 
nations? 

ALdus.  You  search  the  sore  too  deep,  and 
I must  tell  you. 

In  any  other  man  this  hud  been  boldness, 
And  so  rewarded.  Pray  depress  your  spirit ; 
For  tbo’  I constantly  believe  you  honest, 
(You  were  no  friend  for  me  else ) and  what  now 
You  freely  spake,  but  good  you  owe  to  th’ 
empire, 

Yet  take  heed,  worthy  Maximus  ; all  cars 
Hear  not  with  that  distinction  mine  do,  few 
You’ll  find  admouishers,  but  urgers  of  your 
actions,  [sider, 

And  to  the  heaviest,  friend:  And  pray  con 
We  are  but  shadows,  motions  others  give  us ; 
And  tbo*  our  pities  may  become  the  times, 
Justly  our  powers  cannot.  Make  me  worthy 
To  be  your  ever  friend  in  fair  allegiance, 

But  not  in  force:  For,  durst  mine  own  soul 
urge  me  [tions) 

(And,  by  that  soul,  I speak  my  just  afi'ec- 
To  turn  my  hand  from  truth,  w hich  is  obedi- 
ence, 

And  give  the  helm  my  virtue  holds  to  anger, 
Tho*  I had  both  the  blessings  of  the  Bruti, 
And  both  their  instigations,  tho’  my  cause 
Carried  a face  of  justice  beyond  theirs, 
And,  as  I am,  a servant  to  my  fortunes, — 
That  daring  soul,  that  first  taught  disobedi- 
ence. 

Should  feel  the  first  example.  Say  the  prince, 
As  I may  well  believe,  seems  vicious, 

Who  justly  knows ’tis  not  to  try  our  honours? 
Or,  say  he  be  an  ill  prince,  are  we  therefore 


[Aot.  1.  Scene  3. 

Fit  fires  to  purge  him  ? No,  my  dearest  friend , 
The  elephant  is  never  won  w ith  anger. 

Nor  must  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a lion 
Take  him  by  th’  teeth. 

Mux.  I pray  mistake  me  not. 

Aicius.  Our  honest  actions,  and  the  light 
that  breaks  [blushing. 

Like  morning  from  our  service,  chaste  and 
Is  that  that  pulls  a prince  back  ; then  he  sees. 
And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errors, 
When  subjects’  crystal  souls  arc  glasses  to 
him.  [your  rnunseL 

Max.  My  ever-honour’d  friend,  I’ll  take 
The  emperor  nppr  ars ; I’ll  leave  you  to  him  ; 
And  as  we  both  aflcct  him,  may  ne  flourish  * 

[Exit. 

Enter  Valent  inian  and  C hi  las. 

Vat.  Is  that  the  best  news  ? 

Chi.  Yet  the  best  we  know*,  sir. 

Val.  Bid  Maximus  come  to  me,  and  be 
gone  then. 

Mine  own  bead  be  my  helper;  these  arc  fools.. 
Mow  now,  Arcius?  are  the  soldiers  quiet? 
Aldus.  Better,  I hope,  sir,  than  they  were. 
Vut.  They’re  pleas’d,  I hear, 

To  censure  me  extremely  for  my  pleasures  ; 
Shortly,  they’ll  fight  against  me. 

Aldus.  Gods  defend,  sir!  Fjudgers, 

And,  for  their  censures,  they  arc  mien  shrewd 
A donative  of  ten  sesterties,  [praises, 

I’ll  undertake,  shall  make  ’em  ring  your 
More  than  they  sang  your  pleasures. 

Val.  I believe  thee. 

Art  thou  in  love,  Aecius,  yet? 

Aldus.  Oh,  no,  sir! 

I am  too  coarse  fur  indies;  my  embraces, 
That  only  an  acquainted  with  alarums. 
Would  break  their  tender  bodies. 

Val.  Never  fear  it; 

They’re  stronger  than  you  think ; they’ll  hold 
the  hammer. 

My  empress  swears  thou  art  a lusty  soldier; 
A good  one,  I believe  thee. 

Aldus.  All  that  goodness 
Is  hut  your  grace’s  creature. 

Vut,  Tell  me  truly — 

For  thou  dar’st  tell  me 

Aldus.  Any  thing  concerns  you, 

That’s  lit  forme  to  speak,  and  you  to  pardon. 
Val  What  say  the  bold  iers  of  me?  and  the 
same  words ; 

Mince  ’em  not,  good  Aecius,  but  deliver 
The  very  forms  and  tongues  they  talk  withal. 


-young,  and  apt 

To  take  impression  rut  her  from  his  pleasures, 

Tlum  any  constant  worthiness.]  Mr.  Seward  thinks  the  Inst  line  obscure,  and  asks, 
‘ Does  it  mean,  that  the  emperor,  being  young,  took  impressions  more  from  his  pleasures 

* than  from  virtue  and  worthiness?’  This  is  certainly  the  obvious  meaning  ; but  as  that  gen- 
tleman conceives  it  to  be  stijfy  expressed,  that  it  is  hut  a poor  upologi/  for  Vaicntinian,  and 
that  the  natuiul  apology  should  be,  ‘ That  the  emperor  was  apt  to  take  impressions  from  his 

* pleasures,  but  was  not  habitually  vicious ,’  he  chuscs  to  read, 

4<  Than  any  constant  worth  leu  mss.” 

* Worthlessness,'  says  ho,  4 is  certaiuly  a beautiful  word/ 
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Act  l.  SccneS.] 


Akitts.  I’ll  toll  your  grace;  but,  with  this 
caution,  [with  us, 

You  be  not  stirr’d : For  should  the  gods  live 
Ev’n  those  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 
Give  cm  hut  drink,  they’d  censure  them  too. 
Vat.  Forward. 

Actus.  Then,  to  begin,  they  say  you  sleep 
too  much. 

Bv  w hich  they  judge  your  majesty  too  sensual, 
Apt  to  decline  your  strength  to  ease  and  plea- 
sures; [much. 

And  when  you  do  not  sleep,  you  drink,  loo 
Iruni  which  they  fear  suspicions  first,  then 
ruins;  [wench  much, 

And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  sleep,  ye 
Which,  they  atfinn,  first  breaks  your  under- 
standing, 

Thf  n takes  the  edge  of  honour,  makes  usseem 
( That  are  the  ribs  and  rarapiresof  the  empire) 
Fencers,  and  beaten  fools,  and  so  regarded 
But  1 believe  ’em  not ; for,  were  these  truths, 
Your  virtue  can  correct  them. 

Val.  They  speak  plainly. 

£cius.  They  say  moreover  (since  your 
grace  will  have  it; 

For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  tho*  the. 

sword  [Nero, 

Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like 
Aud  with  the  same  forgetfulness  of  glory, 
You’ve  got  a vein  of  fiddling;  so  they  term 
it.— 

Val.  Some  drunken  dreams,  Aecius. 
Akius.  So  I hope,  sir. — 

And  that  you  rather  study  cruelty, 

And  to  be  fear’d  for  blood,  than  lovM  for 
bounty,  [you) 

(Which  maVes  the  nations,  ns  they  say,  despise 
Telling  your  years  and  actions  by  their  deaths 
Whose  truth  and  strength  of  duty  made  you 
C'a*sar.  [vourers, 

They  say  besides,  you  nourish  strange  de- 
Fed  with  the  fat  o’  th’  empire,  they  call  Imwds, 
Lazy  and  lustful  creatures,  that  abuse  you  ; 
A people,  as  they  term  ’em,  made  of  paper, 
lu  winch  the  secret  sins  of  each  man’s  monies 
Are  scal’d  and  sent  a-working  »*. 

Val.  What  ‘in’s  next  ? 

For  I pemeivt  they  have  no  mind  to  spore  me. 
Akius.  Nor  hurt  yc,  o*  my  soul,  sir  ! But 
such  people, 

(Nor  can  the  power  of  man  restrain  it)  when 
Thei  y’re  full  of  meat  and  ease,  must  prattle. 
Val.  Forward. 

Akins.  I’ve  spoke  too  much,  sir. 

Vat.  I’ll  have  all. 

Akins.  It  fits  not  * 


Val.  It  may  be 
I am  so;  therefore  forward. 

Akius.  I have  ever 

Learn’d  to  obey,  nor  shall  my  life  resist  it. 
Val.  No  more  apologies. 

Actus.  They  grieve  besides,  sir, 

To  sec  the  nations,  whom  our  ancient  virtue 
With  many  a weary  march  and  hunger  con- 
q'lcr’d, 

>v  nil  loss  ut  many  a daring  life  subdued, 

Fall  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  e’en  mur- 
mur 

To  set  the  warlike  eagles  mew  their  honours 
In  obscure  towns,  that  wont  to  prey  on 
princes. 

They  cry  for  enemies,  and  toll  the  captains, 

* The  fruits  of  Italy  are  luscious ; give  us 

Egypt, 

1 Or  sandy  Africk,  to  display  our  valours, 

* There  where  our  swords  may  make  us  meat, 

and  danger  [pons, 

* Digest  our  well-got  viands.  Here  our  wca- 

* And  bodies  that  were  made  for  shining  brass, 

* Arc  both  unedg’d  and  old  with  ease  and 

women/  [Germans, 

And  then  they  cry  again,  4 Where  are  the 
1 Lin’d  with  hot  Spain,  or  Gallia?  Bring  ’em 
on, 

1 And  let  the  son  of  war,  steel’d  Mithridates, 

‘ Ix*a<l  up  his  winged  Parthians  like  a storm, 

4 Hiding  the  face  of  heav’n  with  show’rs  of 
arrows:  [soldiers. 

( Yet  we  dare  light  like  Romans  ! ’ Then,  as 
Tir’d  with  a weary  march,  they  tell  their 
wounds,  [deeper, 

E’en  weeping-ripe  they  were  no  more,  nor 
And  glory  in  those  scars  that  inakc-Vm  lovely. 
And,  sitting  where  a camp  was,  like  6ad  pi!— 
grims, 

They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours, 
Of  ,)ulitisor  Gcrmanicus;  and  wonder 
That  Rome,  whose  turrets  once  were  topt 
w ith  honours. 

Can  now  forget  the  custom  of  her  conquests  : 
Aud  then  they  blame  your  grace,  and  say, 

4 Who  leads  us?  [fathers 

‘ Shall  we  stand  here  like  stntues?  were  our 
4 The  sons  of  lazy  Moors?  our  princes  Per- 
sians? [’em 

' Nothing  but  silks  and  softness?  Curses  on 
4 That  first  taught  N ero  wantonness  and  blood, 

‘ Tiberius  doubts,  Caligula  all  vices! 

4 For,  from  the  spring  of  these,  succeeding 

Tiius  they  talk,  sir.  [princes * 

Val.  Well, 

Why  do  you  hear  these  things  ? 

Ac  ins.  Why  do  you  do  ’em  ? 

I take  the  gods  to  witness,  with  more  sorrow, 
And  more  vexation,  do  I hear  these  tuintures. 


Your  cars  should  hear  their  vanities;  no  profit 
Can  justly  rise  to  you  from  their  behaviour, 

Unless  you  were  guilty  of  those  crimes. 

** made  of  paper. 

In  which  the  secret  sms  of  each  mans  monies 

Arc  scal'd  and  sent  a-acrKing.]  This  passage  Mr.  Seward  pronounces  extremely  obxcure. 
and  for  monies  substitutes  Oody.  We  find  no  difficulty  ; it  means  simply,  * the  sin:  purciiaseu 
bv  money* 

*Vol.  II.  G 
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Than  were  my  life  dropt  from  me  thro’  an 
hour-glass ! [least 

Val.  Belike  then  you  believe  'em,  or  at 
Arc  glad  they  should  he  so.  Take  heed ! you 
were  better 

Build  your  own  totnb,  and  run  into  it  living, 
Than  dare  a prince’s  anger  ! 

A'.aus.  I am  old,  sir. 

And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing  : 
Now,  if  my  life  be  pleasing  to  you,  take  it ! 
Upon  my  knees,  if  aver  any  service, 

(As,  let  me  brag,  some  have  been  worthy 
notice) 

Tf  ever  any  worth,  or  trust  you  gave  me, 
Deserv’d  a fair  respect ; if  all  my  actions, 
The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings, 
wants, 

For  you  and  for  the  empire,  he  not  vices  ; 
By  that  stile  you  have  stamptupon  me,  Soldier ; 
Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  wretches  ! 
Val.  I understand  you  not. 
sFxius.  Let  not  this  body, 

That  has  look’d  bravely  in  bis  blood  forC^sar, 
And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  safety, 
After  the ’scape  of  swords,  spears,  slings, and 
arrows,  [ mour) 

(’Gainst  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  ar- 


[Act.  2.  Scene  t. 

The  seas, and  thirsty  desarts,  now  be  purchase 
For  slaves,  and  base  informers.  I see  anger 
And  death  look  thro*  your  eyes ; I’m  mark’d 
for  slaughter, 

A nd  k now  the  telling  of  this  truth  has  made  ine 
A man  clean  lost  to  this  world : I embrace  it ; 
Only  my  last  petition,  sacred  Caesar, 

Is,  I may  die  a Homan  ! 

Val.  Rise,  iny  friend  still, 

And  worthy  of  my  love.  Reclaim  the  soldier; 
I’ll  study  to  do  so  upon  myself  too.  Go  ; 
Keep  your  command,  and  prosper.  - 
/Ecius.  Life  to  Ciesar ! f-Eri#. 

Enter  Chilax. 

Chi.  Lord  Maximus  atteuds  your  grace. 
Val.  Go  tell  him, 

I’ll  meet  him  in  the  gallery. 

The  honesty  of  this  Aecius 
(Who  is  indeed  the  bulwark  of  the  empire) 
lias  div’d  so  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  sins  I covet,  but  this  woman’s  beauty. 
With  much  repentance,  now  I could  be  quit 
of: 

But  she  is  such  a pleasure,  being  good, 
That,  tho*  I were  a god,  she'd  fire  my  blood. 

[_  Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Vulintinian , Maximus,  Lie  mint,  V roc  ulus, 
and  Chilax , as  at  dice . 

Val.  "VTAY,  ye  shall  set  my  hand  out;  ’tis 
not  just  [rous. 

I should  neglect  my  fortune,  now  *tis  prospe- 
Licin.  It  I have  any  thing  to  set  your 
grace,  [rish ! 

But  cloaths,or  good  conditions,  let  me  pe- 
You’vc  all  my  money,  sir. 

Proc.  And  mine. 

Chi.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unless  your  grace  will  credit  us. 

Val.  No  bare  board. 

Licin.  Then,  at  my  garden-house. 

Val.  The  orchard  too  ? 

Licin.  An’t  please  your  grace. 

Val.  Have  at  ’em. 

Proc.  They  are  lost. 

Licin.  Why,  farewell,  fig-trees ! 

Val.  Who  sets  more  ? 

Chi.  At  my  horse,  sir. 

Val.  The  dappled  Spaniard  ? 

Chi . He. 

Val.  He’s  mine. 

Chi.  He  is  so. 

Max.  Your  short  horse  is  soon  curried. 
Chi.  So  it  seems,  sir; 

!5o  may  your  mare  be  too,  if  luck  serve. 
Max.  lia? 


Chi.  Nothing,  my  lord,  but  grieving  at  my 
fortune.  [to  flinoi  thus. 

Val.  Come,  Maximus,  you  were  not  wont 
Max.  By  Heaven,  sir,  I’ve  lost  all! 

Val.  There's  a ring  yeL 

Max.  This  was  uot  made  to  lose,  sir. 

Val.  Some  love  token? 

Set  it,  I say ! 

Max.  I do  beseech  your  grace, 

Rather  name  any  house  I have. 

Val.  How  strange, 

And  curious  you  are  grown  of  toys ! Rcdeem’t, 
If  so  I win  it,  wbeu  you  please;  to-morrow. 
Or  next  day,  as  you  will,  I care  not; 

But  only  for  my  luck  sake  s Tis  not  rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max.  Will  you  throw,  sir  ? There  *tis. 

Val.  Why  then,  have  at  it  fairly. — Mine. 
Max.  Your  grace ^ 

Is  only  ever  fortunate.  To-morrow, 

An’t  be  your  pleasure,  sir,  I’ll  pay  the  price 
on’t.  [price,  sir, 

Val.  To-iuorrow  you  shall  have  it  w ithout 
But  thisduy  ’tis my  victory.  Good  Maximus, 
Now  I bethink  myself,  go  to  Aecius, 

And  bid  him  muster  all  the  cohorts  presently; 
(They  mutiny  for  pay,  I hear)  and  be  you 
Assistant  to  him.  When  you  know  their 
numbers, 

Ye  shall  have  monies  for  ’em,  and  above 
Something  to  stop  their  tongues  withal. 
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Art  2.  Scene  3.] 

Max.  I will,  sir: 

And  gods  preserve  you  in  this  mind  still ! 
Val.  Shortly, 

111  see  ’em  march  myself. 

Mar.  Gods  ever  keep  you  ! [Exit. 

Val.  To  what  end  do  you  think  tins  ring 
shall  serve  now  ? 

For  you  are  fellows  only  know  by  rote, 

As  birds  record  their  lessons. 

Chi.  For  the  lady. 

Val.  But  how  for  her  ? 

Chi.  That  I confess  1 know  not. 

Fo/^Then  pray  for  him  that  does.  Fetch 
me  an  eunuch 

That  never  saw  her  yet ; and  you  two  see 

[Exit  C lulus. 

The  court  made  like  a Paradise. 

Lie  in.  We  will,  sir.  [vour  arts 

Val.  Full  of  fair  shows  and  musicks;  all 
(As  I shall  give  instructions)  screw  to  th’ 
highest,  [ fear 

For  my  maiu  piece  is  now  a-doing:  And  for 
You  should  not  take,  I'll  have  another  engine, 
Such  as,  if  virtue  be  not  only  in  her,  [women 
She  shall  not  chuse  but  lean  to.  Let  the 
Put  on  a graver  show  of  welcome. 

Proc.  Well,  sir. 

Val.  They  are  a thought  too  eager. 

Enter  Chi  las  and  Lycias. 

Chi.  Here's  the  eunuch, 

Lycias.  Longlife  to  Ciesar! 

Val.  I must  use  you,  Lycias : 

Come,  let’s  walk  in,  and  then  I’ll  shew  you  all. 
If  women  may  be  trail,  this  wench  shall  fall. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Claudia  and  Marcellina. 

Clau.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  lady,  that  oflatc 
She  never  cares  for  company  ? 

Marc.  I know  not. 

Unless  it  be  that  company  causes  cuckolds. 
Clau.  That  were  a childish  fear. 

Marc.  What  were  those  ladies 
Came  to  her  lately  ? from  the  court? 

Clau.  The  some,  wench. 

Some  grave  instructors,  on  my  life ; they  look 
For  all  the  world  like  old  hutch’d  hilts. 

Marc . Tis  true,  wench.  [too) 

For  lierc  and  there  (and  yet  they  painted  well 


One  might  discover,  where  the  gold  was  worn. 
Their  iron  ages. 

Clau . If  my  judgment  fail  not, 

They  have  been  sheath’d,  like  rotton  ships— 
Marc.  It  may  be.  [hang  weakly. 

Clau.  For,  if  ye  mark  their  rudders,  they 
Mure.  They  have  past  the  line  belike. 
Wouldst  live,  Claudia, 

'Till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are  ? 

Clau.  Chimuey-pieccs ? [men! 

Now  Heav’n  have  mercy  on  me,  and  youug 
I’d  rather  make  a drallery  ’till  thirty 
While  I were  able  to  endure  a tempest, 

And  Lear  my  fights  out  bravely, ’till  my  tacklt 
Whistled  i’  th’  wind,  and  held  against  ail  wea- 
thers, 

While  l were  able  to  bear  with  iny  tires, 
And  so  discharge  ’em,  1 would  willingly 
Live,  Marcellina ; not  ’till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  sides. 

Marc.  Thou  art  i*  th’  right,  wench  : 

For  who  would  live,  whom  pleasures  had  for* 
snken,  [signior  ? ’— 

To  stand  at  mark,  and  cry,  ‘ A bow  short, 
Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too  ? 

Clau.  Brave  fellows; 

I fear  me,  bawds  of  five  i’tb'  pound. 

Marc.  How  know  you? 

Clau.  They  gave  ine  great  lights  to  it. 
Marc.  Take  heed,  Claudia!  [on. 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed ; the  spring  comee 
Marc.  To  me  now, 

They  seem’d  as  noble  visitants. 

Clau.  To  me  now, 

Nothing  less,  Marcellina;  for  I mark’d  ’em. 
And,  by  this  houtst  light/ for  yet  ’tis  morning) 
Saving  the  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets 

And  Milan  skins 

Marc.  Thou  art  a strange  wench,  Claudia. 
Clau.  Ye  are  deceiv’d. — They  shew’d  to 
me  directly  [living : 

Court-crabs,  that  creep  a side-way  for  their 
I know  ’em  by  the  breeches  that  Uiey  begg’d 
Marc.  Peace ! [last. 

My  lady  comes.  What  may  that  be  ? 

Enter  Lucina  and  Lycias. 

Clau.  A summer, 

That  cites  her  to  appear, 

Marc.  No  more  of  that,  wench. 


13  I'd  rather  make  a drallery  * till  thirty.}  What  the  word  drallery  signifies,  if  genuine  ; 
or  if  corrupt,  what  may  be  the  true  one,  is  beyond  Mr.  ijympson’s  and  my  reach.  The  con- 
text requires  die  name  of  some  ship.  Seward. 

t)raUery.]  Nq  English  Dictionary,  or  Audior  that  we  know,  exhibits  the  word  drallery. 
That  it  is  corrupt,  therefore,  is  scarcely  to  be  doubted;  but  we  do  not  think  with  Mr. 
Seward,  that  the  context  absolutely  requires  the  name  of  some  ship.  Marcellina  asks, 
‘ Wouldst  thou  live  till  thou  wert  such  as  they  are?'  to  which  Claudia  replies,  ‘ She  had 
rather  have  a short  life  and  a merrv  owe  ;*  and  then  recurs  to  the  sea-metaphors  in  which 
they  had  been  conversing  before,  in  liiis  sense,  might  we  not  veuturc  to  read,  not  being 
able  to  make  sense  of  the  present  text, 

“ I’d  radier  make  a drollery  till  thirty  ?" 

Droltrie , and  drok&se,  arc  French  words,  both  frequently  applied  to  women,  and  signifying 
(according  toLe  Roux’s  DictionnaireComique)  pleasant  things,  and  gay  ladies;  Plaisanterie , 
passe  tern  rejouissant ; une  rejouic,  qui  est  guyr,  dc  bonne  humeur. 
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Lt/cias.  Madam,  what  answer  to  your  lord  ? 
Lucina.  Pray  tell  him,  * 

I’m  jubjcct  to  his  will. 

Lt/cias.  Why  weep  yon,  madnm  ? 
Excellent  lady,  there  arc  none  will  hurt  you. 

Lucina.  1 do  beseech  you  tell  me,  air 

Lt/cias . What,  lady  ? 

Lucina.  Serve  you  the  emperor? 

Lt/cias.  I do. 

Lucina.  In  what  place? 

Lt/cias.  In’s  chamber,  madam. 

Lucina.  Do  you  serve  his  will  too? 

Lucias.  In  fair  and  just  commands. 
Lucina.  Are  you  a Roman? 

Indus.  Yes,  nohle  lady,  and  a Mantuan. 
Lucina.  Wlmt  office  bore  your  parents? 
Lucias.  One  was  prrtMor.  [reputation. 
Lucina.  'l  ake  heed  then  how  you  stain  his 
Lt/cias.  Why,  worthy  Indv? 

Lucina . If  you  know,  I charge  you, 

Aught  in  this  message  hut  what  honesty, 

The  trust  and  fair  obedience  of  a servant, 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

Lucius . Madam,  I am  no  broker 

Clou,  i ’ll  be  hang’d  then. 

Lift  /as.  Nor  base  procurer  of  mem’s  lusts. 
Your  husband 

Pray’d  me  to  do  this  office;  1 have  done  it; 
It  rests  in  you  to  come,  or  no. 

Lucina.  I will,  sir. 

Lt/cias.  If  you  mistrust  me,  do  not. 
Lucina.  You  appear 

So  worthy,  and  to  all  my  sen-e  so  honest. 
And  this  is  such  a certain  sign  you’ve  brought 
That  I believe.  [mo, 

Lt/civS.  Why  should  I cozen  you? 

Or,  were  I brib’d  to  do  this  villainy. 

Can  money  prosper,  or  the  fool  that  takes  it, 
When  such  a virtue  falls?  0 

Lucina  You  speak  well,  sir: 

’Would  all  the  rest  that  serve  the  emperor 
Had  hut  your  way  ! 

Chm.  And  so  they  have,  nd  unguent. 
Lucina.  Pray  tell  my  lord  1 have  receiv’d 
his  token,  [thus  much 

And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him.  Yet,  good  sir, 
Before  you  go  ; 1 do  beseech  you  too, 

As  little  notice  ns  you  can,  deliver 
Of  my  appearance  there. 

Lt/cias.  It  shall  he,  madam  ; 

And  so  I wish  you  happiness ! 

Lucina.  1 thank  you  ! \ Exeunt. 

SCENE  nr. 

Tumult  and  noise  within.  Enter  Acius,  pur- 
suing Pontius , and  Maximus  following. 

Max.  Temper  yourself,  Aecius ! 

Pont.  Hold,  lny  lord  ! 

I am  a Roman,  and  a soldier.  ' 

Mux.  Pray,  sir  ! [traitor  ! — 

Aldus.  Thou  ait  a lying  villain,  and  a 
Give  me  myself,  or,  by  the  gods,  my  friend, 


You’ll  make  me  dangerous! — How  dar’st  thou 
pluck 

The  soldiers  to  sedition,  and  I living  ? 

And  sow  rebellion  in  ’em,  and  ev’n  then 
When  I am  drawing  out  to  action? 

Pont.  Hear  ine. 

Max.  Are  you  a man  ? 

Aldus.  I am  true-hearted,  Maximus, 

And  if  the  villain  live,  we  are  dishonour’d. 
Max.  But  hear  him  what  he  can  say. 
A.eiun.  That’s  the  w ay 
To  pardon  him:  I am  so  easy-nntur’d, 

That,  if  he  speak  but  humbly,  I forvnfr  him. 
Pont.  1 do  beseech  you,  noble  general — 
Aldus.  H’  has  found  the  way  already  ! Give 
me  room  ; [mercy. 

One  stroke ; and  if  he  ’scape  me  then,  h*  has 
Pont.  I do  not  call  you  noble,  that  I fear 
you ; 

I never  car’d  for  drath  ! If  you  will  kill  me, 
Consider  first  for  n hat,  not  wlmt  you  can  do, 
Tis  true,  I know  you  for  my  general, 

And  bv  that  great  prerogative  may  kill: 

But  do  it  justly  then. 

Actus,  lie  argues  with  me: 

By  Henv’n,  a made-up  rebel ! 

Max.  Pray  consider, 

What  certain  grounds  you  have  for  this. 

Aldus.  What  grounds? 

Did  J not  take  him  preaching  to  the  soldiers 
How  lazily  they  liv’d?  and  what  dishonours 
It  was  t.»  serve  a prince  so  full  of  woman? 
Those  were  his  very  word*,  friend. 

Mat  . These,  Aecius,  [error, 

Tho’  they  were  rashly  spoke,  (which  was  an 
A great  one,  Pontius !)  yet,  from  him  that 
hungers  [pardon’d. 

For  wars,  and  brave  employment,  might  ho 
The  heart,  and  harbour’d  thoughts  of  ilf  make 
Not  splceny  speeches.  [traitors, 

Acius.  Why  should  you  protect  him? 

Go  to  »4 ; it  shew  s not  honest. 

Mar.  Taint  me  not ; 

For  that  shews  worse,  Aecius ! All  your 
friendship, 

And  that  pretended  love  you  lay  upon  me. 
Hold  back  my  honesty,  is  like  a favour 
You  do  your  slave  to-day , to-morrow  hang  him. 
Was  1 your  bosom-piece  for  this? 

Acius . Forgive  me : 

The  nature  of  my  zeal,  and  for  mv  country, 
Makesme  sometimes  forget  my  self’;  for  know, 
Tho’  i most  strive  to  be  without  my  passions, 
I am  no  god.  For  you,  sir,  whose  infection 
Has  spread  itself  like  poison  thro*  the  army. 
And  cast  a killing  fog  on  fair  allegiance, 
First  thank  this  noble  gentleman ; you  had 
died  else:  [dier, 

Next,  from  your  place,  and  honour  of  a sol- 

I here  seclude  you 

Pont.  May  f speak  yet? 

Max.  Hear  him.  [lion, 

Acius.  And,  while  Aecius  holds  a reputo- 


uCo  too.]  So  all  former  editions. 
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Act  2.  Scene  4.] 


At  least  command,  you  bear  no  arms  for 
Rome,  sir.  [demn’d  man 

Punt.  Against  her  I shall  never.  The  con- 
lias  yet  that  privilege  to  speak,  my  lord ; 

Law  were  not  equal  else. 

Mai.  Pray  hear,  Aecius; 

For  happily  the  fault  he  has  committed, 

Tbo’  I believe  it  mighty,  yet,  consider’d, 

(If  mercy  may  be  thought  upon)  will  prove 
Rather  a hasty  sin,  than  heinous. 

JE cius.  Speak.  [with  peace, 

Pont.  Tis  true,  mv  lord,  you  look  me  tir’d 
My  words  almost  as  nigged  as  my  fortunes'4. 
Tis  true,  1 told  the  soldier  whom  we  serv’d, 
And  then  bewail’d  we  had  an  emperor 
Led  from  iis  by  the  flourishes  of  fencers ; 

I blam’d  him  too  for  women. 

JEcius.  To  the  rest,  sir  ! [ns  soldiers 

Pont.  And  like  enough,  I bicss’d  him  then 
Will  do  sometimes : Tis  true,  I told  'em  too, 
We  lay  at  home,  to  shew  our  country 
We  durst  go  naked,  durst  want  meat,  and 
money ; [thirsty : 

And,  when  the  slave  drinks  wine,  we  durst  be 
I told  'em  this  too,  that  the  trees  and  roots 
Were  our  best  pay-masters;  the  charity 
Oflonging  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies, 
Our  beds,  fires,  tailors,  nurses ; nay  I told  'em, 
(For  you  shall  hear  the  greatest  sin  I said,  sir) 
By  that  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies, 
Laden  with  scars  and  aches, and  ill  lodgings, 
Heats,  and  perpetual  wants,  were  fitter  pray- 
ers, [crutches: 

And  certain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on 
Tis  likely  too,  I counsdl’d  ’em  to  turn  ’ 
Their  warlike  pikes  to  plough-shares,  their 
sure  targets  [nations. 

And  swords,  hatch’d  with  the  blood  of  many 
To  spades  and  pruning-knives,  (for  those  get 
money) 

Their  warlike  cables  into  daws,  or  starlings, 
To  give  an  Avc  Casur  as  he  passes, 

And  be  rewarded  with  a thousand  drachmas; 
For  thus  we  get  hut  years  and  beets. 

Aldus.  What  think  you, 

Were  these  words  to  be  spoken  by  a captain  ? 
One  that  should  give  example  ? 

Mai.  Twas  too  much. 

Pont.  My  lord,  I did  not  wooe  ’em  from 
the  empire,  [Ca’sar; 

Nor  bid  'em  turn  their  daring  steel  'gainst 
The  gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me  ! Give  me  but  employment, 
sir.  [vicious, 

And  way  to  live ; and,  where  you  hold  me 
Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  sword  shall  tell  you, 
(And,  if  you  please,  that  place  I held  main- 
tain it,  [honest, 

’Gainst  the  most  daring  foes  of  Rome)  i'in 
A lover  of  my  country,  one  that  holds 
His  life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  Csesar. 


Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  beseech 
you)  [want, 

What  my  rude  tongue  discover’d ; 'twas  my 
No  other  part  of  Pontius.  You  have  seen  me, 
And  you,  my  lord,  do.  something  for  my  coun- 
try, 

And  both  beheld  the  wounds  I gave  and  took, 
Not  like  a backward  traitor. 

JEcius.  All  this  language 
Makes  but  against  you,  Pontius ; you  are  cast, 
And,  by  mine  honour  and  my  love  to  Ca*sar, 
By  me  shall  never  be  restor’d:  In  iny  camp 
I will  not  have  a tongue,  tho’  to  himself, 

Dare  talk  hut  near  sedition;  as  I govern, 

AM  shall  obey;  and  when  they  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  service  shall  redress  their  needs. 
Not  prating  what  they  would  be. 

Pont.  Thus  I leave  you ; 

Yet  shall  my  prayers  stiH,  altho’  my  fortunes 
'Must  follow  you  no  more,  be  still  about  you  : 
Gods  give  you,  where  you  light,  the  victory ! 
You  cannot  cast  iny  wishes. 

JEcius.  Come,  my  lord, 

Now  to  the  field  again. 

Max.  Alas,  poor  Pontius  ! [ Exeunt , 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Chilax  at  one  door , Lidnius  and 
Balbus  at  another . 

I licin.  How  now? 

Chi.  She’s  come. 

Bui.  Then  I’ll  to  th’ emperor.  PErif, 
Chi.  Do.  Is  the  musick  plac'd  well  ? 
Licin.  Excellent. 

Chi.  Licinius,you  and  Proculus  receive  her 
In  the  great  chamber  ; at  her  entrance, 

Let  me  alone;  and,  do  you  hear,  Licinius  ? 
Pray  let  the  ladies  ply  her  further  off,  [more. 
And  with  much  more  discretion.  One  word 
Licin.  Well?  [pearl, 

Chi.  Arc  the  jewels,  and  those  ropes  of 
Laid  in  the  way  she  passes? 

Enter  Vulcntinianf  Ball  tis,  and  Proculus. 
Licin.  Take  no  care,  man.  [Exit. 

lral.  What,  is  she  come? 

Chi.  She  is,  sir;  but  ’twere  best 
Your  grace  were  seen  last  to  her. 

Vat.  So  I mean. 

Keep  the  court  empty,  Proculus. 

Proc.  Tis  done,  sir. 

Vi it  Be  not  too  sudden  to  her. 

Chi.  Good,  your  grace, 

Retire,  and  man  yourself;  let  us  alone; 

We  are  no  children  this  way.  Do  you  hear, 
Tis  necessary  that  her  waiting-women  [sir? 
Re  cut  off  in  the  lobby  by  some  ladies; 
They’d  break  the  business  else. 

Vul.  Tis  true  ; they  shall. 

Chi . Remember  your  place,  Proculus. 


14  Mi/  words  almost  as  ragged  as  my  fortune*.]  Ragged  is  a very  strong  metaphor,  and 
lossibly  corrupt.  Some  meu  of  taste  would  choose  to  read  rugged,  which  is  equally  applica- 
ble to  his  words  and  his  fortunes. 
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Pt  oc.  I warrant  yqu. 

[ Exeunt  Val.  Pol.  and  P roc. 

Enter  Lucina , Claudia,  and  Marcellina . 
Chi.  She  enters. — Who  are  waiters  there  ? 
The  emperor 

Calls  for  his  horse  to  air  himself. 

Lucirta.  I’m  clad 

I rome  so  happily  to  take  him  absent; 

This  Lakes  away  a little  fear.  I know  him; 
Now  I begin  to  fear  again.  Oh,  honour, 

If  ever  thou  hadst  temple  in  weak  woman, 
And  sacrifice  of  modesty  burnt  to  thee, 

Hold  me  fast  now,  and  nelp  me! 

Chi.  Noble  madam,  [come! 

You’re  welcome  to  the  court,  most  nobly  wel- 
You  are  a stranger,  lady.  , 

Lucina.  I desire  so. 

CkL  A wondrous  stranger  here;  nothing 
so  strange : 

And  therefore  need  a guide,  I think. 

Lucina.  I do,  sir, 

And  that  a pood  one  too. 

Chi.  My  service,  lady,  [tell  me, 

Shall  be  your  puide  in  this  place.  But,  pray 
Are  you  resolv’d  a courtier  ? 

Lucina.  No,  I hope,  sir. 

Clou.  You  are,  sir. 

Chi.  Yes,  mv  fair  one. 

Chu.  So  it  seems, 

You  are  so  ready  to  bestow  yourself. 

Pray  what  might  cost  those  breeches  ? 

Chi.  Would  you  wear  ’em  ? — 

Madam,  you  have  a witty  woman. 

More.  Two,  sir, 

Or  else  you  underbuy  us. 

Lucina.  Leave  your  talking. 

But  is  my  lord  here,  l beseech  you,  sir? 

Chi.  lie  is,  sweet  lady,  and  must  lake  this 
kindly, 

Exceeding  kindly  of  yon,  wondrous  kindly, 
You  come  so  far  to  visit  him.  I’H  guide  you. 
Lucina.  Whither? 

Chi.  Why,  to  your  lord. 

Lucina.  Is  it  so  hard,  sir. 

To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a guide? 
For  I would  willingly  not  trouble  vou. 

Chi.  It  will  be  so  lor  you  that  are  a 
stranger : 

Nor  can  it  be  a trouble  to  do  sendee 
To  such  a worthy  beauty;  and  besides — 
Marc.  I see  he  will  go  with  us. 

Cfau.  Let  him  amble.  [ing 

Chi.  It  fits  not  that  a lady  of  your  rcckon- 
Should  pass  without  attendants. 

Lucina.  1 have  two,  sir.  [emperor? 

Chi.  I mean,  without  a man.  You’ll  see  the 
Lucina.  Alas,  1 am  not  fit,  sir. 

Chi.  You  are  well  enough; 

He’ll  take  it  wondrous  kindly.  Hark ! 

Liicinp.  You  flatter: 

Good  sir,  no  more  of  that. 

C hi . Well,  I but  tell  you. 


[Act  9 . Scene  4. 

Lucina.  Will  yon  go  forward  ? Since  I must 
Prav  take  your  place.  [be  inann’d, 

C/aU.  Cannot  you  man  us  too,  sir? 

Chi.  Give  me  but  time. 

More.  And  you’ll  try  all  things? 

Chi.  No; 

I’ll  make  you  no  such  promise. 

Clou.  If  you  do,  sir, 

Take  heed  you  stand  to’t. 

Chi.  Wondrous  merry  ladies! 

Lucina.  The  wenches  are  dispos’d  ! Pray 
keep  your  way,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Uciniut , Proculvs,  and  Batbus. 
Licin.  She’s  coining  up  the  stairs.  Now, 
the  musick ; [there ! 

And,  as  that  stirs  her,  let’s  set  on.  Perfumes 
Proc.  Discover  all  the  jewels ! 

Licin • Peace ! [Musick. 

SON  G. 

Now  the  lusty  spring  is  seen ; 

Golden  yellow, gaudy  blue, 

Daintily  invite  the  view. 

Every  where,  on  every  green, 

Roses  blushing  as  they  blow. 

And  enticing  men  to  pull, 

Lillies  w biter  than  the  snow, 
Woodbines  of  sweet  honey  full: 

All  love’s  emblems,  and  nil  cry, 

* Ladies,  if  not  pluck’d  we  die/ 
Ypi  the  lusty  spring  hgth  staid, 
Blushing  fen  aud  purest  white, 
Daintily  to  love  invite 
Every  woman,  every  maid. 

Cherries  kiting  as  they  grow, 

And  inviting  men  to  taste, 

Apples  even  ripe  below, 

Winding  gently  to  the  waist  : 

All  love’s  emblems,  and  all  cry^ 

‘ Ladies,  if  uot  pluck'd  we  die/ 

8FCOXD  fcONO. 

Ilcnr  ye,  ladies  that  despise, 

What  the  mighty  love  has  done; 

Fear  examples,  and  be  wise  : 

Fair  Cahsto  was  a nun; 

Lcda,  sailing  on  the  stream 
To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 

Love  accounting  hut  a dream, 

Doatcd  on  a silver  swan; 

Danai , in  a brazen  tower, 

Where  no  love  was,  lov’d  a shower. 
Hear  ye,  ladies  that  are  coy, 

What  the  mighty  love  can  do  ; 

Fear  the  fierceness  of  the  boy  ; 

The  chaste  moon  he  makes  to  wrooc  j 
Vesta,  kindling  holy  fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  spies, 

Never  dreaming  loose  desires, 

Doating  at  the  altar  dies  ; 

Ilion,  in  a short  hour  ,6,  higher 
He  can  build,  and  once;  mure  fire, 


l$  Ilion  in  a short  tower  A/gAer.]  First  folio. 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.] 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTJNIAN. 


Enter  Ckilax , Lucina , Claudia , and  Mar- 
cellina. 

Lucina.  Pray  Ileav’n  uiy  lord  be  here  ! for 
now  [ fear  it. 

Well,  rim:,  if  thou  hc’st  counterfeit, or  stolen. 
As  by  this,  preparation  I suspect  it, 

Thou  hast  betray’d  thy  mistress.  Pray,  sir, 
I would  fain  see  ray  lord.  [forward; 

Chi.  But  tell  roc,  madam, 

How  do  you  like  the  song  ? 

Lucina.  I like  the  air  well, 

But,  for  the  words,  they  are  luscivious, 

And  over-light  for  ladies. 

Chi.  All  ours  love  ’em. 

Lucina.  ’Tis  like  enough,  for  yours  are 
loving  ladies. 

Licin.  Madam,  you’re  welcome  to  the 
court.  Who  waits? 

Attendants  for  this  lady  ! 

Lucina.  You  mistake,  sir; 

I bring  no  triumph  with  me. 

Licin.  But  much  honour. 

Proc.  Why,  this  was  nobly  done,  and  like 
a neighbour, 

So  freely  of  yourself  to  be  a visitant : 

The  emperor  shall  give  you  thanks  for  this. 

Lucina.  Oh,  no,  sir ; 

There’s  uothing  lo  deserve  ’era. 

Proc.  Yes,  your  pretence.  [believe 
iMcina.  Good  gentlemen,  be  patient,  and 
I come  to  see  my  husband,  on  command  too; 
I were  no  courtier  else. 

Licin.  That's  all  one,  lady;  [emperor, 

Now  you  arc  here,  you’re  welcome : And  the 
Who  loves  you  hut  too  well—— 

Lucina.  No  more  of  that,  sir; 

I came  not  to  be  catechiz’d. 

Proc.  Ah,  sirrah  ! 

Aad  have  wc  got  you  here  ? ’Faith,  noble  lady, 
We  ll  keep  you  one  month  courtier. 

Lucina.  Gods  defend,  sir  ! 

I never  lik’d  a trade  worse. 

Proc.  Hark  you.  [Whispers. 

Lucina.  No,  sir! 

Proc.  You’re  grown  the  strangest  lady  ! 
Lucina.  How! 

Proc.  By  Ueav’n, 

Tis  true  I tell  you ; and  you’ll  find  it. 
Lucina.  I? 

Ill  rather  find  ray  grave,  and  so  inform  him. 

Proc.  Is  it  not  pity,  gentlemen,  this  lady 
(Nay,  111  deal  roughly  with  you,  yet  not  hurt 
you)  [beauty 

Should  live  alone,  and  give  such  heav’nly 
Only  to  walls  and  hangings  ? 

Lucina.  Good  sir,  patience  ! 

I am  no  wonder,  neither  come  to  that  end. 
You  do  ray  lord  an  injury  to  stay  me, 


47 

Who,  tho*  you  are  the  prince’s,  yet  dare  tell 
He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  ways.  fvou 
lial.  Well,  well,  lady,  U ' 

However  you  are  pleas'd  to  think  of  us, 
You’re  welcome,  and  you  shall  be  welcome. 
Lucina.  .Shew  it 

In  that  I conic  for  then,  in  leading  me 
Where  my  lov’d  lord  is,  not  in  flattery. 

. r [Jewels  shezen. 

Nay,  you  may  draw  the  curtain;  I have  seen 
But  none  worth  half  iny  honesty.  [Via 
CL fir.  Are  these,  sir, 

Laid  hire  to  take? 

Proc.  \ cs,  for  your  lady,  gentlewoman. 
Marc.  We  had  been  doing  else. 

Bat.  Meaner  jewels 
Would  fit  your  worths. 

C/uu.  And  meaner  cloaths  your  bodies. 
Lucina.  The  gods  shall  kill  me  fir>r! 

* Licin.  There’s  better  dying  [angrv! 
I*  tli'  emperor’s  arms.  Gro  to  ; but  be  not 
These  arc  but  talks,  sweet  lady. 

Enter  Fhorba  and  Ardelia. 

Plturba.  Where  is  this  stranger?  Rushes?1 
ladies,  rushes ! 

Rushes  as  green  as  summer,  for  this  stranger ! 
Proc.  lfcre’s  ladies  come  to  see  you.  ° 
Lucina.  You  are  gone  then  ? 

I take  it,  ’ti«»  your  cue. 

Proc.  Or  rather  manners : 


You’re  better  fitted,  nmdaiu ; we  but  tire  you. 
Therefore  we’ll  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and 

[Ereunf. 


bring 

Your  much-lov’d  lord  unto  you. 

Lucina.  Then  I’ll  thank  you. — 

1 am  betray’d,  for  certain ! Well,  Lucina, 

It  thou  dost  fall  from  virtue,  may  the  earth, 
1 hut  utter  deatli  should  shoot  up  gardens  of 
thee, 

Spreading  thy  living  goodness  into  branches, 
l ly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  sun  find  thy  vices i 
Phorba.  \ ou  are  a welcome  woman. 

Ard.  Illess  me,  Ileav’n ! 

IIow  did  you  find  the  way  to  court? 

Lucina.  1 know  not ; 

’Would  I -had  never  trod  it ! 

Phorba.  Prithee  tell  me.  JUS( 

Good  noble  lady,  (and,  ^imhI  sweetheart,  love 
For  we  love  thee  extremely)  is  not  tins  [dace 
A Paradise  to  live  in  ? 

Lucina.  To  those  people 
1 bat  knuw  no  other  Paradise  but  pleasure : 
That  little  I enjoy  contents  me  better. 

Ard.  Wlrnt,  heard  you  any  musick  yet? 
Lucina.  Too  much. 

Phorba.  You  must  not  be  thus  froward : 


What ! this 


gown 


Is  one  o'  tli’  prettiest  by  my  troth,  Ardelia, 

17  K-isArs.l  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  v.  scene  5,  one  of  the  Grooms  calls  out 
for  more  rushes ; upon  which  passage  Dr.  Johnson  observes,  that,  at  ceremonial  entertain- 
ments, it  was  the  custom  to  strew  the  floor  with  rushes ; and  for  a proof  refers  to  Caius  de 
Ephemera.  The  same  observation  and  reference  are  made  on  a passage  in  Cyuibclinc  act  ii 
scene  3 . H.  * 1 ‘ 
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I ever  saw  yet ; ’twas  not  to  frown  in,  lady, 
You  put  this  gown  on  when  you  came. 

Ard.  How  do  you  ? 

Alas,  poor  wretch,  how  cold  it  is ! 

Lucina.  Content  you ; 

I am  as  w ell  as  may  be,  and  as  temperate. 

If  you  will  let  me  be  so.  Where’s  my  lord  ? 
Lor  there’s  the  business  that  I came  for. 
ladies. 

Pkarba . We’ll  lead  you  to  him ; he  is  in 
the  gallery. 

Ard.  We’ll  shew  you  all  the  court  too. 
Litcina.  Shew  me  him. 

And  you  have  slew’d  tne  nll.I  come  to  look  on. 
Phorba.  Come  on ; we’ll  be  your  guides, 
and,  as  you  go. 

We  have  some  pretty  talcs  to  toll  you,  ladv. 
Shall  make  you  merry  too.  You  come  not 
To  be  u sad  Lucina.  [here, 

Lucina.  ’Would  l might  not ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Chilax  and  Bulbas. 

Chi.  Now  the  soft  inusick  ! Baibus,  run  ! 
JW.  I fly,  boy.  [ Exit. 

Chi.  The  w omen  by  this  time  arc  worming 
of  her; 

If  she  can  hold  out  them,  the  emperor 

[ Mustek. 

Takes  her  to  task.  lie  has  her.  Hark,  the 
inusick ! 

Enter  Valentinian  and  Lucina. 

Lucina.  Good  your  grace  ! 

Where  are  my  women,  sir? 

Cal.  They’re  wise,  beholding  [bravery. 
What  you  think  scorn  to  look  on,  the  court’s  I 
Would  you  have  run  away  so  slily,  lady, 

And  not  have  seen  me  ? 

Lucina.  1 beseech  your  majesty, 

Consider  what  1 am,  and  whose. 

Vat.  I do  so. 


VALfeNTJNlAS.  [Act  3.  Scene  1; 

Lucina.  Believe  me,  I shall  never  make  a 
whore,  sir. 

Vat.  A friend  you  may,  and  to  that  man 
that  loves  you 

More  than  you  love  your  virtue. 

Lucina.  Sacred  Ca*sar  ! 

Val.  You  shall  not  kneel  to  me,  sweet. 
Lucina.  Look  upon  me, 

And,  if  you  be  so  crncl  to  abuse  me, 

Think  how  the  gods  w ill  take  it  ! Docs  this 
beauty 

Afflict  your  soul  ? I’ll  hide  it  from  you  ever ; 
Nay  more,  I will  become  so  leprous. 

That  you  shall  curse  me  from  you.  My  dear 
lord  [des* 

Has  serv’d  von  ever  truly,  fought  your  bat- 
As  if  he  daily  long’d  to  die  for  Ciesar; 

Was  never  traitor,  sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  actions  of  his  life. 

Vat.  i know  it. 

Lucina.  ilis  fame  and  family  have  grown 

' together. 

Ami  spread  together,  like  to  sailing  cedars ,s. 
Over  the  Roman  diadem:  Oh,  let  not 
(As  you  have  any  flesh  that's  human  in  you) 
The  having  of  a modest  wife  decline  him  ! 
Let  not  my  virtue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him  ! 
I do  not  think  you  are  lascivious; 

These  wanton  men  belie  you : You  are  Caesar, 
Which  is  the  father  of  the  empire’s  honour; 
You  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  gods, 

To  wrong  the  weakest  of  all  creatures,  wo- 
men. [cina, 

Val.  I dare  not  do  it  here. — Rise,  fair  Lu- 
I did  but  n v your  temper;  you  arc  honest; 
And,  with  the  commendations  wait  on  that, 
J *11  lead  you  to  your  lord,  and  give  you  to 
him  • 

Wipe  your  fair  eyes. — He  that  endeavours  ill 
May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  hell. 

[ Exeunt. 


*•  Like  to  sailing  cedart.]  Mr.  Svmpson  justly  reads  “two  sailing  cedars,”  as  answering 
to  his  fame  and  fauiilv.  Seward. 

The  old  reading  being  sense,  we  have  retained  it. 

19  I'll  lead  you  to  your  lord , and  you  to  him .]  Thus  nonsensically  read  all  editions  but  the 
second  folio,  which  we  have  followed. 


ACT  J1I. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Chifaf,  Licinius , Proculusfand  Baibus. 
Chi.  ,r  1 TS  done,  Licinius. 

* Linn.  How  ? 

Chi.  2 shame  to  tell  it. 

If  there  be  any  justice,  we  are  villains, 

And  must  be  so  rewarded  ! 

Hal.  if  it  be  done, 

I take  it,  *tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it ; 

Let’s  make  the  best  o’  tb*  trade. 


Proc.  Now  vengeance  take  it ! 

Why  should  not  he  have  settled  on  a beauty, 
Whose  honesty  stuck  in  a piece  of  tissue, 

Or  one  a ring  might  rule,  or  such  a one 
That  had  an  itching  husband  tube  honourable. 
And  groan’d  to  get  it4®?  if  he  must  have 
women. 

And  no  allay  without  ’em,  why  not  those 
That  kyow  the  mystery*1,  and  are  beat  able 
To  play  again  with  judgment?  Such  as  she  is, 


30  And  ground  to  yet  it.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Mr.  Syuipson. 
**  That  know  the  misery ,j  Corrected  in  1750. 
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Art  3.  Scene  1.]  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTINIAN. 


Grant  they  be  won  with  long  siege,  endless 
travel, 

And  brought  to  opportunity  with  millions, 
Vet,  when  they  come  to  motion,  their  cold 
virtue 

Keeps  ’em  like  cakes  of  ice : I'll  melt  a cry- 
stal, 

And  make  n dead  flint  fire  himself,  ere  they 
(dve  greater  heat  than  now-departing  embers 
Give  to  old  men  that  watch  ’em. 

Licin.  A good  whore 

Had  sav’d  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholesome. 
Ay,  and  the  thing  once  done  too,  us  well 
thought  of; 

But  this  same  chastity  forsooth 

Proc.  A pox  on’t ! 

Why  should  not  w omen  he  as  free  as  we  are  ? 
Tbev  are,  (but  not  in  open)  and  far  freer, 
Ami  the  more  bold  ye  bear  yourself,  more 
welcome  ; 

And  there  is  nothing  ye  dare  say,  hut  truth, 
But  they  dare  hear. 

Enter  Vulentinian  and  Lucina. 

Chi.  The  emperor  ! Away; 

And,  if  we  can  repent,  let’s  home  and  pray. 

[Exeunt. 

V'il.  Your  only  virtue  now  is  patience; 
Tuke  heed,  and  save  your  honour.  If  you 

talk [body, 

Lucina.  As  long  as  there  is  motion  in  my 
And  life  to  give  me  words,  l'li  cry  for  justice ! 
Vat . Justice  shall  never  hear  you;  i am 
justice ! 

Lucina.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  monster, 
ravi  slier  ? 

Thou  hitter  bane  o’th’  empire,  look  upon  me, 
And,  if  thy  guilty  .eves  dare  see  these  ruins 
Thy  w ild  lust  hath  laid  level  with  dishonour, 
The  sacrilegious  razing  of  this  temple, 

The  mother  of  thy  black  sins  would  have 
blush'd  at,  [thee, 

Behold, and  curse  thyself ! The  gods  will  find 
(That’s  all  my  refuge  now)  for  they  are 
righteous:  [pire, 

Vengeance  and  horror  circle  thee. ! The  em- 
In  which  thou  liv’st  a strong  continued  surfeit, 
Like  poison  will  disgorge  thee ; go  id  men 
raze  thee 

For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious 


Women,  and  fearful  maids,  make  vows 
against  the e ; [hate  thee ; 

Thy  own  slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  shall 
And  those  thou  hast  corrupted,  first  f allj’rom 
thee ; 

And,  if  thou  let'st  me  live,  the  soldier, 

Tir’d  with  thy  tyrannies,  break  thro’obedi- 
And  shake  his  strong  steel  at  thee  ! [euce. 
Vat.  This  prevails  not, 

Nor  any  agony  you  utter,  lady, 
if  1 have  done  a sin,  curse  her  that  drew  me, 
Curse  the  first  cause,  the  witchcraft  that 
abus’d  me,  [beauty, 

Curse  those  fair  eyes,  and  curse  that  neav’nly 
And  curse  your  being  good  too.  j 

Lucina.  Glorious  thief. 

What  restitution  caostthou  make  to  save  me? 
Vat  I’ll  ever  love  and  honour  you. 

Lucina.  Thou  const  not ; 

For  that  which  w as  mine  honour,  thou  hast 
murder’d : 

And  can  there  be  a love  in  violence? 

Vat.  You  shall  he  only  mine. 

Lucina.  Yet  I like  better 
Thy  villainy,  than  flattery;  that’s  thine  own, 
The  other  Last  ly  counterfeit,  l'ly  from  me. 
Or,  for  thy  safety-sake  and  wisdom,  kill  me  ! 
For  I am  worse  than  thou  art : Thou  may’st 


pray, 

And  so  recover  grace ; I’m  lost  for  ever  \ 
And,  if  thou  let’st  me  live,  thou’rt  lost  thy- 
self too. 

Vat.  I fear  no  loss  but  love ; I stand  above  it. 

Lucina.  Call  in  your  lady  bawds,  and 
gilded  paudars, 

And  let  them  triumph  too,  andsingtoCassar, 
Liicina’s  fall'll,  the  chaste  Lucina's conquer’d! 
Gods,  what  a wretched  thing  has  this  man 
made  me  ! 

For  I am  now  no  wife  for  Maximus, 

No  company  for  women  that  are  virtuous, 
No  fumily  I now  can  claim,  nor  country, 
Nor  name,  but  Cssar’s  whore.  Oh,  sacred 
C'a*snr,  [pire; 

(For  that  should  l»e  your  title)  was  your  em- 
Your  rods,  and  axes,  that  are  types  of  justice ; 
Those  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  bless- 
ings ; 

The  people's  adoration;  fear  of  nations; 

W hat  victory  can  bring  you  home ; what  else 


” For  ex rr  being  read  again, but  vicious 

Women,  and  fearful  maids,  make  votes  against  thee.]  Tlius  stood  the  old  text;  and,  I believe, 
whoever  considers  it  will  agree  that  by  an  odd  confusion  of  ideas,  the  word  vicious  is  put  iu- 
ftead  of  its  reverse,  virtuous.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads, 

(i  For  ever  being  read  again  ; all  virtuous 
“ Women,  and  fearful  maids,  &c.” 

The  old  reading  requires  nothing  but  proper  punctuation  to  make  it  good  sense,  and  the  line 
following  will  be  stronger.  Wc  should  read, 

“ good  men  raze  thcc 

“ For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious 

Thai  is,  ‘ Good  men  will  prevent  your  ever  being  recorded,  but  as  an  example  of  vice  and 
villainy.’ 

Vol.  If.  H 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1. 


The  useful  elements  can  make  your  servants, 
Even  !*cht  itself,  and  suns  of  light,  truth, 
justice, 

Mercy,  and  star-like  piety  *3 ; sent  to  you, 
And  from  the  gods  themselves,  to  ravish  wo- 
The  curses  that  I owe  to  enemies,  [men? 
Ev’n  those  the  Sabines  sent,  when  Ilotnulus 
(As  thou  hast  me)  ravish’d  their  noble  maids, 
Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee! 

Val.  This  h.  Ips  not. 

Lucinu.  The  sins  of  Tarquin  be  remember’d 
in  thee ! [abus’d, 

And  where  there  has  a chasto  wife  been 
Let  it  be  thine,  the  slmine  thine,  thine  the 
slaughter, 

And  last,  for  ever  thine  the  fear’d  example ! 
Where  shall  poor  Virtue  live,  now  I am  fawn  ? 
What  ran  your  honours  now,  and  empire 
male  me, 

But  a more  glorious  whore? 

Val.  A better  woman : 

But  if  you  will  be  blind,  and  scorn  it,  who 
can  help  it?  [thing, 

Come,  leave  these  lamentations ; they  do  no- 
But  make  a noise.  I am  the  same  man  still : 
Were  it  to  do  again,  (therefore  he  wiser) 

By  all  this  holy  light,  I should  attempt  it ! 
You  arc  so  excellent,  and  made  to  ravish, 

(There  were  no  pleasure  in  you  else) 

Lucina . Oh,  villain  ! 

Val.  So  bred  for  man’s  amazement,  that 
my  reason, 

And  every  help  to  hold  me  right,  has  lost  me  ! 
The  god  of  love  himself  had  been  before  me, 
Had  Tie  but  power  to  see  you  ; tell  me  justly, 
How  can  I chuse  but  err  then  ? If  you  dare, 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  (for  you’re  so  pre- 
I envy  any  other  should  enjoy  you,  [cious. 
Almost  look  on  you  ; and  yourdaring  husband 
Shull  know  h*  lias  kept  an  offering  from  the 
empire, 

Too  holy  for  his  altars)  be  the  mightiest; 
More  than  myself  U1  make  it.  Jf  you  will 
not,  [wisdom, 

Sit  down  with  this,  and  silence  (for  which 
You  shall  have  use  of  me,  and  much  honour 
ever, 

And  be  the  same  you  were) : If  you  divulge  it, 
Know  1 am  far  above  the  faults  1 do. 

Ami  tliosc  I do  I’m  able  to  forgive  too;  [it, 
And  where  your  credit,  in  the  knowledge  of 
May  be  with  gloss  enough  suspected,  mine 
Is  ns  mine  own  command  shall  make  it. 

Princes,  [pers, 

Tho’  they  l»e  sometimes  subject  to  loose  whis- 


Yct  wear  they  two-edg’d  swords  for  open 
censures.  [dier; 

Your  husband  cannot  help  you,  nor  the  sol- 
Your  husband  is  my  creature,  they  my  wea- 
pons, 

And  only  where  I b»d  'em,  strike ; I feed  ’em. 
Nor  can  the  gods  be  angry  at  this  action  ; 
Tor,  ns  they  make  me  most,  they  mean  rue 
happiest. 

Which  1 had  never  been  w ithout  this  pleasure. 
Consider,  and  farewell ! You’ll  find  your  wo- 
men [sport  too. 

At  home  before  you;  they  have  had  some 
But  are  more  thankful  for  it.  [£rif. 

Lucina.  Destruction  find  thee ! — 

Now  which  way  must  I go  ? my  honest  house 
Will  shake  to  shelter  me;  my  husband  fly  me; 
My  family. 

Because  they’re  honest,  and  desire  to  be  so, 
MuitnoteiiduremejiiotH  neighbour  know  me! 
What  woman  now  dare  see  me  without  blushes. 
And,  pointing  as  i pass,  • There,  there,  be- 
hold her ; 

* Look  on  her,  little  children  ; that  is  she, 

1 That  handsome  lady,  mark  ? ’ Oh,  my  sad 
fortunes  ! 

Is  this  the  end  of  goodness  ? this  the  price 
Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  protect  me  ? 

Why  then,  I see  there  is  no  god  but  power. 
Nor  virtue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us, 

But  what  is  either  lame  or  sensual ! 
llow  had  1 been  thus  wretched  else  ! 

Enter  Maximus  and  xEcius. 

JF.cius.  Let  Titius 

Command  the  company  that  Pontius  lost. 
And  sec  the  fosses  deeper. 

jl lax.  Ilow  now,  sweetheart? 

What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

JEcius.  Lucina  weeping  ? 

This  must  be  much  offence. 

Mar.  Look  up,  and  tell  me, 

Why  are  you  thus  ? — My  ring  ? oh,  friend, 
I've  found  it ! 

You  are  at  court,  sweet ! 

Lucinu.  Yes  ; this  brought  me  hither. 
Max.  Rise,  and  go  home. — I have  my 
fears,  Accius  : feina; 

Oh,  my  best  friend,  I’m  ruin’d  ! — Go,  Lu- 
A I ready  in  thy  tears  I’ve  read  thy  wrongs, 
Already  found  a Citsar.  Go,  tliou  lily, 
Thou  sweetly-drooping  flow’r ! Go,  silver 
swan, 

And  sine  thine  own  sad  requiem  ! Go,  Lucina, 
And,  if  tliou  dar’st,  out-live  this  wrong ! 


*3  Even  light  itself. ) and  suns  of  light , Truth , Justice , 

Mercy  ^und star-like  Fitly.]  This  noble  passage  seems,  if  I may  be  allowed  the  expression, 
obscured  by  too  much  light;  part  of  which,  1 believe,  is  not  genuine.  To  call  Truth,  Jus- 
tice, and  Piety  suns  may  be  allowed,  but  suns  of  light  is  both  stiff  and  tautological;  and 
alter  thev  aic  called  sunst  the  additional  epithet  of  star-like  is  an  useless  anticlimax.  I doubt 
not  but  tliat  the  true  reading  was  u sons  or  light.”  Setcard. 

We  doubt  it  much ; “ light,  and  suns  of  light,”  is  a natural  amplification ; but  " star-like 
piety”  succeeding  must  be  confessed  to  be  an  aniiciiipax. 
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Lucina.  I dare  not. 

Acius.  Is  that  the  ring  you  lost  ? 

Max.  That,  that,  Accius, 

That  cursed  ring,  myself,  and  all  my  fortunes. 
Thas  pleas’d  the  emperor,  my  noble  master, 
For  all  my  services,  and  dangers  for  him, 

To  make  me  mine  own  pamlar.  Was  this 
justice, 

Ob,  my  Aecius  ? have  I liv’d  to  bear  tins  ? 
Lucina.  Farewell  for  ever,  sir  ! 

Max.  That's  a sad  saying  ; 

But  such  a one  becomes  you  well,  Lucina : 
And  yetJPhethinks,  we  should  not  part  so 
lightly  ; [rooted,  I 

Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,  more  I 
Tfian  the  sharp  word  of  one  farewell  can 
scatter. 

Kiss  me.  1 find  no  Caesar  here1*;  these  lips 
Taste  not  of  ravisher,  in  my  opinion. 

Was  it  not  so  ? . 

Lucina.  Oh,  yes  ! 

Mux.  I dare  believe  thee  ; 

For  thou  wertever  truth  itself,  and  sweetness. 
Indeed  she  was,  Aecius. 

Aldus.  So  she  is  still. 

Max.  Once  more  !— Oh,  my  Lucina,  oh, 
my  comfort. 

The  blessing  of  my  youth,  life  of  my  life! 
Acius.  I’ve  seen  enough  to  stagger  my 
obedience : 

Hold  me,  ye  equal  gods  ! this  is  too  siuful. 
Max.  VV  iiy  wert  thou  chosen  out  to  make  a 
whore  of?  [fountains, 

To  me  thou  wert  too  chaste.  Tall,  crystal 
And  ever  feed  your  streams,  you  rising  sor- 
rows, [ble. 

Till  you  have  dropt  your  mistress  into  mar- 
Now,  go  for  ever  from  me. 

Lucina.  Long  farewell,  sir  ! 

And  as  I have  been  loyal,  gods,  think  on  me  ! 
Mux.  Stay;  let  me  once  more  bid  farewell, 
Lucina. 

Farewell*5,  thoa  excellent  example  of  us! 
Thou  starry  virtue,  fare  thee  well ! seek 
Ile&v’n, 

And  there  by  Cassiopeia  shine  in  glory  ! 

We  are  too  base  and  dirty  to  preserve  thee. 
xEcius  Nay,  [ must  kiss  too.  Such  a kiss 
again, 

And  from  a woman  of  so  ripe  a virtue, 
Aecius  must  uot  take.  Farew ell,  thou  phenix, 
If  thou  wilt  die,  Lucina  ! which,  well  wc  ighV, 
If  yon  can  cease  u while  from  these  strange 
thoughts, 

I wish  were  rather  alter'd. 

I.ucina.  No. 

Aldus.  Mistake  not. 

I would  not  stain  your  honour,  for  the  empire, 


Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  discredit: 

Tis  not  my  fair  profession,  but  a villain’s. 

I find  and  feel  your  loss  as  deep  ns  you  do, 
And  am  the  same  Accius,  still  as  honest, 

The  same  life  I have  still  for  Maximus, 

The  same  sword  wear  for  you,  whore  justice 
wills  me,  [not; 

And  ftis  no  dull  one:  Therefore,  misconceive 
Only  I’d  have  you  live  a little  longer, 

But  a short  year. 

Max.  She  must  not* 

Lucina.  Why  so  long,  sir? 

Am  l not  grey  enough  with  grief  already? 
Aldus.  To  draw  from  tliat  wild  man  a 
sweet  repentance. 

And  goodness  in  his  days  to  come* 

Max.  They  are  so, 

And  will  be  ever  coming,  my  Aecius. 

ALcius.  For  who  knows,  but  the  sight  of 
you,  presenting  |tucs* 

His  surol’n  sins  at  tnc  full,  and  your  fair  vir- 
May  like  a fearful  vision  fright  his  follies, 
And  once  more  bend  him  right  again  ? which 
blessing  [read) 

(If  your  dark  wrongs  would  give  you  leave  to 
Is  more  than  death,  and  the  reward  more 
glorious : 

Death  only  eases  vou  j this,  the  whole  empire. 
Besides,  compcll’d,  and  forc’d  with  violence. 
To  what  you’ve  done,  the  deed  is  none  of 
yours, 

No,  nor  the  justice  neither:  You  may  live, 
And  still  a worthier  woman,  still  more  ho- 
nour'd ; 

For  arc  those  trees  the  worse  wc  tear  the 
fruits  from? 

! Or,  should  th*  eternal  gods  desire  to  perish, 

I Because  we  daily  violate  their  truths, 

I Which  is  the  chastity  of  He&v’n  ? No,  lady; 

I If  you  dare  live,  you  may:  And  os  our  sins 
Make  them  more  full  of  equity  and  justico. 
So  this  compulsive  wrong  makes  you  more 
The  empire  too  will  bless  you.  [perfect: 
Max.  Noble  sir, 

If  she  were  any  thing  to  me  but  honour, 

And  that  that’s  wedded  to  me  too,  laid  in. 
Not  to  be  worn  away  without  my  being; 

Or  cuuld  the  wrongs  be  hers  alone,  or  mine. 
Or  both  our  wrongs,  not  tied  to  after-issues, 
Not  born  anew  in  ull  our  mimes  and  kindreds, 

I would  desire  her  live;  nay  more,  compel 
her: 

But  since  it  was  not  youth,  but  malice  did  it, 
And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  outf, 
losses,  [find  it. 

Nor  stays  it  there,  but  that  our  names  must 
Ev’u  those  to  come,  and  when  they  read  she 
liv’d, 


**  I find  no  Cxsar  here ; these  lips 
Taste  nut  if  ravisher .] 

“ 1 found  not  Cussio’s  kisses  on  her  lips.*  Shakespeare. 

*5  Farewell,  thou  excellent  example  of  us  !j  The  two  last  words  of  this  liue  are  very  flat, 
aad  perhaps  corrupt.  The  turn  of  the  speech  would  warrant  our  reading, 

4 Farewell,  thou  excellent  example i Leave  us* 

U 9 
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Must  they  not  ask  how  often  she  was  ravish’d,  | 
And  innkc  a doubt  she  lov’d  that  more  than 
Therefore  she  must  not  live.  [wedlock? 

Aldus.  Therefore  she  must  live,  [tious. 
To  leach  the  world  such  deaths  are  supersti- 
Lndna.  The  tongues  of  angels  cannot  alter 
me; 

For  could  the  world  again  restore  my  credit, 
As  fairand  absolute  as  first  I bred  it,  [pire 
That  world  I should  not  trust  again.  Theem- 
By  mv  life  can  get  nothing  but  my  story, 
Which  whilst  1 breathe  must  be  but  bis  abuses. 
And  where  you  counsel  me  to  live,  that  Caesar 
May  sec  bis  errors,  and  repent.  I'll  tell  you, 
His  penitence  is  but  cncreuse  of  pleasures, 
liis  prayers  never  said  but  to  deceive  us; 

And  when  he  weeps,  as  you  think  for  his  vices, 
Tis  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  yew- 
trees,  [grieve, 

That  rot  their  honest  neighbour.  1 1 he  can 
As  one  tliat  yet  desires  his  free  conversion, 
And  almost,  glories  in  his  penitence, 

I’ll  leave  him  robes  to  mourn  in,  my  sad  ashes. 
Aldus.  The  farewells  then  of  happy  souls 
be  with  thee, 

And  to  thy  memory  be  ever  sung 
The  praises  of  a just  and  constant  lady  ! 

This  sad  day,  whilst  I live,  a soldier's  tear 
I’ll  offer  on  thy 'monument,  and  bring. 

Full  of  thy  noble  self,  with  tears  untold  yet, 
Many  a worthy  wife,  ty  weep  thy  ruin ! 
Afax.  All  that  is  chaste  upon  thy  tomb 
shall  flourish, 

All  living  epitaphs  he  thine:  Time’s  story56, 
And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  lives. 
Shall  benomore  abus’d  with  tales  and  trifles, 
But,  full  of  thee,  stand  to  eternity! 

Aldus.  Once  more,  farewell  f Go,  find 
Elysium,  [blessings; 

There  where  the  happy  souls  are  crown’d  with 
There  where  ’tis  ever  spring,  and  ever  sum- 
mer ! 

Mux.  There  where  no  bed-rid  justice 
conics ! truth,  honour, 

Arc  keepers  of  that  blessed  place:  Go  thither; 
For  here  thou  liv’st chaste  fire  in  rotten  timber. 
Aldus.  And  so,  our  Inst  farewells! 

Max.  Gods  give  thcc  justice ! 

[Exit  Lncina. 

Anus . His  thoughts  begin  to  work ; I fear 
him:  Yet 

lie  ever  was  a noble  Roman;  but,  [fer’d 
T know  not  what  to  think  on’t;  he  hath  suf- 
Beyond  a inan,  if  lie  stand  this. 

Max.  Aecius! 

Ain  T alive,  or  has  a dead  sleep  seia’d  me  ? 

It  was  my  wife  the  emperor  abus’d  thus! 


And  I must  say, 1 I’m  glad  I had  her  for  him  ;* 
Must  I not,  my  Aecius? 

JE cius.  I am  stricken 

W ith  such  a stiff  amazement,  that  no  answer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort. 
Will  you  go  home,  or  go  to  my  house? 

Max.  Neither: 

F have  no  home;  and  vou  are  mad,  Aecius, 
To  keep  me  company  ! I ain  a fellow  [me. 
My  own  sword  would  forsake,  not  tied  unto 
A pandar  is  a prince,  to  what  I'm  fallen ! 

By  Ilcav'n,  I dare  do  nothing!  ^ 

Aldus.  You  do  better.  ™ 

Max.  I’m  made  a branded  slave,  Aecius, 
And  yet  I bless  the  maker. 

Dentil  o’ my  soul ! must  I endure  thistamelv? 
Must  Maximus  be  mention’d  for  his  tales? 

I am  a child  too;  wliat  should  1 do  railing? 

I cannot  inend  myself;  ’tis(_a:sar  did  it. 

And  what  am  I to  him? 

Aldus.  ’Tis  well  consider’d* 

However  you  arc  tainted,  he  no  traitor: 

Time  may  out-wear  the  first,  the  last  lives 
ever.  [my  friend ! 

Max.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not  living,  and 
Aldus  [aside].  I’ll  bear  a wary  eye  upon 
your  actions : 

I fear  you,  Maximus;  nor  can  I blame  thee 
If  thou  break ’stout;  for,  by  the  gods,  thy 
tyrong 

Deserves  a general  ruin  ! — Do  you  love  me? 
Milt.  That’s  all  I have  to  live  on. 

Aldus.  Then  go  with  ine ; 

You  shall  not  to  your  own  house. 

Afar.  Nor  to  any ; [pass ! 

My  griefs  arc  greater  far  than  walls  can  coin- 
And  yet  I wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 

I am  not  dangerous;  and,  o*  iny  conscience. 
Should  I now  see  the  emperor  i’  tli’  honton’lJ7, 
I should  not  chide  him  for’t : An  uwc  runs 
thro’  me, 

1 feel  it  sensibly,  that  binds  me  to  it ; 

Tis  at  mv  heart  now,  there  it  sits  and  rules, 
And  metfiinks  ’tis  a pleasure  to  obey  it. 
Aldus  [aside].  This  is  a mask  to  cozen  me : 
I know  you, 

And  how  far  you  dare  do ; no  Roman  further, 
Nor  with  more  fearless  valour;  and  I’ll  watch 
Kefp  that  obedience  still.  [you. — 

Max.  Is  a wife’s  loss 

(For  her  abuse,  much  good  may  do  his  Grace; 
I’ll  make  as  bold  with  his  wife,  if  I can) 
More  than  the  fading  of  a few  fresh  colours? 
More  than  a lusty  spring  lost? 

sEcius.  No  more,  Maximus, 

To  one  that  truly,  lives. 

A fax.  Why  then,  I care  not ; 


* T’tmey  s/ory.]  Wc  apprehend  we  should  read  u Time’s  story,”  an  expression  ofton  used 
by  our  Authors,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context. 

" *7  Should  I note  see  the  emperor,  &c.]  The  doctrine  of  passive  obedience,  so  often  incul- 
cated in  the  Works  of  our  Authors,  (but  particularly  in^this  Play  and  The  Maid’s  Tragedy) 
are  a strong  and  impleading  mark  of  the  complexion  of  the  limes  in  which  they  wrote. 
Such  sentiments  would  not  he  endured  on  the  present  Stage.  In  this  place,  however,  it  is 
not  thg  real  sentiment  of  the  speaker. 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 


I can  live  well  enough,  Aecius : [trifles, 

For  look  you,  friend,  for  virtue,  and  those 
Tbcv  may  be  bought,  they  say. 

Aldus.  He’s  craz'd  a little;  [nature. 
His  grief  has  made  Inin  talk  things  from  his 
Max.  But  chastity  is  not  a thing,  1 take  it, 
To  get  in  Rome,  unless  it  be  bespoken 
A hundred  years  before,  (is  it,  Aecius  ?) 
Bv'r  lady,  and  well  handled  too  i'th'  breed- 
/ Ecitts . Will  you  go  any  way?  fing. 

.Mar.  I’ll  tell  thee,  friend;  [now, 

If  my  wife,  for  all  this,  should  lie  a whore 
A kind  or  kicker-out  of  sheets,  'fcwould  vex 
For  I'm  not  angry  yet.  The  emperor  Tine; 
is  young  and  handsome,  and  the  woman  flesh. 
And  may  not  these  two  couple  without 
scratching? 

Axius.  Alas,  my  noble  friend ! 

Mar.  Alas  notine'  [serable 

I am  not  wretched ; for  there’s  no  man  mi- 
But  he  that  makes  himself  so. 

Aldus.  Will  you  walk  yet? 

Max.  Come,  come,  she  dare  not  die, 
friend  ; that’s  the  t uth  ou’t; 

She  knows  th’  enticing  sweets  and  delicacies 
Of a young  prince's pleasurcs,and,l  thank  her, 
Sh’has  made  a way  for  Maximus  to  rise  by: 
Wilft  not  become  me  bravely?  Why  do  you 
think  Jhere, 

She  wept,  and  said  she  was  ravish’d  ? Keep  it 
And  I'll  discover  to  you, 

Aldus.  Well? 

Mar.  She  knows 

I love  no  bitten  flesh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  might  be  from  me,  she  contriv’d  this 

Was  it  not  monstrous,  friend  > [knavery. 

Adi  us.  Does  he  hut  seem  so, 

Or  is  he  mad  indeed  ? 

Afar.  Oh,  gods,  my  heart ! 

Aldus.  'Would  it  would  fairly  break! 
Mar.  Methinksl’in  somewhat  wilder  than 
1 was; 

And  yet,  1 thank  the  gods,  I know  my  duty  ! 
Enter  Claudia. 

Clou.  Nay,  you  may  spare  your  tears ; 

she's  dead,  she  is  so. 

Mar.  Why,  so  it  should  be.  IIow? 

Clou.  When  first  she  enter'd 
Into  her  house,  after  a world  of  weeping, 
And  blushing  like  the  sun-set, as  we  saw  her1*, 

* Dare  1,'saidshe,  ‘defile  this  house  with  whore, 

* lu  which  his  noble  family  has  flourish'd?* 


At  which  she  fell,  and  stirr'd  no  more.  We 
rubb'd  her 

Afar.  No  more  of  that;  begone.  Now, 
my  Aecius,  [ Exit  Clau. 

If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleasure,  weep  a little; 

I am  so  parch’d  I cannot.  Your  example 
Has  brought  the  rain  down  now:  Now  lead 
me,  friend  ; 

And  as  we  waik  together,  let’s  pray  truly  *9, 

I may  not  fall  from  faith. 

Aldus.  That's  nobly  spoken. 

Afrtjr.  Was  I not  wild,  Aecius? 

Ad  us.  Somewhat  troubled.  [w  ith  you  ; 

Max.  I felt  no  sorrow-  then.  Now  I*li  go 
But  do  not  name  the  woman  1 Fy,  what  fool 
Am  I to  weep  thus ! G ids,  Lucin'a,  take  thee. 
For  thou  wort  evil  the  best  and  worthiest 

lady [with  it. 

Alnus,  ( mod  sir,  no  more,  T shall  be  melted 
Me  r Fvedonc ; and,  good  sir,  comfort  me. 

Would  there  were  wars  now! 

A dus.  Settle  your  thoughts;  come. 

Max.  So  I have  now,  friend. 

Ot  my  deep  lameutations  here’s  an  end. 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 


Enter  Pontius , Phidias,  and  Are t us. 

Phid.  By  my  faith,  captain  Pontius,  bc- 
sides  pity  [not; 

Of  your  fall’n  fortunes,  what  to  say  I know 
For  ’tis  too  true  the  emperor  desires  not. 

But  my  best  master,  any  soldier  near  him. 

Are.  And  when  he  understands,  he  cast 
your  fortunes 

For  disobedience,  how  can  we  incline  him 
( licit  are  but  under- persons  to  his  favours) 
lb  any  fail  opinion  r Can  you  siug?  [songs 

Pout.  Not  to  please  him,  Aretus;  tor  my 
Go  not  to  th*  lute,  or  viol,  but  to  th’  trumpet ; 
My  tune  kept  on  a target,  ami  my  subject 
The  well-struck  wounds  of  mcu,uot  love,  or 
women. 

Phid.  And  those  he  understands  not. 

Pont.  He  should,  Phidias. 

Are.  Could  you  not  leave  this  killing  way 
a little,  [rather 

(You  must,  if  here  you’d  plant  yourself ; and 
Learn,  as  we  do,  to  l*ke  what  tliosc  aflfect 
That  arc  above  us?  Wear  their  actions. 

And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too?  What 
they  say, 

Tho*  oftentimes  thty  speak  a little  foolishly, 


* And  blushing  like  the  sun-set,  as  tcc  see  J!cr.]  The  latter  part  of  this  line  seems  a mere 
fill-up;  but,  I believe,  was  a noble  sentiment  in  the  original,  which  1 hope  is  now  restored. 
Lucina  blushed  to  he  looked  upon  by  us,  as  shame  would  hide  its  head  from  ali  its  acquaint- 
ance. If  the  old  reading  may  be  thought  to  give  this  idea,  and  the  reader  thinks  he  could 
have  collected  it  from  it  without  the  change,  I am  willing  to  submit:  so  that  the  true  sense 
be  retained,  it  is  of  small  consequence  whether  wre  read  as  or  that.  Scv  nrd. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  “ that  we  father;”  but  we  cannot  think  his  reading  conveys  the 
sense  he  means  to  give.  The  only  error  in  the  old  lection  seems  to  have  been  see  for  saw. 

t9  And  as  we  walk  together,  let's  prat/  together  trult/.]  The  second  together  sec uis  super- 
fluous and  erroneous,  and  probably  was  interpolated  by  a cureless  transcriber. 
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Not  stay  to  construe,  but  prepare  to  execute  ? 
And  think,  however  the  end  falls, the  business 
Cannot  run  empty-handed  ? 

Phid.  Can  you  flatter;- 
And,  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lie  a little  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  it  be  a living. 

Are.  That’s  well  said  then. 

Pont.  Hut  must  these  lies  and  flatteries  be 
believ’d,  then  ? 

Phid.  Oh,  ves,  by  any  meaus. 

Pont.  By  any  means  tbcu, 

I cannot  lie,  nor  flutter. 

Arc.  You  must  swear  too, 

If  you  be  there. 

Pont.  1 can  swear,  if  they  move  me. 

Phid.  Cannot  you  forswear  too? 

Pont.  The  court  for  ever. 

If  it  be  grown  so  wicked. 

Arc.  You  should  procure  a little  too. 
Pont.  What’s  that? 

Men’s  honest  sayings  for  my  truth? 

Are.  Oh,  no,  sir, 

But  women’s  luinci-t  actions  for  your  trial. 
Pont.  Do  you  do  all  these  things? 

Phid.  Do  you  not  like  ’em  ? 

Pont.  D’  you  ask  me  seriously,  or  trifle 
with  me: 

I am  not  so  hr*  yet,  to  be  your  mirth ! 

Are.  You  do  mistake  us,  captaiu ; for  sin- 
We  ask  you  how  you  like  ’em?  [cerely 
Pont.  Then  sincerely 
I tell  you  I abhor  ’em : They’re  i!l  ways. 
And  l will  starve  before  1 fall  into  ’em  ; 

The  doers  of ’em  wretches,  their  base  hungers 
Care  not  whose  bread  they  cat,  nor  how  they 
Are.  What  then, sir?  [getit. 

Pont.  If  you  profess  this  wickedness, 
Because  ye  have  been  soldiers,  and  borne 
The  servants  of  the  brave  Accius,  [arms. 
And  by  him  put  to  th' emperor, give  me  leave, 
(Or  1 must  take  it  else)  to  say  ye're  villains  ! 
For  all  your  golden  coats,  debauslfd,  base 
villains! 

Yet  I do  wear  a sword  to  tell  yc  so. 

Is  this  the  way  ye  mark  out  for  a suldier, 

A man  that  has  commanded  for  the  empire, 
And  home  the  reputation  of  a man  ? 

Are  there  not  la/y  tilings  enough,  call’d  fools 
and  cowards, 

And  poor  enough  tube  preferr’d  for  pandars, 
But  wanting  soldiers  must  be  knaves  too?  ha? 
This  the  trim  course  of  life?  Were  not  ye 
horn  bawds, 

And  so  inherit  hut  your  rights  ? I am  poor, 
And  may  expect  a worse;  yet  digging.pruning, 
Mending  of  broken  ways,  carrying  of  water, 
Planting  of  worts  and  onions,  any  thing 
1 hut's  honest,  and  u man’s.  I’ll  rather  chase, 
Ay,  and  live  better  on  it,  which  is  juster; 


[Act  3.  Scene  3. 

Drink  my  well-gotten  water  with  more  plea* 
sure,  [me, 

When  my  endeavour’s  done,  and  wages  paid 
Than  you  do  w ine;  eat  my  coarse  bread  not 
curs’d  j 

And  inend  upon’t  (your  diets  are  diseases) ; 
And  sleep  as  soundly,  when  my  labour  bids 
As  any  forward  pandar  of  ye  all,  [me, 

And  rise  a great  deal  honcster  ! My  garments, 
Tho’  not  as  yours,  the  soft  sins  of  the  empire. 
Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind 
out, 

When  every  single  breath  of  poor  opinion 
Finds  you  thro*  nil  your  velvets! 

Are.  You  have  hit  it; 

Nor  are  w e those  we  seem.  The  lord  Aeciut 
Put  us  good  men  to  th’  emperor,  so  we  have 
serv’d  him, 

Tho*  much  neglected  for  it ; so  dare  be  still : 
Your  curses  are  not  ours.  We’ve  seen  your 
fortune, 

But  yet  know  no  way  to  redeem  it : Means, 
Such  ns  we  have,  you  shall  not  want,  bravo 
Pontius; 

But  prav  be  temperate.  If  we  can  wipe  out 
The  stain  of  your  offences**,  wo  are  yours,  sir; 
And  you  shall  live  at  court  an  holiest  man  too. 
Phut.  That  little  incut  and  means  we  have, 
we’ll  share  it. 

Feur  not  to  Lc  as  vve  ure ; w hat  we  told  you, 
Were  but  mere  trials  of  your  truth:  You’re 
worthy. 

And  so  we’Jl  ever  hold  you;  sutler  better, 
And  then  you  arc  a ri-iiit  man,  Pontius. 

If  iny  good  master  be  not  ever  angry, 

You  shall  command  agiin.  [my  life, 

Pont . 1 have  found  two  good  nun  : Use  • 
For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I have  to  thank  yc  ! 

[Exeu/if. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Max.  There’s  no  way  else  to  do  it ; he 
must  die ; 

This  friend  must  die,  this  soul  of  Maximus, 
Without  whom  lam  nothing  hut  my  shame; 
This  perfectness  that  keeps  me  from  opinion, 
Must  die,  or  I must  live  thus  branded  ever: 

A hard  choice,  und  u fatal ! Gods,  ye  have 
given  me 

A way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on 
Yc  have  levcll’d  with  that  precious  life  I love 
most; 

Yet  I must  on,  and  thro*:  For.  if  I offer 
To  take  my  way  without  hun,  like  a sea 
lie  hears  his  high  command,  ’twixt  me  and 
vengeance, 

Ami  iu  mine  own  road  sinks  me.  He  is  honest, 
Of  a most  constant  loyally  to  Cu.»ar, 


s* , If  we  can  wipe  out 

The  way  of’  your  offtnccs.]  To  wipe  out  the  way  seems  a range  phrase:  stain , we 
apprehend,  will  be  allowed  a better  word  : Yet  we  should  not  have  substituted  it,  had  we 
not  been  persuaded  that  the  old  text  was  corrupt. 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.  j 

And  when  he  shall  hut  doubt  T dare  attempt 
But  make  a question  of  his  ill,  but  say  [him, 
4 What  is  a Caesar,  that  he  dare  do  this  ? 9 
Dead  sure  he  cuts  me  off3* : Aecius  dies. 

Or  I have  lost  myself.  VV  hv  should  I kill  him? 
Why  should  l kill  myself?  for  ’tis  my  killing; 
Aerius  is  iny  root,  and,  wither  him. 

Like  a decaying  branch  1 fall  to  nothing. 

Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  wife  ? than  Ciesar, 
Tho'  I had  now  my  safe  revenge  upon  him? 
Is  he  not  more  than  honour3,1,  and  his  friend- 
ship [honour, 

Sweeter  than  the  love  of  women  ? What  is 
We  all  so  strangely  ore  bewitch'd  withal  ? 
Can  it  relieve  me  if  I want?  he  has;  [envy, 
Can  honour,  ’twixt  the  incensed  prince  and 
Bear  up  the  lives  of  worthy  men?  he  has ; 
Can  hi  nour  pull  the  wingsof  fearful  Towards, 
And  make  ’em  turn  again  like  tigers  ? he  has ; 
And  I have  liv’d  to  see  this,  and  preserv’d  so  : 
Why  should  this  empty  won  I incite  me  then 
To  what  is  ill  and  cruel  ? Let  her  perish : 

A friend  is  more  than  all  the  world,  thanho- 
She  is  a woman,  and  her  loss  the  less,  [ nour ! 
And  with  her  go  iny  griefs ! — But,  bark  vou, 
Maximus.  [you 

Was  she  not  yours?  Did  she  not  die  to  tell 
She  was  a ravish'd  woman  ? Did  not  justice 
Noblv  begin  with  her,  that  not  deserv’d  it? 
And  shall  he  live  that  did  it?  Stay  a little  ! 
Can  this  abuse  die  here?  Shall  not  men’s 
tongues 

Dispute  it  afterward,  and  say  I gave 
(Attccting  dull  obedience,  and  tame  duty, 
And  led  away  with  fondness  of  a friendship) 
The  only  virtue  of  the  world  to  slander? 

Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  she  a chaste  one, 
And  such  a one,  thnt  no  compare  dwelt  with 
One  of  so  sweet  a virtue,  that  Aecius,  [her? 
(Ev’n  he  himself,  this  friend  that  holds  inc 
from  it) 

Out  of  his  worthy  love  to  me,  and  justice. 
Had  it  not  been  onCffiSar, had  reveng’d  her? 
Hv  Heav’n,  lie  told  me  so  ! What  shall  I do 
then  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Can  other  men  ntTect  it,  anti  I cold  ? 

I fear  he  must  not  live. 

Scrv..  My  lord,  the  general 
Is  come  to  seek  you. 


Max.  Go, entreat  him  to  enter.  [Frit  Seen. 
Oh,  brave  Aecius,  I could  wish  thee  now 
As  far  from  friendship  to  me  as  from  fears. 
That  I might  cut  thee  oft'  like  that  I weigh'd 
not.  [it? 

Is  there  no  way,  without  him,  to  come  near 
For  out  of  honesty  he  must  destroy  me. 

If  f attempt  it.  Ho  must  die,  as  others, 

And  I most  lose  him  ; ’tis  necessity  ; 

Only  the  time,  and  means,  is  all  the  difference. 
But  yet  I would  not  make  a murder  of  him. 
Take  him  directly  for  my  doubts ; he  shall  die; 
I’ve  found  a way  to  do  it,  and  a safe  one; 

It  shall  be  honour  to  him  too.  1 know*  not 
What  to  determine  certain,  I’m  so  troubled. 
And  such  a deal  of  conscience  presses  me : 
’Would  I were  dead  myself! 

Enter  /Eciux. 

JF.eitts.  You  run  away  well ; 

How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ? 

Mae.  That  that  leads  mad  men, 

A strong  imagination,  made  me  wander. 
JEiius.  I thought  you  had  been  more  sot  - 
Max.  I am  well ; [tied. 

But  you  must  give  me  lee*  ca  little  sometimes 
To  have  a buzzing  in  iny  brains. 

JEcins.  You're  dangerous,*  [Aside. 

B it  I’ll  prevent  it  if  l cau. — You  told  me  , 
You’d  go  to  tli’  arm  v. 

Mae.  Why?  to  have  my  throat  cut? 

Must  he  not  he  the  bravest  man,  Aecius^ 
That  strikes  me  first? 

JEcius.  You  promis’d  rne  a freedom 
From  all  tlu'se  thoughts.  And  why  should 
any  strike  you  ? 

3/ii.r.  I am  an  enemy,  a wicked  one, 
Worse  than  the  foes  of  Koine;  J am  a coward, 
A cuckold,  and  a coward ; that’s  two  causes 
Why  everyone  should  beat  me! 

Aleius.  You  are  neither ; 

And  durst  another  tell  me  so,  he  died  for’t. 
For  thus  furon  mine  honour,  l’il  assure  you. 
No  inan  more  lov’d  than  you:  atui  for  your 
valour,  [follow’d. 

And  what  else  may  be  fair  33 , no  man  more 
Max.  A doughty  man,  indeed  ! But  that’s 
all  one ; 

The  eniperor,  nor  all  the  princes  living, 
Shall  find  a Haw  in  my  roan  I have  suffer’d, 


31  Dead  sure  he  cuts  we  off.]  I read  dead-sure  with  a hyphen,  and  understand  by  it  the 
common  expression,  As  sure  as  death.  Seward . 

We  chusc  to  read,  according  to  the  old  books,  without  a hyphen;  because  that  may  either 
convey  Mr.  Seward’s  sense,  or  (as  tfie  words  might  hour)  4 Jar  crriuitiy  he  will  cut  me  off  by 
death  : ’ 44  Dead,  sure,  he  cuts  me  off.”  Besides,  dead-sure  is  a modern  vulgarism. 

n It  he  not  more  than  rumour. j Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sytnpson  l Kith  suspect  the  word 
rumour , and  think  that  honour  was  probably  the  original.  But  as  honour , in  this  place,  must 
signify  exactly  the  snme  with  rumour % the  Poets  seem  to  have  judiciously  ascertained  the 
true  meaning  of  what  follows,  by  using  rumour  here.  Seward. 

We  believe  honour  the  right  word,  and  the  whole  speech  confirms  it. 

33 -for  i/oi/r  valour , 

And  u hat  ye  may  hey fair;  no  man  wme  follow'd.]  This  docs  not  seem  intelligible,  but 
the  change  of  a monosyllable  will  give  a sense  agreeable  to  the  context.  4 For  your  valour, 
and  whatever  else  is  fair  or  praise-worthy,  no  man  is  more  follow’d.’  Seward. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  3. 


And  can  yet;  let  them  find  inflictions, 

I’ll  find  a body  for  'em,  or  I’ll  break  it. 
rI  is  not  a wife  can  thrust  me  out ; some 
look'd  fWt,  [in it ; 

Put  let  'em  look  'till  they  arc  blind  with  look- 
1 hey  are  but  tools ! Yt  t there  is  enter  in  me. 
That  1 would  fain  disperse;  and,  now  I think 
on’t,  [ring; 

You  told  me,  friend,  the  provinces  are  stir- 
We  sliall  have  sport  I hope  tlien,  and  what's 
dangerous 

A battle  shall  bent  from  me.  • 

Alctus.  Why  d'you  eye  mo 
With  such  a settled  look  ? 

Max.  Pray  tell  me  this, 

Ido  we  nut  love  extremely  ? I love  you  sq. 

A'cius.  If  I should  say  I lov’d  not  vou  as 
1 should  do  that  I never  durst  do,  lie.  [truly, 
Max.  If  I should  die,  would  it  not  grieve 
you  much? 

Actus.  Without  all  doubt. 

Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me? 
Aldus.  It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live 
without  you. 

Our  loves  and  loving  souls  have  been  so  us'd 
Hut  to  one  houshold  in  us:  But  to  die 
Because  I couid  not  make  you  live,  were 
woman,  [worth, 

Fur  much  too  weak:  Were  it  to  save  your 
Or  to  redeem  your  name  from  rooting  out, 
To  quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  foe, 
Or  fetch  yon  olT,  w here  honour  had  encag'd 
I ought,  and  would  die  for  you.  [)ou, 

Mux.  Truly  spot.cn  !■ 

What  bonst  but  I,  that  must,  could  hurt  this 
man  now?  [paid  him, 

’Would  he  had  ravish'd  me!  I would  have 
J would  have  taught  him  such  a trick,  his 

eunuchs,  [vet! 

Nor  all  his  black-ev'd  boys,  e’er  drean.’d  of 
By  all  the  gods  i’m  mad  now!  Now  were 
Caesar 

Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  top 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  lie  went  to  notlung! 
The  destinies,  nor  ail  the  dames  of  hell, 


Were  I once  grappled  with  him,  should  re- 
lieve him,  [rish’d ! 

No,  not  the  hope  of  mankind,  more;  aii  pe- 
But  this  is  words  and  weakness.  [ Antic. 

A dus.  You  look  strangely. 

Max.  I look  hut  as  I am  ; I am  a stranger, 
yf  dus.  To  me? 

Max.  To  every  one;  I am  a » Roman, 
Nor  w hat  I am  do  1 know. 

Aldus.  Then  I’ll  leave  you.  [Maximus, 
Max.  I find  I'm  lu  st  so.  I f you  meet  with 
Pray  hi  1 him  bean  honest  man,  for  rnv  sake  ; 
You  may  do  much  upon  him  : For  his  shadow, 
Let  me  alone. 

Actus.  You  were  not  wont  to  talk  thus, 
And  to  your  friend ; you  have  some  danger  la 
you, 

That  willingly  would  run  to  action  : 

Take  heed,  by  ail  our  love,  take  heed! 

Max.  I danger? 

I willing  to  do  any  thing?  I die34  ? 

Has  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already? 
Arc  not  my  mournings  by  this  time  ruotii- 
caten? 

Are  not  her  sins  dispers’d  to  other  w omen, 
And  many  none  e’en-*4  ravish'd  to  relieve  her? 
Have  I shed  tears  these  twelve  houi  t ? 

Aldus.  Now  you  weep. 

Max.  Some  lazy  drops  that  stay'd  behind. 
Alctus.  I’ll  tell  you, 

(And  l must  tell  you  truth)  were  it  not  hazard, 
And  almost  certain  loss  of  all  the  empire, 

I would  whine  with  you  3°:  Were  it  any  man’s 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  of  us,  he  lost  it. 

For  doing  of  this  mischief ; I would  take  it ; 
And  to  your  rest  give  you  a brave  revenge : 
But  as  the  rule  now  stands,  and  as  he  rules, 
And  as  the  nations  hold,  in  disobedience, 
One  pillar  failing37,  all  must  fall,  i dare  not: 
Nor  is  it  just  you  should  be  suffer’d  in  it ; 

J herefore  again  take  heed ! On  foreign  Ides 
We  are  our  ow  n revengers  ! but  at  home, 
On  princes  that  are  eminent,  and  ours, 

Tis  fit  the  gods  should  judge  u»*».  fjg  not 
rash,  ^ 


w I willing  to  do  any  thing  ? I dig?]  What  tin*  word  dig  has  to  Ho  in  this  passage  I can- 
not conceive.  Perhaps  the  Author  wrote  dtc.  Maximus  immediately  adds, 

“ Has  not  my  wife  been  dead  two  days  already  ?” 
why  then  should.!  diet  ‘ 1 diet*  G. 

» And  many  one  ravish’d. J Former  editions.  Seward. 

3*»  J would  win  with  ye.]  The  first  folio  reads  uyne,  and  the  second  changes  it  to  join,  and 
the  octavo  into  win.  Join  is  good  sense,  but  whine  being  nearer  the  trace  of  the  old  reading, 
and  equally  sense,  st  ems  the  true  word.  For  to  whine,  or  participate  with  him  in  the  same 
passion  of  grief,  implies  a design  of  joining  with  him  in  the  same  revenge.  Seward. 

The  first  folio  gives,  in  old  spelling,  whine;  which  alludes  to  the  weeping  of  Maximus,  of 
which  they  were  talking. 

One  pillar  failing,  all  must  fall.]  The  Poet  seems  to  have  intended  a repetition  lie  re, 

“ One  pillar  fulling,  all  must  fall.” 

33  On  princes  that  arc  eminent , and  ours, 

’Vis  Jit  the  gods  should  judge  us.J  The  doctrine  of  passive  obedience  to  princes,  so  much 
encouraged  by  King  James  the  First,  and  w hich  is  /Fcius’s  chief  heroism  in  this  play,  evi- 
dently requires  the  slight  change  [as  to ’em]  1 have  here  made.  Seward. 

The  word  us  is  dearly  right:  4 Abroad  we  may  revenge,  hut  at  home , and  on  our  kings,  'tis 
4 til  the  gods  should  prevent  or  punish  us  for  taking  vengeance.’ 
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Act  4.  Scene  l.] 

Nor  let  your  angry  steel  cut  those  you  know 
not; 

For,  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  you  dare  strike  it, 
(As  I see  great  aims  in  you)  those  unborn  yet, 
And  those  to  come,  of  them  and  these  suc- 
ceeding, 

Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  Maximus.  For  me, 
As  you  now  bear  yourself,  I am  your  friend 
still ; 


sr 

If  you  fall  off,  I will  not  flatter  you, 

And  in  my  hands,  were  you  my  soul,  you 
perisn’d. 

Once  more  be  careful,  stand,  and  still  be 
worthy ! 

I'll  leave  you  for  this  hour.  [Erif. 

Max.  Pray  do.  Tis  done  : [dangers. 

And,  friendship,  since  thou  canst  not  hold  in 
Give  me  a certain  ruin,  1 must  thro’  it ! [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Volenlinian , LiciniuS,  Chilax , and 
balbus. 

Val.  T\EAD  ? 

Chi.  So  ’tis  thought,  sir, 

Val.  How? 

Lie  in.  Grief,  and  disgrace, 

As  people  say. 

Val.  No  more ; I have  too  much  on’t, 

Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 
Ye  angel-formers  of  my  sins,  but  devils ! 
Where  is  your  cunning  now?  You  would 
work  wonders, 

There  was  no  chastity  above  your  practice, 
You’d  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs, 
And  dote  upon  her  rape ! Mark  what  I tell  ye. 

If  she  be  dead 

Chi.  Alas,  sir! 

Val.  Hang  ye,  rascals, 

Ye  blasters  of  ray  youth,  if  she  be  gone, 
iwere  better  ye  had  been  your  fathers’  ca- 
mels, [water 

Groan’d  under  daily  weights  of  wood  and 

Am  I not  Ca;sar  ? 

Licin.  Mighty,  and  our  maker. 

Val.  Than  thus  have  given  my  pleasures 
to  destruction ! 

Look  she  be  living,  slaves! 

Licin.  We  arc  no  gods,  sir, 

If  she  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

Val.  She  cannot  die ! she  must  not  die ! 
Arc  those 

1 plant  my  love  upon  but  common  livers? 
Their  hours,  as  others,  told  ’em  ? can  they  be 
Wrhy  do  ye  flatter  a belief  into  me,  [ashes  ? 
That  I am  all  that  is,  * The  world’s  my  creature; 
* The  trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I 
say  * Summer;*  [ness, 

4 The  wind,  thatknowsno  limit  but  his  wild- 
4 At  my  command  moves  not  a leaf ; the  sea, 
4 With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying 
Heaven,  [rors»?* 

4 When  I say  4 Still,’  runs  into  crystal  rair- 
f'an  I do  this,  and  she  die?  Why,  ye  bubbles. 
That  with  my  least  breath  break,  no  more  re- 
member’d, 

w 

"Vo?..  II. 


Ye  moths,  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  perish, 
Ye  golden  canker-worms, that  eat  my  honours, 
Living  no  longer  than  my  spring  of  favour, — 
Why  do  you  make  me  god,  that  can  do  no- 
thing? 

Is  she  not  dead? 

Chi.  All  women  arc  not  with  her. 

Val.  A common  whore  serves  ye,  and  far 
above  ye, 

The  pleasures  of  a body  lam'd  with  lewdness ; 
A mere  perpetual  motion  makes  yc  happy  s 
Am  I a man  to  traflick  with  diseases? 

Can  any  but  a chastity  serve  Cajsar? 

And  such  a one  that  gods  would  kneel  to 
purebuse?  [pleasures, 

You  think,  because  you’ve  bred  me  up  to 
And  almost  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones, 
Your  wives  will  serve  the  turn:  I care  not 
for ’em,  [footmen’s! 

Your  wives  are  fencers’ whores,  and  shall  he 
Tho’  sometimes  my  nice  will,  or  rather  anger, 
Have  made  ye  cuckolds  for  variety,  [ones, 
I would  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream,  ye  poor 
Always  so  great  a blessing  from  me.  Go, 
Get  your  own  infamy  hereafter,  rascals  ! 
I’ve  done  too  nobly  lor  ye  ; yc  enjoy 
Each  one  an  heir,  the  royal  seed  of  Caesar, 
And  I may  curse  ye  for’t:  Your  w'anton 
gennets,  [fillies. 

That  are  so  proud  the  wind  gets  ’em  with 
Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance.  Thou, 
Licinius, 

Hast  such  a Messalina,  such  a Lais,  [ons ; 
The  backs  of  bulls  cannot  content,  norstalli- 
The  sweat  of  fifty  men  a-nightdoes  nothing. 
Licin.  Your  grace  but  jests,  I hope. 

Val.  Tis  oracle. 

The  sins  of  other  women,  put  by  hers. 

Shew  off  like  sanctities.  Thine’sa  fool,  Chilax, 
Yet  she  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers, 
And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  she  is, 
Rotten  and  ready  for  an  hospital. 

Yours  is  a holy  whore,  friend  Balbus. 

Bal.  Well,  sir.  [suffers, 

Val.  One  that  can  pray  awny  the  sins  she 
But  not  the  punishments : She  hus  had  ten 
bastards, 

Scvard. 


When  1 unj  1 Still,*  run  into  crystal  mirror .]  Former  editions. 
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Five  of  ’em  now  art  lictors,  yet  she  prays ; 
Sir  lias  been  the  song  of  Route,  anti  common 
Pasquil;  [tress, 

Since  I durst  see  a wench,  she  was«'amp-ini»- 
And  muster'd  ail  liie  cohorts,  paid  'em  too, 
They  have  it  yet  to  shew,  and  yet  she  prays ; 
She’s  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  children, 
Ami  have  forgot  their  rudiments:  Am  I 
Left  for  these  wither'd  vices?  And  hut  one, 
liut  one  of  all  the  worhl,  that  could  content 
me, 

And  snatch’d  away  in  shewing?  If  your  wives 
Be  not  yet  witches,  or  yourselves,  now  be  so, 
And  save  your  lives;  raise:  me  tins  noble 
beauty. 

As  when  I forc’d  her,  full  of  constancy, 

Or,  by  the  gods 

Lie  in.  Most  sacred  Cesar 

VaL  Slaves 

Enter  Proculus  and  Lye  i as. 

Lycias.  Good  Proculus ! 

JPrac.  By  Henv’u,  you  shall  not  see  it; 

It  may  concern  the  empire. 

Val.  11a!  what  saidst  thou  ? 

Is  she  not  dead  ? 

Proe.  Not  any  one  I know,  sir: 

I conic  to  hi  iug  your  Grace  a letter,  bore 
Scatter’d  belike  i’  th’  court:  Ti»  sent  to  Mux- 
Ami  hearing  danger  in  it.  [iiuus, 

Vat.  Danger?  where? 

Double  our  guard ! 

Proc.  Nay,  nowhere,  but  i*  th*  letter. 
Val.  What  an  nillictcd  conscience  do  I live 
with, 

And  what  a beast  Pm  grown  ! I had  forgotten 
To  ask  Hcav’n  mercy  for  my  fault,  ami  was 
Ev’n  ravishing  again  her  memory.  /now 
I find  there  must  be  danger  in  this  deed  : 
Why  do  1 stand  disputing  then,  and  whining, 
For  what  is  not  the  gods’  to  give?  they  cannot, 
Tlio*  they  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do 
mischief! 

This  letter  may  betray  me.  Get  ye  gone, 

f Krcwni. 

And  wait  me  in  the  garden;  guard  the  house 
well. 

And  keep  this  from  tlic empress.  The  name 
Maximus 

Runs  thro’  me  like  a fever  ! This  mav  he 
Some  private  letter,  upon  private  business, 
Nothing  concerning  me:  Why  should  i ope  n’t? 
J’ve  done  him  wrong  enough  already.  Yet, 

It  may  concern  me  too ; the  time  so  tells  me ; 
The  w icked  deed  I’ve  done,  assures  me  ’tis 
so. 

Be  w hat  it  will,  I’ll  see  it ; if  that  he  not 
Part  of  my  fears,  among  my  other  sins, 


I’ll  purge  it  out  in  prayers.  IIow  ! what’s 
thi‘  ? [Head*. 

1 Ix>rd  Maximus,  you  love  Aecius, 

4 And  arc  his  noble  friend  too  : Bid  him  be 
less,  [gerwus. 

4 I mean  less  with  the  people;  times  are  dun- 
4 The  army’s  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts, 

4 And,  as  some  will  not  stick  to  say,  decli- 
ning: 

‘ You  stand  a constant  man  in  either  fortune  : 
* Persuade  him;  lie  is  lost  else.  Tho’ ambition 
4 Be  the  lust  sin  he  touches  at,  or  never  *°, 

4 Yet  what  the  people,  mad  with  loving  him, 
4 And  as  they  willingly  desire  another, 

4 May  teinpthim  to,  or  rather  force  his  good- 
ness, 

4 Is  to  be  doubted  mainly.  He  is  all 
4 (As  lie  stands  now)  but  the  mere  name 
of  CiesHr, 

4 And  should  the  emperor  enforce  him  lesser, 
4 Not  coming  from  himself,  it  were  more 
dangerous  r [scatter'd, 

4 He’s  honest, and  will  hear  you.  Doubts  arc 
4 And  almost  come  to  growth  in  every  lious- 
lioid ; [ter’d, 

4 Yet,  in  iny  foolish  judgment,  were  this  mas- 
4 Tlie  people  that  are  now  hut  rage,  and  his, 
4 Might  bo  again  obedience.  You  shall  know 
me  fvou/ 

4 When  Rome  is  fair  again;  ’till  when,  I love 
No  name  ? This  may  be  cunning;  yet  it  seems 
not, 

For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain*1. 
Besides  my  safety.  Had  not  good  Germanicus, 
That  was  as  loyal  and  us  straight  as  lie  is, 

It  not  prevented  by  Tilicrius, 

Been  by  the  soldiers  forc’d  their  emperor  ? 
lie  had,  and  ’iis  my  wisdom  to  remember  it. 
And  was  not  Corbulo,  (even  that  Curbulo, 
That  cver-furtunale  and  living  Roman, 

1 hut  broke  the  heart-strings  of  the  Parthians, 
And  brought  Arsact  s’  line  upon  their  knees, 
Chain’d  to  the  awe  of  Rome,)  'cause  he  was 
thought 

(And  but  in  wine  once)  lit  to  make  a Caesar, 
Cut  off  by  Nero  ? 1 must  seek  my  safety; 
For  ’lis  the  same  again,  if  not  beyond  it. 

1 know  the  soldier  loves  him  more  than 
Heav’n, 

And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raise  him  ; 
Me  lie  hates  more  thou  peace : What  this 
may  breed, 

If  dull  security  and  confidence  [ar. 

Let  him  grow  up,  a fool  may  find,  and  laugh 
But  why  lord  Maxiu.us,  1 injur’d  so, 

Should  be  the  man  to  counsel  him,  I know  not, 
More  than  he  has  been  friend,  and  lov’d  alie- 
giauce : 


i0  Be  the  last  sin  he  touches  at , or  never .]  The  meaning  may  be  made  out  here,  4 that  it 
* is  the  sin  he  would  last  of  all,  or  perhaps  never,  be  guilty  of;’  yet  it  is  not  improbable 
that  the  sentiment  was  more  fully  opened,  and  that  a line  is  lost. 

Mr.  bewurd  prints, 

44  For  there  is  nothing  in  it  hut  is  certain. 

44  Besides  my  safety Had  uot,  &c.” 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

What  now  he  is,  I fcnr  ; for  his  abuses. 
Without  the  people,  dare  draw  blood.  Who 
waits  there  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Your  Grace. 

VuL  Call  Phidias  and  Aretus  hither. 

[Exit  Serv. 

HI  find  a day  fur  him  too.  4 Tijnes  are  dan- 
gerous, 

4 The  army  his,  the  emperor  in  doubts  :* 

I find  0 is  too  true.  Did  he  not  tell  me, 

As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious 
And  to  my  face  and  by  a way  of  terror, 
What  vices  I was  grounded  hi,  and  almost 
Proclaim’d  the  soldiers’  hate  against  ine  ? Is 
not 

The  sacred  name  and  dignity  of  Caesar 
(Were  this  Aecius  more  than  man)  sutficiont 
To  shake  off  all  his  honesty  ? lie’s  dangerous, 
Thu’  he  be  good ; and,  tlio’  a friend,  a fear’d 
one  ; 

And  such  I must  not  sleep  by. — Are  they 
come  yet  ?— 

I do  believe  this  fellow,  and  ' thank  him. 
Twas  time  to  look  about : If  I must  perish, 
Vet  shall  my  fears43  go  foremost. 

Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

Phid.  Life  to  Caesar! 

Val.  Is  lord  Aecius  waiting? 

Phid.  Not  this  morning  ; 

I rather  think  he’s  with  the  army. 

/«/.  Army? 

Ido  not  like  that  army.  Go  unto  him, 

Ami  hid  him  straight  attend  me,  and  (d’you 
hear  ?) 

Come  private  without  any  ; I have  business 
Only  for  him. 

Phid.  Your  Grace’s  pleasure 
Val.  Go.  [Exit. 

What  soldier  is  the  same  (I  have  seen  him 
That  keeps  you  company,  Aretus?  [often) 
Are.  Me,  sir  ? 

Val,  Ay*  you,  sir. 

Are.  One  they  rail  Pontius, 

A n’t  p least1  your  Grace. 

Vat.  A captain? 

Are.  Yes,  he  was  so; 

Hut  speaking  something  roughly  in  his  want, 
Especially  of  wars,  the  noble  general, 

Out  of  a strict  allegiance,  cast  his  fortunes 
Vat.  II*  has  been  a valiant  fellow  ? 

Are.  So  he’s  still. 

Val.  Alas,  the  general  might  have  pardon’d 
follies : 

Soldiers  will  talk  sometimes. 


Are.  Pm  glad  of  this. 

Vat.  He  wants  preferment,  as  I take  it? 
Are.  Yes,  sir ; 

And  for  that  noble  grace  his  life  shall  serve. 

Val.  I have  a service  for  him. 

I shame  a soldier  should  become  a beggar ! 

I like  the  man,  Aretus. 

Are.  Gods  protect  you  ! 

Val.  Bid  him  repair  to  Proculus,  and  there 
He  shall  receive  the  business,  and  reward 
for’t : 

I’ll  see  him  settled  too,  and  as  a soldier ; 

We  shall  want  such. 

Are.  The  sweets  of  I Icav’n  still  crown  vou ! 

[Exit. 

Val.  I have  a fearful  darkness  in  my  soul, 
And,  ’till  I be  deliver’d,  still  am  dying. 

' [JEnV. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Mar.  My  way  has  taken  : All  the  court** 
in  guard, 

And  business  every  where;  and  every  corner 
Full  of  strange  whispers.  I am  least  in  ru- 
mour, 

Enter  sEcius  and  Phidias. 

And  so  I’ll  keep  myself.  Here  comes  AeciOs ; 
I sec  the  bait  is  swallow'd : If  he  be  lost 
He  is  niv  martyr,  and  iny  way  stands  open  ; 
And,  Honour,  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  rec- 
kon’d n. 

JEcius.  Why, how  now,  friend?  what  makes 
you  here  unarm’d  ? 

Are  vou  turn’d  merchant  ? 

Max.  By  your  fair  persuasions, 

And  such  a merchant  trnllirks  without  danger 
I have  forgotten  all,  Aecius, 

And,  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

JEcius.  Now  i love  you. 

Truly  I do ; you  arc  a worthy  RomnYi. 

Max.  The  fair  repentance  of  my  prince, 
to  me 

Is  more  than  sacrifice  of  Mood  and  vengeance: 
No  eves  shall  weep  her  ruins,  hut  mine  own. 
/Erins.  Still  you  fake  more  love  from  me. 
Virtuous  friend. 

The  gods  make  poor  Aecius  worthy  of  thee ! 
Mar.  Only  in  me  you’re  poor,  sir,  and  I 
worthy  [thus? 

Only  in  being  yours.  But,  why  your  arm 
Have  you  been  hurt,  Aecius? 

/ Eeius . Bruis’d  a tittle ; 

My  hoise  fill  with  me,  fraud,  which  ’till 
this  morning 
I never  knew  him  do. 


**  1.  As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odiottM, 

2.  And  to  my  face;  and  by  a way  of  terror .J  Here  a marginal  direction  how  to  place 
the  lines  has  been  taken  into  the  text,  and  contiuucd  through  all  the  three  editions.  Mr. 
Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  with  me  in  observing  this.  Seward. 

41  My  fears.]  i.  e.  'Phase  whom  I fear  shall  perish  first. 

41  And  honour  on  thy  head  his  blood  is  reckon'd. J This  line  seems  quite  inexplicable,  unless 
we  personify  Honour . It  was  to  Honour  lie  first  proposed  to  sacrifice  his  friend;  see  p.  55. 
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Afar.  Pray  gods  it  bode  well ! 

And,  now'  I think  on’t  better,  you  shall  back ; 
Let  my  persuasions  rule  you. 

JEciUi . Back!  why,  Maximus? 

The  emperor  commands  me  come. 

Max.  1 like  not 
At  this  time  his  command. 

Acius.  ] do  at  all  times, 

And  all  times  will  obey  it ; why  not  now  then? 
Mux.  i’ll  tell  you  w hy,  and,  as  I have  been 
governed. 

Be  you  so,  noble  friend : The  court’s  in  guard, 
Arm’d  strongly;  for  what  purpose  Ictmc  fear: 
J do  not  like  your  "oing. 

Aldus.  Were  it  lire, 

And  that  fire  certain  to  consume  this  body, 
If  Cxsar  sent,  I would  go.  Never  fear,  man; 
If  he  take  ine,  he  takes  his  arms  away. 

I am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  suspected. 
Max.  Then  1 have  dealt  unwisely. 

Aldus.  If  the  emperor, 

Because  lie  merely  may,  will  have  my  life, 
That’s  till  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  shall 
have ; 

Let  him,  he  loves  me  better.  Here  l wither, 
And  happily  may  live,  'till  ignorantly 
I run  into  a fault  worth  death ; nay  more, 
dishonour. 

Now  all  my  sins,  I dare  say  those  of  duty, 
Are  printed  here;  and  if  I fall  so  happy, 

I bless  the  grave.  I lie  in,  and  the  gods,. 
Equal  as  dying  on  the  enemy, 

Must  take  me  up  a sacrifice. 

Mnx.  Go  on  then; 

And  I’ll  go  with  you. 

Aldus.  No,  you  may  not,  friend. 

Max.  lie  cuunot  be  a friend  bars  me, 
Aecius: 

Shall  1 forsake  you  in  my  doubts  ? 

Aldus.  You  must.  [liv’d 

Mux , 1 must  not,  nor  I will  not.  Have  I 
Only  to  be  a carpet-friend,  for  pleasure? 

I can  endure  a death  ns  w’ell  as  Cato. 

Aldus.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in 
my  going, 

Nor  none  Inust  go  alone. 

Max.  I have  a sword  too. 

And  once  I could  have  us’d  it  for  my  friend. 
Aldus.  I need  no  sword,  nor  friend,  in 
this.  Pray  leave  me ; 

And,  as  you  love  me,  do  not  over-love  me. 

I am  commanded  none  shall  come.  At  supper 
I’ll  meet  you,  and  we’ll  drink  a cup  or  two; 
You  need  good  wine,  you  have  been  sad. 
Farewell ! 

Max.  Farewell,  my  noble  friend  ! Ixt  me 
embrace  you 

Ere  you  depart ! It  may  Ik*,  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 
sEcius%  Yes,  often. 

Max.  Farewell,  good  dear  Aecius  ! 
Actus.  Farewell,  Maximus, 

Till  night ! Indeed  you  doubt  too  much. 

[Exit  with  Phidias. 

Max.  I do  not. 


Go,  worthy  innocent,  and  moke  the  number 
Of  Cxsar’s  sins  so  gnat,  lieav’n  may  want 
mercy ! 

I’ll  hover  hereabout,  to  know  what  passes; 
And,  if  he  be  so  dev’lish  to  destroy  thee, 
lu  thy  blood  shall  begin  his  tragedy.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Proculus  und  Pontius. 

Proc.  Besides  this,  if- you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
The  noble  name  Patrician  ; more  tkpn  that 
tor;,  [nothing 

The  friend  of  Cxsar  you  are  stii’d.  There  a 
Within  the  hopes  of  Romo,  or  present  being. 
But  you  may  safely  say  is  yours. 

Pont.  Pray  stay,  sir; 

What  has  Aecius  done,  to  be  destroy'd  ? 

At  least.  I’d  have  a colour. 

Proc.  You  have  more, 

Nay,  all  that  may  be  given;  lie’s  a traitor. 
One  a ny  man  would  strike  that  w ere  a subject. 
Is  he  so  foul? 

Proc.  Yes,  a most  fearful  traitor. 

Pont,  [uside.]  A fearful  plague  upon  thee, 
for  thou  liest! 

I ever  thought  the  soldier  would  undo  him 
With  his  too  much  affection. 

Proc.  You  have  hit  it ; 

TheyVfe  brought  him  to  ambition. 

Punt.  Then  he’s  gone  ! 

Proc.  The  emperor,  out  of  a foolish  pity. 
Would  save  him  yet. 

Pont.  Is  he  so  mad  ? 

Proc.  He’s  madder — 

Would  go  to  th’  army  to  him. 

Pont.  Would  lie  so? 

Proc  Yes,  Pontius;  butwc  cousider 

Pont.  Wisely? 

Proc.  How  else,  man  ? — that  the  state 
lies  in  it. 

Pont.  And  your  lives  too? 

Proc.  And  every  man’s. 

Punt.  He  did  me 
All  the  disgrace  he  could. 

Proc.  And  scurvily, 

Pont.  Out  of  a mischief  merely : Did  you 
mark  it? 

Proc.  Yes,  well  enough  : Now  you  have 
means  to  quit  it. 

The  deed  done,  take  his  place. 

Pont.  Pray  let  me  think  on’t ; 

Tis  ten  to  one  I do  it. 

Proc.  Do,  und  be  happy.  [ Exit. 

Punt.  This  cinperor  is  inaJc  of  nought 
but  mischief: 

Sure,  Murder  was  his  mother.  None  to  lop, 
Bui  the  main  link  he  had?  Upon  iny  consci- 
ence, 

The  man  is  truly  honest,  and  that  kills  him; 
For  to  live  here,  and  study  to  be  true. 

Is  all  one  to  be  traitors.  Why  should  he  die  ? 
Have  they  not  slaves  and  rascals  for  their 
off*rings,  [for  slaughter  ? 

In  full  abundance?  Bawds  more  than  beasts 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 


Hare  they  not  singing-wliorcs  enough,  find 
knaves  too, 

And  millions  of  such  martyrs,  to  sink  Charon, 
But  the  best  sons  of  ltoiue  must  sail  too  ? I 
will  shew  him 

(Since  he  must  die) away  to  do  it  truly  : 

And,  tho*  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  shall  he 
know, 

I’m  born  to  make  him  bless  me  for  a blow. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  .Ecius,  Phidias , and  Aretus. 

Phid.  Yet  you  may  ’scape  tb  th’  camp ; ; 

we’ll  hazard  with  you. 

Are.  Lose  not  your  life  so  basely,  sir!  , 
You’re  arm’d ; 

And  many,  when  they  see  your  sword  out,  | 
and  know  why. 

Must  follow  your  adventure. 

.Edits.  Get  ye  from  me  ! 

Is  not  the  doom  of  Ca*sar  on  this  body? 

Do  not  I bear  my  last  hour  here,  now  sent 
Am  I not  old  Aecius,  ever  dying?  [me? 
You  think  this  tenderness  and  love  you  bring 
me ; 

*Tis  treason,  and  the  strength  of  disobedience, 
And,  if  ye  ternpt  me  further,  ye  shall  feel  it. 

I seek  tnc  camp  for  safety,  when  my  death 
(Ten  times  more  glorious  than  m v life,  and 
lasting) 

Bid*  me  be  happy  ? Let  the  fool  fear  dying. 
Or  he  that  weds  a woman  for  his  honour, 
Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kisses: 
Aecius  is  not  now  to  learn  to  suffer. 

If  ye  dare  shew  a just  affection,  kill  me  ; 

I stay  but  those  that  must.  Why  do  ye 
weep  ? 

Am  l so  wretched  to  deserve  men’s  pities? 
Go,  give  vour  tqars  to  those  that  lyse  their 
worths. 

Bewail  their  miseries ; for  me,  weargarlands, 
Drink  wine,  and  much : Sing  paeans  to  my 
praise;  [Ctesar; 

I am  to  triumph,  friends;  and  more  than 
Tor  C;esar  fears  to  die,  I lore  to  die ! 

Phid.  Oh,  my  dear  lord  ! 

Ax  ins.  No  more  ! Go,  go,  I say  ! 

Shew  me  not  signs  of  sorrow ; I deserve  none ; 
Dure  any  man  lament  I should  die  nobly? 
Ain  I grown  old,  to  have  such  enemies  r 
When  I am  dead,  speak  honourably  of  me, 
That  is,  preserve  my  memory  from  dying  ; 
There,  if  you  needs  must  weep  your  ruin’d 
master,  [ye, 

A tear  or  two  will  seem  well.  This  I charge 
(Because  ye  say  ye  yet  love  old  Aecius,) 

See  my  poor  body  burnt,  and  some  to  sing 
About  my  pile,  und  what  I’ve  done  and  suf- 
fer'd, 

If  Cesar  kill  not  that  too : At  your  banquets, 
When  I a:n  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  times  that  have  been  sad  and  dangerous. 
Say  how  I fell,  and  ’tis  sufficient. 

No  more,  I say  ; he  that  laments  my  end, 


By  all  the  gods,  dishonours  me ! Be  gone, 
And  suddenly,  and  wisely,  from  my  dangers; 
My  death  is  catching  else. 

Phid.  Wc  fear  not  dying. 

JEcius.  Yet  fear  a wilful  death;  the  just 
gods  hate  it : 

I need  no  company  to  that  that  children 
Dare  do  alone,  and  slaves  arc  proud  to  pur- 
chase. 

Live  ’till  your  honesties,  as  mine  has  done, 
Make  this  corrupted  age  sick  of  your  virtues; 
Then  die  a sacrifice,  und  then  ye  know 
The  noble  use  of  dying  well,  and  Roman. 

Are.  And  must  we  leave  ye,  sir? 

JFxius.  We  must  all  die, 

All  leave  ourselves;  it  maters  not  where,  when. 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well : And  can  that  man 
that  does  so 

Need  lamentation  for  him?  Children  weep 
Because  they  have  offended,  or  for  fear  ; 
Women  for  want  of  will,  and  anger:  Is  there 
In  noble  Man,  that  truly  feels  both  poises 
Of  life  and  death,  so  much  of  this  w et  weak- 
ness, [man  ? 

To  drown  a glorious  death  in  child  and  wo- 
I am  asham’d  to  see  ye ! Yet  ve  move  me. 
And,  were  it  not  my  inauhood  would  accuse 
roc 

For  covetous  to  live,  I should  weep  with  ve. 

Phid.  Oh,  we  shall  never  see  you  more ! 

JEcius . *Tis  true  ; 

Nor  I the  miseries  that  Rome  shall  suffer, 
Which  is  a benefit  life  cannot  reckon. 

But  what  I have  been,  which  is  just  and  faith- 
ful, 

One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rome 
forgot  him. 

And,  for  he  was  an  honest  mnn,  durst  die, 
Ye  shall  have  daily  with  ye  : Could  that  die 
too. 

And  I return  no  traffick  of  my  travels. 

No  pay  to  have  been  soldier,  hut  this  silver, 
No  annals  of  Aecius,  hut  * He  liv’d,' 

My  friends,  ye  had  cause  to  weep,  and  bit 
terly : 

The  common  overflows  of  tender  women, 
And  children  new-born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  shew  me  then  most  wretched.  If  tears 
must  be, 

I should  in  justice  weep  'em,  and  for  you  ; 
You  arc  to  live,  and  yet  behold  those  slaugh- 
ters 

The  dry  and  wither'd  bones  of  death  would 
bleed  at : 

But,  si>oner  than  I’ve  time  to  think  what  must 
be, 

I fear  you'll  find  what  shall  be.  If  ye  love  me, 
(Let  that  word  serve  for  all)  be  gone  and 
leave  me : 

I have  some  little  practice  with  my  soul, 
Aud  then  the  sharpest  sword  i9  wclcom’st. 
Go, 

Pray  be  gone  ; ye  have  obey'd  me  living, 

Be  nut  for  shame  now  stubborn.  So;  I thank 

ye> 
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And  fare  ye  well ! n better  fortune  guide  ye  ! 
1 am  a little  thirsty  ; not  for  fear, 

[ Exeunt  Phidias  and  Arctus. 
And  yet  it  is  a kind  of  fear  i say  so. 

’Is  it  to  be  a just  inan  now  again, 

And  leave  my  flesh  unthought-of?  ’Tis  de- 
parted ! 

I hear  ’em  come.  Who  strikes  first?  I stay 
for  ye  ! 

Enter  Balbus , Chi  lax,  and  Licinius . 

Yet  I will  die  a soldier,  my  sword  drawn, 
But  against  none.  Why  do  ye  fear?  come 
forward. 

Bat.  You  were  a soldier,  Chilux. 

Chi.  Yes,  I muster'd. 

But  never  saw  the  enemy. 

Lie  in.  He’s  drawn  ; 

By  Ileav'n,  I dare  not  do’t! 

Adus.  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 

I am  to  die  : Gome  ye  not  now  from  Ca*sar, 
To  that  end  ? speak  ! 

Bat.  We  do,  and  we  must  kill  you  ; 

Tis  Caesar’s  will. 

CAi.  I charge  ye  put  your  sword  up, 

That  we  may  do  it  handsomely. 

Aldus.  11a,  ha,  ha! 

My  sword  up?  handsomely?  Where  were  ye 
bred  ? 

Ye  are  the  merriest  murderers,  my  masters, 
I ever  met  withal.  Come  forward,  fools  ! 
Why  do  ye  stare?  Upon  mine  honour,  bawds, 
I will  not  strike  ye. 

Licin.  I’ll  not  be  first. 

Bat.  Nor  I. 

Chi.  You'd  best  die  quietly : The  emperor 
Secs  bow  you  bear  yourself. 

Aldus.  J would  die,  rascals, 

If  you  would  kill  me,  quietly. 

Bat.  Pox  o'  Proculus, 

He  promis’d  us  to  bring  a captain  hither, 
That  has  been  us’d  to  kill. 

Aldus.  I’ll  call  the  guard, 

Unless  you’ll  kilt  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  beastly,  base,  and  cowardly  compa- 
nions 

The  emperor  has  trusted  with  bis  safety  : 
Nay,  I’ll  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  side,  vil- 
lains. 

Strike  home,  ye  bawdy  slaves  ! 

Chi.  By  Ileav’n,  he’ll  kill  us ! 

I mark'd  bis  hand  ; he  waits  but  time  to 
reach  us. 

Now  do  you  oiler. 

Aldus.  If  ye  do  mangle  me, 

And  kill  me  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  three, 

Or  not  so  stagger  me  my  senses  fail  me. 

Look  to  yourselves ! 

Chi.  I told  ve. 

Aldus.  Strike  me  manly, 

And  take  a thousand  strokes. 

Enter  Pontius. 

Bui.  Here’s  Pontius. 

Pont.  Not  kill’d  him  yet? 


[Act  4.  Scene  4. 

Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  emperor  ? 

Nay  then,  1 see  ye’re  trui tors  nil:  Have  at 
ye  ! 

Chi.  Oh,  T am  hurt ! [Licin.  runs  away. 
Bat.  And  I am  kill’d. 

[Exeunt  Chi.  and  Bed. 

Pont.  Die  bawds. 

As  ve  have  liv’d  and  flourish’d  ! 

Aldus.  Wretched  fellow, 

What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Pont.  Kill’d  them  that  durst  not  kill; 

And  you  are  next. 

Aldus.  Art  thou  not  Pontius  ? 

Pant.  I am  the  same  you  cast,  Acriua, 
And  in  the  fare  of  all  the  camp  disgrac’d. 
Aldus.  Then  so  much  nobler,  as  thou  wret 
a soldier,  [ thee, 

Shall  my  death  be.  Is  it  revenge  provok’d 
Or  art  thou  hir’d  to  kill  me? 

Pont.  Both. 

Adus.  Thru  do  it. 

Pont.  Is  that  all  ? 

Adus,  Yes. 

Pant.  Would  you  not  live? 

Acius.  Why  should  l ? 

To  thank  thee  for  my  life  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  I spare  it. 

Adus.  Be  not  deceiv’d ; I was  not  made 
to  thank, 

For  any  courtesy  hut  killing  me, 

A fellow  of  thy  fortune.  • Do  thy  duty  ! 
Pont.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Aldus.  No. 

Pont.  Nor  love  me  for  it? 

Aldus.  That’s  as  thou  dost  thy  business. 
Pont.  When  vou’re  dend, 

Your  place  is  mine,  Aecius. 

Aleuts.  Now  I fear  thee  ; 

And  not  alone  thee,  Pontius,  hut  the  empire. 
Pont.  Why,  I can  goverjn,  sir. 

Adus.  I would  thou  coulcht, 

And  first  thy  self.  Thou  const  light  well,  nnd 
bravely,  [hungers; 

Thou  canst  endure  all  dangers,  beats,  colds, 
Heaven’s  angry  flasbes  nrr:  not  suddener 
’Ilian  1 have  seen  thee  execute,  nor  more 
mortal ; 

The  winged  feet  of  flying  enemies 
I’ve  stood  and  view’d  thee  mow  away  like 
rushes. 

And  still  kill  the  killer:  Were  thy  mind 
But  half  so  sweet  in  peace  as  rough  in  dan- 
gers, 

T died  to  leave  a happy  heir  behind  me. 
Come,  strike,  and  be  a general ! 

Punt.  Prepare  then : 

And,  for  I see  your  honour  cannot  lessen. 
And  ’twerc  a shame  for  me  to  strike  a dend 
Fight  your  short  span  out.  [man, 

Axius.  No,  thou  know’st  I must  not; 

I dare  not  give  thee  so  much  ’vantage  of  mo. 
As  disobedience. 

Pont.  Dare  you  not  defend  you 
Against  your  enemy  ? 

Aldus.  Not  scut  from  Cxsnr ; 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 


I have  no  power  to  make  such  enemies: 

For,  as  I am  condemn’d,  my  naked  sword 
Stands  but  a hatchment  by  me;  only  held 
To  shew  I was  a soldier.  Had  not  Csesnr 
Chain'd  all  defence  in  this  doom,  * Let  him 
die.* 

Old  as  I am,  and  quench'd  with  scars,  and 
sorrows, 

Vet  would  I make  this  wither'd  ann  do  won- 
ders* 

And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Pont.  Then  have  at  you ; 

And  look  upon  me,  and  be  sure  you  fear  not : 
Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live, 
And  what  1 have  been  to  you  ; cry  not  * Hold/ 
Nor  think  it  base  injustice  I should  kill  you. 
sEctus.  t am  prepar’d  for  all. 

Punt.  For  now,  Aecius, 

Thou  shall  behold  and  lind  I was  no  traitor, 
And,  as  I do  it,  bless  me  ! Die  as  I do ! 

f Pont  ius  kills  himself. 
JRcius.  Thou  hast  deceiv’d  me,  Pontius, 
and  I thank  thee: 

By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  thou’rt  a Roman  ! 
Punt.  To  shew  you  what  you  ought  to  do, 
this  is  not ; 

For  Slander’s  self  would  shame  to  find  you 
coward. 

Or  willing  to  out-live  your  honesty : 

But,  noble  sir,  you  have  been  jealous  of  me, 
And  held  me  iu  the  rank  of  dangerous  persons; 
And  I must  dying  say,  it  was  but  justice. 

Ye  cast  me  from  my  credit:  Yet,  believe  me, 
(Far  there  is  nothing  now  but  truth  to  save 
me. 

And  your  forgiveness,)  tlio’  you  held  me 
heinous, 

Aud  of  a troubled  spirit,  that  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with,  you  mistook 
me : 

If  I were  foe  to  any  thing,  ’twas  ease, 

Want  of  the  soldiers' due,  the  enemy; 

The  nakedness  we  found  at  home,  and  scorn. 
Children  of  peace  and  pleasures;  no  regard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  scars,  but  how  we  got  ’em; 
To  rust}’  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up, 

And  e’en  began  to  prey  upon  our  honours  ; 
To  wants  at  home,  and  more  than  wants, 
abuses;  / 

To  them  that,  when  the  enemy  invaded, 
Made  us  their  saints,  but  now  the  sores  of 
Rome  ; 


To  silken  flattery,  and  pride  plum’d  over «, 
Forgetting  with  wbat  wind  their  feathers  sail. 
And  under  whose  protection  their  soft  plea- 
sures 

Grow'  full  and  numberless:  To  this  I’m  foe, 
Not  to  the  state,  or  any  point  of  duty. 

And,  let  me  speak  hut  wiiat  a soldier  may, 
(Truly  Fought  to  he  so,)  yet  I err’d, 

Because  a far  more  noble  sufferer 
.Skew’d  ine  the  way  to  patience,  and  I lost  it: 
This  is  tin  end  1 die,  sir  ! To  live  basely. 
And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me 
In  full  account  and  virtue,  Pontius  dare  not, 
Much  less  to  out-live  what  is  good,  and  flat- 
ter. [soldier, 

JEeius.  I want  a name  to  give  thy  virtue. 
For  only  good  is  far  below  thee,  Pontius; 
The  gods  shall  find  thee  one!  Th’hast  fa- 
shion’d death 

In  such  an  excellent  and  beauteous  manner, 
I wonder  men  can  live ! Canst  thou  speak 
once  more  ? 

For  thy  words  arc  such  harmony,  a soul 
Would  cliuse  to  fly  to  Heaven  iu. 

Pont.  A farewell  «6. 

Good  noble  general,  your  hand  ! Forgive  me; 
And  think  whatever  was  displea>ing  you. 
Was  none  of  mine.  You  cannot  live. 

JEcius.  I will  not  I 
Yet  one  word  more. 

Pont.  Die  nobly!  Rome,  farewell ! 

And,  Valentinian,  fall ! th'  hast  broke  thy 
basis. 

In  joy  you’ve  given  me  a quiet  death  : 

I would  strike  more  wounds,  if  I had  more 
breath.  [Dies. 

JEtius.  Is  there  an  hour  of  goodness  be* 
yond  this  ? 

Or  any  man  would  out-live  such  a dying  ? 
Would  Cfcsar  double  all  my  honours  on  tne, 
And  stick  me  o’er  with  favours, like,  a mistress. 
Yet  would  I grow  to  this  man  ! I have  lov’d. 
Hut  never  doted  on  a face  ’till  now. 

Oh,  death,  thou’rt  more  than  beauty,  and  thy 
pleasure  [me. 

Beyond  posterity  ! — Come,  friends,  and  kill 
Caesar,  be  kind,  and  send  a thousand  swords; 
The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall.  Why  stay 
ye?  [not: 

Come,  and  I’ll  kiss  your  weapons.  Fear  mo 
By  all  the  gods,  I’ll  honour  ye  for  killing  ! 
Appear,  or  thro’  the  court,  aud  world,  I’ll 
search  ye ! 


To  silken  flattery , and  pride  plain’d  over. 

Forgetting  nith  what  wind  their  feathers  loi/.]  Though  pride  plain'd  over  is  a just 
metaphor,  taken  singly,  yet  plum'd  being  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  less  vulgar,  and  per- 
f«  cdy  consistent  with  the  context,  which  the  other  is  not,  l hope  the  reader  will  permit  die 
insertion  of  it  in  the  text,  as  most  probably  the  true  reading.  Seuard. 

40  A farewell.]  The  change  of  this  substantive  into  a verb,  seems  not  only  to  make  it 
more  natural,  but  would  give  infinitely  more  dignity  in  the  action.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  therefore  omits  the  article  a;  hut  surely  the  old  reading  is  full  as  natural, 
and  perhaps  more  pathetic : * Cau  you  speak  once  more?'  4 Yes;  a farewell.  Your  hand ! 
forgive  me ! &c.’ 
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My  sword  is  gone*7.  [Throw*  it  front  Aiiw.1 
Ye’re  traitors  if  ye  spare  me,  fards  ? 
And  Ca-sarmust  consume  ye ! All  base  cow- 
l’ll follow  ye,  and,  ere  1 die,  proclaim  ye 
The  weeds  of  Italy,  the  dross  of  Nature ! 
Where  are  ye,  villains,  traitors,  slaves?  [Exit, 

Enter  Proculus , and  three  others,  running 
over  the  stage. 

Proc.  I knew 
IT  had  kill’d  the  captain. 

1.  Here’s  his  sword.  [friends. 

Proc.  Let  it  alone ; ’twill  fight  itself  else, 
Ail  hundred  men  are  not  enough  to  do  it: 

I’ll  to  the  emperor,  and  get  more  aid. 

JF.eius.  [srithin.]  None  strike  a poor  con- 
demn’d man? 

Proc.  He  is  inad : 

Shift  for  yourselves,  my  masters!  [Exeunt. 
Enter  JFcius. 

JF.eius . Then,  Aecius,  [ Takes  up  his  sword. 
See  what  thou  dar’st  thyself.  Hold,  my  pood 
sword;  [kiss  thcc. 

Thou  hast  been  kept  f rom  blood  too  long.  I ’ll 
For  thou  art  more  than  friend  now,  my  pre- 
server ! 

Shew  ine  the  way  to  happiness;  I seek  it. 
And,  all  you  great  ones,  t lint  have  fail’ll  as  I do. 
To  keep  your  memories,  and  honours  living, 
Be  present  in  your  virtues,  and  assist  me, 
That,  like  strong  Cato,  I may  put  away 
All  promises,  but  what  shall  crown  my  ashes. 
Rome,  fare  thee  well ! Stand  long,  and  know, 
to  conquer, 

Whilst  there  is  people,  and  ambition. 

Now  for  a stroke  shall  turn  me  to  a star! 

I come,  ye  blessed  spirits ! make  me  room 
To  live  forever  in  Elysium!  [ Kills  himself. 
Do  men  fear  this?  Oh,  that  posterity 
Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his 
wound, 

There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well, 

Nor  none  arc  lost,  hut  those  that  make  their 
hell  ! [Diet. 

Enter  Proculus  and  treo  others. 

1.  [vifAin]  He’s  dead;  draw  in  the  guard 
Proc.  lie’s  dead  indeed,  [again. 

And  I am  glad  he’s  gone:  He  w as  a devil ! 
His  body,  if  his  eunuchs  come,  is  theirs; 

The  emperor,  out  of  his  love  to  virtue, 

Has  giv’n  ’em  that : Let  no  man  stop  their 
entrance.  [Ejru;if. 

Enter  Phidias  and  Arctus. 

Phid.  Oh,  mv  most  noble  lord ! Look  here, 
Here’s  u sad  sight ! [Aretus; 


[Act  4.  Scene  4. 

Are.  Oh,  cruelty!  oh,  Csesar! 

Oh,  times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  de-r 
struction,  [kill’d  ? 

And  overflows  of  blood ! Wily  wast  thou 
Is  it  to  he  a just  inan  now  again, 

(As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  Nero  reign’d,) 
Only  assurance  of  his  overthrow  ? [ now, 

Phid.  It  is,  Aretus:  He  that  would  live 
Must,  like  the  toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions, 
And  grow  with  those  to  greatness.  Honest 
virtue, 

And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour, 
That  hnve  been  all  the  riches  of  the  empire, 
Now,  like  the  fearful  tokens  of  the  plague. 
Are  mere  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  ow  e 
’em.  [master! 

Arc.  Never-cnough-lamcntcd  lord ! dear 

Enter  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  shall  we  learn  to  live  like  men? 
From  whom  draw  out  our  actions  just  and 
worthy?  [goodness, 

Oh,  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thee  all 
The  great  example  of  all  equity ; 

Oh,  thou  alone  a Roman,  thou  art  perish'd, 
Faith,  fortitude,  and  constant  nobleness ! 
Weep,  Rome  ! weep,  Italy!  weep,  all  that 
kiiew  him  ! 

And  you  that  fear’d  him  as  a noble  fee, 

(If  enemies  have  honourable  tears,) 

Weep  this  decay’d  Aecius, fall’ll  and  scatter’d, 
By  foul  and  base  suggestion  ! 

Phid.  Oh,  lord  Maximus  ! 

This  was  vour  worthy  friend. 

Max.  Ike  gods  forgive  me ! — [tears ; 
Think  not  the  w'orse,  my  friends,  I shed  not 
Great  griefs  lament  within.  Yet,  now  I’ve 
found  ’em.  [women, 

’Would  I had  never  known  the  world,  nor 
Nor  what  that  cursed  name  of  honour  was, 
So  this  were  once  again  Aecius  ! 

But  I am  destin’d  to  a mighty  action. 

And  beg  my  pardon  *8,  friend ; my  vengeance 
taken,  [loss, 

I will  not  be  long  from  thee. — Ye’ve  a great 
But  bear  it  patiently  : yet,  to  say  truth, 

In  justice  ’tis  not  sufferable.  I am  next, 

And  were  it  now,  I would  he  glad  on’t. 
Friends, 

Who  shall  preserve  ye  now  ? 

Are.  Nay,  we  are  lost  too. 

Max.  I fear  ve  are;  for  likely  such  as  love 
The  man  that’s  fall’ll,  and  have  been  nou- 
rish’d by  him,  [doin. 

Do  not  stay  long  behind  : Tis  held  no  wis- 
I know  what  I must  do.  Oh,  tuy  Aecius# 
Canstthou  thus  perish, pluck’d  up  by  the  root?, 


n Mi/  srrord  it  £<>«€.]  The  directions,  T/irozrs  it  from  him , and  Takes  up  his  snnrd,  arc  now 
first  introduced : One  of  the  fugitives  snying,  (t  Here’s  his  sword,”  we  think,  sufficiently 
warrants  them,  as  well  as  “ My  sword  is  gunr,”  which  appeared  to  us  corrupt,  till  the  di- 
rections were  inserted. 

* And  beg  my  pardon. J Mr.  Seward,  without  authority  or  remark,  reads,  “ thy  pardon.”  It 
js  scarcely  necessary  to  add,  the  old  text  means,  * I beg  you,  friend,  to  grunt  me  my  pardon* 
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And  no  man  feel  thy  worthiness?  From  boys 
Tie  bred  you  both,  I think. 

Phid.  And  from  the  poorest. 

Max.  And  lov’d  ye  as  his  own? 

Are.  We  found  it,  sir. 

Mur.  Is  not  this  a loss  then? 

Phid.  Oh,  a loss  of  losses ! 

Our  lives,  and  ruin*,  of  our  families, 

Tlie  utter  being  nothin*'  of  our  names, 

Were  nothing  near  it. 

Mux . As  I take  it  too, 

He  put  ve  to  the  emperor? 

Arc.  ile  did  so. 

Mux.  And  kept  ye  still  in  credit? 

Phid.  ’Fis  most  true,  sir. 

Mur.  lie  fed  your  fathers  too,  and  made 
them  means; 

Your  sisters  he  preferr’d  to  noble  wedlocks; 
Did  he  not,  friends? 

Are.  Oh,  yes,  sir. 

Mac.  As  I take  it, 

This  worthy  man  %vould  notbenow  forgotten. 
J tell  ye,  to  ray  grief,  he  was  basely  murder’d  ; 
And  something  would  be  done,  by  those  that 
lov'd  him ; 

And  something  may  be.  Pray  stand  off  a 
little; 

Let  me  l>ewail  him  private. — Oh,  my  dear- 
est— 

Phid.  Aretus,  if  we  be  not  sudden,  he  out- 
does us; 

I know  he  points  at  vengeance;  we  are  cold 
Aud  base  ungrateful  wretches,  if  we  shun  it. 
Are  we  to  hope  for  more  rewards  or  greatness, 


Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  he  is  dead? 
Dar’st  thou  resolve? 

Arc.  Fm  perfect. 

Phid.  Then,  like  flowers 
That  grew'  together  all,  we’ll  fall  together  «*, 
And  with  us  that  tliat  bore  us : When  ’ti* 
done, 

Tire  world  shall  stile  us  two  deserving  ser- 
vants. 

I fear  lie’ll  be  before  us. 

Are.  This  night,  Phidias 

Phid.  No  more. 

Max.  Now,  worthy  friends, iVc  done  my 
mournings. 

Let’s  burn  this  noble  body : Sweets  as  many 
As  sunburnt  Meroe  breeds,  I’ll  make  a flame 
of,  [live 

Shall  reach  his  soul  in  Heav’n.  He  that  shall 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  rehearse  this  story, 
Shall  with  die  sad  discourse  oift  darken  Hea- 
ven, 

And  force  the  painful  burdens  from  the 
wombs. 

Conceiv’d  a-nevr,  with  sorrow : Ev’n  die  grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  sleeps  shall  rend  asunder. 
And  give  her  shadow  up  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  piles;  which  will  be  more,  and 
greater, 

Thau  green  Olympus,  Ida,  or  old  LnUnus 
Can  feed  with  cedar,  or  the  East  with  gums, 
Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Thessaly  with 
flowers, 

Or  willing  Ilcavcn  can  weep  for  in  her  show- 
ers. [kxeunt. 


• Phi.  77icn,  like  floorers 

Thut  grew  together  all,  we'll  full  together , 

Aud  with  us  that  that  bore  us.]  As  Phidias  and  Aretus  mean  only  their  own  deaths, 
without  a junction  with  Maxiinus,  instead  of  all  I read  still.  The  last  line  seenis  to  be 
much  more  corrupt.  They  say,  diat  that  bore  them  should  fall  with  them  ; but  /Ecius  was 
already  fallen,  and  they  would  not  call  Valentinian  the  root  or  stalk  that  bore  them,  'iliis 
chan  inter  only  belongs  to  Alcius.  I suppose  a monosyllable  lost  in  the  manuscript,  and  that 
the  iiue  there  stood  thus; 

“ And  widi  that  that  bore  us.” 

In  correcting  this,  I suppose  the  editors  to  have  repeated  the  us  when  they  should  hav# 
repeated  the  Jail  from  the  former  line.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward’s  reading  is, 

“ Then,  like  flowers 

“ That  grew  together  still,  we’ll  fall  together) 

**  Ami  Jail  with  that  that  bore  us.’’ 

Mr.  Seward’**  alteration  is  loo  violent:  From  the  turn  of  the  expression  one  might  conclude 
that  they  meant  to  declare  their  resolution  of  falling  with /Ecius,  whose  followers  they 
were:  In  which  spirit  they  immediately  subjoin* 

“ When  *tis  done, 

“ The  world  shall  stile  us  two  deserving  se  rvants.’* 

Yet  at  the  opening  of  the  next  act  Uuiy  n-appear,  having  given  the  means  of  death  both  to 
themselves  und  to  the  Emperor,  and  exhorting  each  other  to 

“ Remember  who  dies  with  thee , and  despise  death.” 

From  this  ejrcumstunce  it  sceius  probable,  that  by  fulling  with  that  that  bore  us”  they 
mean  the  Emperor. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Phidias  uith  hts  dagger  in  him,  utul 
Arctus  poisoned. 

Are.  LIE  has  his  last. 

* Phid.  Then,  come  the  worst  of  dan- 
gcr  ! 

Accius,  to  thy  soul  we  give  a Cicsar. 

Ilow  long  is't  since  you  gave  it  him  ? 

Are.  An  hour  ; [me  ! 

Mine  own  tw  o hours  before  him.  How  it  boils 
Phid.  It  was  not  to  be  cur'd,  I hope. 

Arc.  No,  Phidias; 

I dealt  above  his  antidotes:  Physicians 
May  find  the  cause,  but  wliere  the  cure  ? 

Phid.  Done  bravely ; 

W e’re  got  before  his  tyranny,  Arctus. 

Arc.  We’d  lost  our  worthiest  end  else, 
Phidias. 

Phid.  Const  thou  hold  out  a while  ? 

Are.  To  torture  him,  [yet: 

Anger  would  give  me  leave  to  live  an  age 
That  man  is  poorly  spirited,  whose  life 
Huns  in  his  blood  alone,  and  not  in's  wishes. 
And  yet  I swell  and  burn  like  flaming  F.tna; 
A thousand  new-fouud  fires  are  kindled  in  me, 
But  yet  I must  not  die  these  four  hours,  Phi- 
dias. 

Phid.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee,  and 
despise  death. 

Arc.  I need  no  exhortation : The  joy  in 
me,  [pleasure, 

Of  whut  I've  done,  and  why,  makes  poison 
And  my  most  killing  torments,  mistresses. 
For  how'  can  he  have  time  to  die,  or  pleasure, 
That  falls  as  fools  unsatisfied,  and  simple? 
Phid.  This  that  consumes  my  life,  yet 
keeps  it  in  me, 

Nor  do  I feel  the  danger  of  a dying ; 

And  if  I but  endure  to  hear  the  curses 
Of  this  fell  tyrant  dead,  I've  half  my  lieav’n. 
Arc.  Hold  thy  soul  fast  but  four  hours, 
Phidias, 

And  thou  shait  sec  to  wishes  beyond  ours, 
Nay  more,  beyond  our  meanings. 

Phid.  Thou  hast  steel’d  me. 

Farewell,  Aretus;  and  the  souls  of  good  men. 
That,  as  ours  do,  have  left  tlicir  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  virtue,  guide  our  sha- 
dows ! 

I would  not  faint  yet. 


Are.  Farewell,  Phidias ; 

And,  as  we  have  done  nobly,  cods  look  on  ns! 

[ Exeunt  severalty. 

% SCENE  H. 

Enter  Lycias  and  Procnlus. 

Lycias.  Sicker  and  sicker,  Proculus  ? 

Proc.  Oh,  Lycia*, 

What  shall  become  of  us? 'Would  we  had  died 
With  happy  Cliilax,  or  with  Balbus  bed-rid, 
And  made  too  lame  for  justice! 

Enter  Imduius. 

Licin.  The  soft  musick  ; 

And  let  one  sing  to  fasten  sleep  upon  him. 
Oh,  friends,  the  eiuperor ! 

Proc.  What  say  the  doctors  ? [soil’d, 
Licin.  For  us  a most  sad  saying;  he  is  poi- 
Beyond  all  cure  too. 

Lycius.  Who? 

Licin.  The  wretch  Aretus, 

That  most  unhappy  villain. 

Lycias . How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Licin.  lie  gave  him  drink  lust.  Let's  di- 
sperse, and  find  him; 

And  since  h'  has  open’d  misery  to  all, 

Let  it  begin  with  him  first.  Softly ; he 
slumbers.  [ Exeunt, 

Enter  Valentinian , sick  in  a chair , with 
Eudoxia , Physicians  and  Attendants. 
Musick  and  Song. 

Care-charming  Sleep,  thou  easer  of  all  woes. 
Brother  to  Dead),  sweetly  thyself  dispose 
On  this  afflicted  prince  : fall  like  a cloud, 

In  gentle  showers;  give  nothing  that  is  loud, 
Or  painful  to  his  slumbers;  easy,  sweet. 
And  as  u purling  stream,  thou  son  of  Night, 
Pass  by  Ins  troubled  senses;  sing  his  pain50, 
Like  hollow  murmuring  w ind,  cr  silver  rain. 
Into  this  prince  gently,  oh,  gently  slide. 

And  kiss  him  into  slumbers  like  a bride! 
Vat.  Oh,  gods*',  gods!  Drink,  drink! 
colder,  colder  [heart-strings! 

Than  snow  on  Scythian  mountains ! Oh,  my 
Eud.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Phys.  The  empress  speaks,  sir. 

Val.  Dying, 

Dying,  Eudoxia,  dying. 

Phys.  Good  sir,  patience. 


50  Sings  his  pain. ] First  folio.  Other  copies,  sing,  Wc  apprehend  the  true  reading  to  be 
•ither  soothe  or  * suage . 

S'  OA,  gods,  &C.J  This  deserves  to  be  compared  w ith  the  celebrated  poisoning-scene  in 
King  Jolm,  to  which  however  it  will  hardly  be  deemed  equal.  In  another  play,  A Wife  lor 
a Month,  the  render  will  find  our  Authors  again  emulating  Shakespeare  on  the  same  subject1, 
and  wc  think  with  greater  success.  R. 

The  similarity  ol  these  several  passages  is  mentioned  by  Mr.  Seward  in  bis  Preface. 
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Act  y Scene  2.j 


End.  What  have  vou  given  him? 

Vhf%.  Precious  things,  dear  lady, 

We  hope  shall  comfort  him.  ' 

Val.  Oh,  flatter'd  fool,  [doxin  ! 

See  what  thy  god-lieiid's  come  to  ! Oh,  Eu- 
Eud.  ( )h,  patience,  patience,  sir. 

Fat.  Dnnuhitis 

I'll  have  brought  thro’  my  body 

End.  Gods,  give  comfort ! 

Vat.  And  Volga,  on  whose  face  the  North 
wind  freezes. 

I am  m hundred  hells  *3!  an  hundred  piles 
Already  to  my  funeral  are  flaming! 

Shall  1 not  drink  ? 

Eht/s.  You  must  not,  sir. 

Vat.  By  Heav'n, 

I’ll  let  my  breath  out,  that  shall  burn  ye  nil, 
If  ye  deny  me  longer!  Tempests,  blow  me! 
And  inundations  that  have  drunk  up  king- 
doms, [villain? 

Flow  over  me,  mid  quench  me!  Where's  the 
Ami  immortal  now,  yc  slaves?  By  Numa, 
If  he  do  ’scape — Oh  ! Oh! 

End.  Dear  sir  ! 

Vat.  Like  Nero, 

But  for  more  terrible  and  full  of  slaughter. 
I’th’  midst  of  all  toy  flames,  I'll  fire  the  em- 
pire ! 

A thousand  funs,  a thotwuni  fans  to  cool  me  ! 
Invite  the  gentle  winds,  Kudoxiu. 

End.  Sir ! 

Vat.  Oh,  do  not  flutter  me;  1 am  but  flesh, 
A man,  a mortal  nmn.  Drink,  drink,  yc 
dunces ! [scrapings, 

What  can  yom^doses  now  do,  and  your 
Your  oils,  and  Miihridatcs?  If  I do  dir, 

You  only  wurjls  of  health,  and  nuincsof  sick- 
ness. 

Finding  iu>  true  disease  in  man  hut  money, 
That  talk  yourselves  into  revenues — oil ! — 
And,  ere  you  kdl  your  patients,  l*cggar  Yin, 
i’il  have  ye  flcu’d  and  dried  ! 

Enter  Proculus  and  IJcinius , with  Are t us. 
Proc.  The  villain,  sir ; 

The  most  accursed  wretch. 

Vat.  Be  gone,  my  queen  ; 

This  is  no  sight  for  thcc:  Go  to  the  vestals, 
Cast  holy  incense  in  the  fire,  and  offer 
One  powerful  sacrifice  to  free  thy  Caesar. 
Proc.  Go,  go,  and  be  happy.  [Exit  Ekd. 
Are.  Go;  but  give  no  case. 

The  coils  have  set  tjiy  last  hour,  Vaicntiniau ; 
Thou  art  but  man,  a bad  man  too,  a lienst. 
And  like  a sensual  Moody  tiling  thou  diest ! 
Proc.  Oh,  cursed  traitor! 

Are.  Curse  yourselves,  ye  flatterers, 

And  howl  your  miseries  to  come, ye  wretches ! 
You  taught  him  to  be  poison'd. 


Vat.  Yet  no  comfort  ? [the caries; 

Are.  Be  not  abus'd  with  priests,  nor  7po- 
Thcy  cannot  help  thee : Thou  hast  now  to  live 
A short  half-hour,  no  more;  and  I,  ten  ini- 
I gave  thee  poison  tor  Aecius*  sake,  [nuU-s. 
Such  a destroying  poison  would  kill  Nature; 
And,  for  thou  slmit  not  die  alone,  I took  it. 
If  mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  this  murder, 
No  more  to  people  earth  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  Time  dip'd  for  ever.  Reason  lost, 

In  what  I had  attempted,  yet,  oh,  Ctesar, 

To  purchase  fair  revenge,  I’d  poison'd  them 
too. 

Vat.  Oh,  villain  !— I grow  hotter,  hotter. 
Are.  Yes;  [now 

But  not  near  my  heat  yet.  What  thou  fcci’st 
(Mark  me  with  horror,  Casar)  are  but  embers 
Of  lust  and  lechery  thou  hast  committed; 
But  there  be  flames  of  murder! 

Val.  Fetch  out  tortures. 

Are.  Do,  and  I'll  flatter  thee;  nay  m ire. 
I'll  love  thee. 

Thy  tortures,  to  what  now  I suffer,  Cesar, 
At  which  thou  must  arrive  too, ere  thou  diest. 
Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth,  than 
laughter. 

Val.  Let  ’em  alone.  I must  drink. 

Arc.  Now  l>e  mad; 

Bui  not  near  inc  yet. 

Vat.  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me  ! 

Hold  me,  or  1 shall  burst  else  I 
Are.  See  me,  Ctesar,  [murder. 

And  see  to  what  thou  must  come  for  thy 
Millions  of  women’s  labours,  all  disease* — - 
Vut.  Ob,  my  afflicted  soul  too! 

Are.  W omeu’s  fears,  horrors,  [breeds— 
Do  pairs,  and  all  the  plagues  the  hot  sun 
Val.  Aecius,  oh,  Aldus  ! Oh,  Lucina! 
Arc.  Are  but  uiy  torments'  shadows  ! 

Vat.  Hide  me,  mountains ! 

The  gods  have  found  my  sius.  Now  break! 

Are.  Not  yet,  sir; 

Thou  hast  u pull  beyond  all  these. 

Vut.  Oh,  hell! 

Oil,  villain,  cursed  villain  ! 

Are.  Ob,  brave  villain ! 

My  poison  dances  in  me  at  this  deed  ! 

Now,  Caesar,  now  Ixdiold  me ; this  is  torment, 
And  this  is  thine  before  thou  diest : I’m 
wildfire! 

The  brazen  hull  of  Plmlaris  was’feigu'd, 

The  miseries  of  souls  despising  Ueav’u, 

But  emblems  of  my  torment [me! 

Val  Oh,  quench  me,  quench  me,  quench 
Are.  Fire  a flattery. 

And  all  the  poets’  tales  of  sad  Avcmus, 

To  my  pains,  less  than  fictions.  Yet,  to 
shew  thee  [ter. 

What  constant  love  I bore  my  murder'd  mas- 


s’ / find  an  hundred  hells.}  The  old  folio  reads, 

“ I and  sui  hundred  hells.” 

The  late  editions  change  ! this  into  good  sense;  but  seem  to  have  fallen  much  short  of  the 
spirit  and  energy  of  the  true  reading, 

“ I uni  an  hundred  hells.*7  Scu  urd. 
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Like  n South  wind  Pre  sung  thro*  all  these 
tempests.  [monster ! 

My  heart,  my  wither'd  heart!  Fear,  fear,  thou 
Fear  the  j ust  gods ! I have  my  pence  ! [ Dies. 
Val.  More  drink ! 

A thousand  April  showers  fall  in  iny  bosom! 
How  dare  ye  let  me  Ik*  tormented  thus? 
Away  with  that  prodigious  body  *3.  Gods, 
Gods,  let  me  ask  ye  what  I am,  ye  lay 
All  your  inflictions  on  me?  Hear  me,  hear  rne! 
I do  confess  I am  a ravishcr, 

A murderer,  a hated  Ca»sar:  Ob  ! [tars, 

Are  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  al- 
The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  sacrifice, 

And,  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thousand 
captives,  [cense? 

To  purge  those  sins,  but  I must  make  the  in- 
I do  despise  ye  nil ! ye  have  nb  mercy, 

And  wanting  that,  ye  arc  no  gods ! Your 

parole  [ful. 

Is  only  preach’d  abroad  to  make  fools  fear- 
And  women  made  of  awe,  believe  your 
Hcav’n  ! 

Oh,  torments,  torments,  torments  ! Pains 

above  pains! 

If  ye  be  any  thing  but  dreams,  and  ghosts, 
And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  tilings  mortal ; 
Have  in  yourselves  times  past,  to  come,  and 
present;  [’em, 

Fashion  the  soulsoftr.cn,  and  make  flesh  for 
Weigl  ling  our  fates  and  fortunes  beyond  rea- 
son ; [giveness! 

"Be  more  than  all,  ye  gods  *•,  great  in  fur- 
Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  anger, 
For  you  are  tilings,  men  teach  us,  without 
passions.  [me! 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in!  Oh,  save 
Hut  *o  much  perfect  time  ye  make  a oul  in, 
Take  this  destruction  from  me! — No,  ye 
cannot; 

The  more  I would  believe  ye,  more  I suffer. 
My  brains  are  ashes!  now  my  heart,  my 
eyes!  Friends, 

I go,  1 eo  ! More  air,  more  air!  — I’m  mor- 
tal ! [ Dies. 

Prvc.  Take  in  the  body.  Oh,  T.icimus, 
The  misery  that  we  are  left  to  suffer! 

No  pity  shall  find  us. 

J.icin.  Our  lives  deserve  none. 

’Would  I were  chain’d  again  to  slavery, 
With  any  hope  of  life! 

Proc . A quiet  grave, 

Or  a consumption  now,  Licinius,  [thing. 
That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill,  were  some- 
Lie  in.  Let’s  make  our  best  use;  we  have 
money,  Proculus, 

And  if  that  cannot  save  us,  we  have  swords. 


Proc . Yes,  but  we  dar<?  not  die. 

Licin.  I had  forgot  that. 

There’s  other  countries  then. 

Proc.  But  the  same  hate  still, 

Of  what  we  are. 

Licin.  Think  any  thing  ; I'll  follow. 

Enter  a Messenger. 

Proc.  How  now?  what  news? 

Mess.  Shift  for  yourselves;  ye’re  ost  else. 
The  soldier  is  in  anus,  for  great  Aecius,  [’em. 
And  rheir  lieutenant-general,  that  stopp’d 
Cut  in  a thousand  pieces : They  march  hither. 
Beside,  the  women  of  the  town  have  mur- 
der’d 

Phorba  and  loose  Ardelia,  Ciesar’s  *hc-bawds. 
Licin.  Then  here’s  no  staying,  Proculus  ! 
Proc.  Oh,  Caesar, 

That  we  had  never  known  thy  lusts ! Let’s  fly. 
And  where  we  find  no  woman’s  man  let’s 
die.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE,  III. 

Enter  Muximns. 

Mor.  Gods,  whuta  sluice  of  Mood  have  I 
let  open ! 

My  happy  ends  are  come  to  birth ; he’s  dead. 
And  I reveng’d  ; the  empire’s  all  a-lire. 

And  desolation  every  where  inhabits. 

And  shall  I live,  that  am  the  author  of  it, 
To  know  Rome,  from  the  awe  o’  th*  world, 
the  pity  ? [ing; 

My  friends  are  gone  before  too,  of  my  send- 
And  shall  I stay  ? is  ought  rise  to  be  liv’d  for  ? 
Is  there  another  friend,  another  w ife, 

Or  any  third,  holds  half  their  worthiness, 

To  linger  here  alive  for?  Is  not  Virtue, 

In  their  two  everlasting  souls,  departed? 

And  in  their  bodies’ first  flame  flea  tolleav’n? 
Can  auy  man  discover  this,  and  love  me  ? 
For,  tbo’  iny  justice  were  as  white  ns  Truth, 
My  way  was  crooked  to  it;  that  condemns 
And  now,  Aecius,  and  my  honour’d  lady.  [me. 
That  were  preparers  to  my  restand  quiet, 
The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Elysium; 

You  that  but  stept  before  me,  on  assurance 
I would  not  leave  your  friendship  unre- 
warded ; 

First  smile  upon  the  sacrifice  I’ve  sent  ye, 
Then  see  me  coming  boldly! — Stay;  I’m 
foolish,  [tion ; 

Somewhat  too  sudden  to  mine  own  dcslruc- 
This  great  end  of  my  vengeance  may  grow 
greater : 

Why  may  not  I be  Caesar?  Yet  no  dying  : 
Why  should  not  I catch  at  it?  Fools  and 
children  [tain’d  it. 

Have  hud  that  strength  before  me,  and  ob- 


43  Away  with  that  prodigious  body.]  Thus  read  all  the  editions;  but  as  there  seems  no 
cause  for  applying  the  epithet  prodigious  to  the  body  of  Arctus,  it  is  probable  that  this  read- 
ing is  corrupt,  and  that  the  original  was  perfidious. 

44  Be  more  than  nil  the  gods,  great  in  forgiveness.]  If  this  be  the  true  reading,  the  sense 
seems  very  obscure ; but  the  slight  change  1 have  made  will  clear  it : 

‘ Be  more  than  all,  ye  dods.’ 

».  e.  If  you  are  great  in  creating  and  governing  us,  be  greater  still  in  forgiving  us.  Seward. 
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And,  a*  the  danger  stands,  my  reason  bids 
me; 

I  will,  I dare.  My  dear  friends,  pardon  me ; 
I nm  not  fit  to  die  yet,  if  not  Casar. 

Tin  sure  the  soldier  loves  me,  and  the  people, 
And  I will  forward;  and,  as  goodly  cedars, 
ftent  from  Oeta  by  a sweeping  tempest, 
Jointed  again,  and  made  tall  masts,  defy 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  ’em,  so  will  I 
New-piccr  nL'ain,  above  the  fate  of  women, 
And  made  more  perfect  far,  than  growing 
private. 

Stand  and  defy  bad  fortunes.  If  I rise, 

My  wife  was  ravish’d  well : If  then  I fall, 
My  great  attempt  honours  my  funeral. 

[£r/l. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  three  Senators  and  Afranius. 

1  Sen.  Guard  all  the  posterns  to  the  camp, 
Afranius, 

And  sec  ’em  fast ; we  shall  be  rifled  else. 
Thou  art  an  honest  and  a worthy  captain. 

S Sen.  Promise  the  soldier  any  tiling. 

3 Sen.  Speak  gently, 

And  tell  ’em  we  are  now  in  council  for  ’em, 
Labouring  to  chuse  a Ca»sar  fit  for  them, 

A soldier,  nnd  a giver. 

1 Sen.  Tell  'em  further, 

Their  free  and  liberal  voices  shall  go  with  us. 

2 Sen.  Nay  more,  a negative  (say)  we  allow 

’em. 

3 Sen.  And  if  our  choice  displease  'em, 
they  shall  name  him. 

T Sen.  Promise  three  donatives,  and  large, 
Afranius.  [foes, 

2 Sen.  And,  C'a*5ar  once  elected,  present 
With  distribution  of  all  necessaries, 

Corn,  wine  nnd  oil. 

3 Sen.  New  garments,  and  new  arms. 
And  equal  portions  of  the  provinces 

To  them,  and  to  their  families  for  ever. 

1  Sen.  And  see  the  city  strengthen'd. 

A/r.  I shall  do  it.  [Exit. 


2 Sett.  Seuipronius,  these  arc  woful  times. 

3 Sen.  Oh,  Brutus, 

We  want  thy  honesty  again  : These  Caesars, 
Wlmt  noble  consuls  cor  with  blood,  in  blood 
Consume  ncaiu  and  scatter. 

1 Sen,  Which  way  shall  we?  [on. 

2 Sen.  Not  niiy  way  of  safety  I can  think 

3 Sen.  Now  go  out  wives  to  ruin,  nnd  our 
And  we  beholders,  Fulvius.  [daughters, 

1 St  n.  Every  thing 

Is  every  man's  that  will. 

2 Sen.  The  vestals  now 

Must  only  feed  the  soldier's  fire  of  lust, 

And  sensual  gods  he  glutted  with  those  offer- 
ings ; 

Age,  like  the  hidden  bowels  of  the  earth, 
Opcn’<l  w ith  swords  for  treasure.  Gods  de- 
fend us  ! 

We’re  chaff  before  their  fury  else. 

1 Sen.  Away, 

Let's  to  the  temple1?. 

2 Sen.  To  the  cupitoi ; [cn'd. 

'Tis  not  a time  to  pray  now ; let’s  be  strength- 

Enter  Afranius. 

3 Sen.  TIow  now,  Afranius?  What  good 

AJ'r.  A Cassar  ! [news  ? 

1 Sen.  Oh,  who  ? 

A/r.  Lord  Maxiinns  is  w ith  the  soldier, 
And  all  the  camp  rings,  * Ctesar,  Ca*sar, 
Csrsor!'  [nour. 

He  forc’d  the  empress  with  him,  for  more  ho- 

2 Sen.  A happy  choice : Let’s  meet  him. 

3 Sen.  Blessed  fortune  ! 

1 Sen.  Away,  away ! Make  room  there, 
room  there,  room ! 

[ Exeunt  Senators.  Flourish. 
[OTMift.]  Lord  Maximus  is Caesar,  Ca*sar, 
Hail,  Cassar  Maximus ! [Ca*sar! 

Afr.  Oh,  turning  people ! 

Oh,  people  excellent  in  war,  and  govern’d  j 
In  peaceinore  raging  than  the  furious  North**, 
Whe  n he  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  makes  him 
brine, 


** 1 hurt  the  furious  North , 

When  he  ploughs  up  the  sea,  and  makes  him  hrinc.]  Mr.  Sympson  tells  me,  that  this  pas- 
sage purzlc-d  him  even  to  vexation;  and  something  like  it  happened  to  me.  in  conclusion, 
we  both  retain  the  old  reading,  but  differ  toto  ceeto  in  the  explanation,  lie  says,  brine  in  the 
Saxon  signifies Jire,  nnd,  allowing  therefore  its  genuine  signification,  that  the  sentiment  is 
noble.  I think  his  solution  extremely  ingenious,  but  that  our  Authors  would  not  use  a common 
word  and  apply  it  to  its  common  subject,  (as  brine  was  as  much  used  in  their  age  for  sea- 
water, as  it  is  at  present)  and  design  it  to  (^understood  in  its  old  and  to  tally-obsolete  signi- 
fication. I therefore,  though  perhaps  from  self-partiality,  prefer  the  solution  which  occurred 
to  me  before  i received  tins.  Every  one  knows  that  the  spray  of  the  sea  in  stonnv  weather 
tinges  the  w hole  incumbent  atmosphere,  nnd  makes  it  taste  salt  and  briny.  I suppose,  there- 
fore, the  Poets  by  a small  grammatical  inaccuracy  to  have  made  the  relative  him  in  the  last 
line  relate  to  the  Nurlh-zoind,  and  not  to  its  immediate  antecedent  the  sen ; so  that  the 
sense  will  then  be  full  as  nervous  and  poetical.  4 More  raging  rlutn  the  North-wind,  when 
he  ploughs  tip  the  sea,  and  turns  himself  and  the  whole  air  into  brine  Seward. 

These  gentlemen  have  goue  * about  it,  and  about  it,'  for  uncouth  allusions,  w hen  it  re- 
quired a deal  of  ingenuity  to  overlook  the  Poets'  meaning.  The  sea  is  the  antecedent  to  him. 
Every  one  knows  that  strong  winds  (assisted  by  the  sun)  p.  odurc  brine : Afranius, therefore, 
by  a fine  rhetorical  figure,  says,  ‘ The  people  are  more  raging  than  the  North-wind,  even 
* wlien  he  is  so  furious  as  to  render  the  whole  sea  brine.1 
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Or  the  loud  falls  of  Nile.  I must  give  way, 
Altho*  I neither  love  nor  hoped  this**; 

Or,  like  a rotten  bridge  that  dares  a current 
When  he  is  sweli'd  and  high,  crack  and  fare- 
well ®. 

Enter  Maximus , Eudaxia , Senators , and  Sol- 
Jut  s. 

Sev . Room  for  the  emperor  ! 

Sold.  Long  life  to  Ca*s«r! 

Afr.  Hail,  Ca?sar  Ad  ax  im  us  ! 

Mux.  Your  hand,  Afranius. 

Lead  to  the  pniacc;  there  my  thanks,  in  ge- 
neral, 

I'll  shower  among  ye  all.  Gods,  give  me  life, 
First  to  defend  the  empire,  then  you,  fathers. 
And,  valiant  friends,  the  heirs  of  strength 
and  virtue, 

The  rainpiers  of  old  Rome,  of  us  the  refuge, 
To  you  I open  this  day  all  I have, 

Even  all  the  hazard  that  luy  youth  hath  pur- 
chas’d ; 

Yc  are  ray  children,  family,  and  friends, 
And  ever  so  respected  shall  he. — Forward. 
There’s  a proscription  **,  grave  Scmpronius, 
’Gainst  all  the  flatterers,  and  lazy  bawds, 
Ix'd  loose-liv’d  Valenti. :ian  to  his  vires  : 

See  it  effected.  [Flourish. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Caesar  ! 

Sold.  Make  room  for  Cicsar  there ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Afr. 
Afr.  Thou  hast  my  fears. 

But  Valentiuian  keeps  my  vows.  Oh,  gods! 
Why  do  we  like  to  Iced  the  greedy  ravin 
Of  these  blown  men,  that  must,  before  they 
stand. 

And  fix  in  eminence,  cast  life  on  life, 

And  trench  thei^  safeties  in  with  wounds, 
and  bodies? 

Well,  froward  Rome,  thou  wilt  grow  weak 
with  changing, 

And  die  without  an  heir,  that  lov’st  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  sons.  For  me, 

I only  live  to  find  an  enemy.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Patilus  and  Lieippus. 

Pau.  When  is  the  inauguration  ? 

Lieippus.  Why,  to-morrow. 

Pau.  ’Twill  be  short  time. 


[Act  5.  Scene  5. 

Lieippus.  Any  device  that’s  handsome, 

A Cupid,  or  the  god  o*  th’  place,  will  do  it, 
Where  he  must  take  the  fusees. 

Pan.  Or  a Grace. 

Lieippus.  A good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 
J'au.  Let  me  sec ; 

Will  not  his  name  y it  Id  something?  Maximus, 
By  tli’  way  of  anagram?  I’ve  found  out  axu; 
You  know  he  hears  the  empire. 

Lieippus.  Get  him  wheels  too; 

Tw  ill  be  a cruel  cuiriugc  else. 

Pau . Some  songs  too? 

Lieippus.  By  any  means,  some  songs  ; but 
very  short  ones,  [iug. 

And  honest  language,  Paul  us,  without  burst- 
The  air  will  fall  the  sweeter. 

Pau.  A Grace  must  do  it. 

Lieippus.  W by,  let  a Grace  then. 

Pau.  Yes,  it  must  be  so  ; 

And  in  a robe  of  blue  too,  ns  I take  it. 
Lieippus.  This  poet  is  a little  kin  to  th’ 
painter 

That  could  paint  nothing  hut  a ramping  lion; 
So  all  his  learned  fancies  aie  Blue  Graces. 

[Aside. 

Pau.  What  think  you  of  a sea-nymph? 
and  a Hcuvcn  ? 

Lieippus.  Why,  what  should  she  do  there, 
tnun  ? There’s  no  wafer. 

Pau.  By  th’  mass,  that’s  true  ; it  must  le 
a Gruce ; and  yet, 

Mcthinks,  a rainbow 

Lieippus.  And  in  blue? 

Pau.  Oh,  yes!  [cHc 

Hanging  in  arch  above  him,  and  i’  th’mid- 
Lieippus.  A shower  of  rain  ? 

Pau.  No,  no;  it  must  be  a Grace. 
Lieippus.  Why  prithee  grace  him  then. 
Pau.  Or  Orpheus, 

Coming  from  hell 

Lieippus.  In  blue  too? 

Puu . Tis  the  Letter: 

And,  ns  he  rises,  full  of  fires 

Lieippus . Now  bless  us  ! 

Will  not  that  spoil  his  lute-strings,  Paulus? 
Pau . .Singing, 

And  crossing  of  his  onus 

Lieippus.  How  can  he  play  then? 

Puu.  It  shall  be  a Grace  ; I'll  do  it. 
Lieippus.  Prithee  do,  [siblc. 

And  with  as  good  a grace  us  thou  cunst  pos- 


**  Hope  this.]  Former  editions.  Sucard . 

w that  dares  a current , 

When  he  is  seeell'd  and  high  crackt,  andfarnerl.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

& There's  a prescription.]  Former  editions,  corrected  by  all  the  three.  Sitrurd. 

Were  it  fact,  that  pi  f script  ion  was  the  reading  of  the  ‘former  editions,’  it  would  not 
have  required  any  great  ingenuity  in  * all  the  three,*  to  have  seen  that  it  should  be  proscrip- 
tion; winch  word,  however,  appears  in  the  second  folio.  In  the  same  style,  we  are  told, 
that  the  former  editions  read  (p.  280,  line  33)  here  instead  of  heard ; (p.  281,  last  line  but 
one)  clad  instead  of  call'd;  (p.  286,  lint*  33)  vain  of' filing  in  si  cad  of  vein  of  fiddling  ; 
(p.  33 1, line  11  )ground  instead  of  groan'd ; (p.  356,  line  5)  thy  lift  instead  of  thyself';  and  that 
the  proper  words  have  been  inserted  or  proposed  by  one  or  other  of  * the  three,  though  the 
second  folio  has  the  true  reading  in  every  one  if  iliac  instances * and  both  folios  in  some  if 
than  ! ! ! 
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Good  Fury  Paulus!  Be  i*  th'  morning  with 
me ; 

And  pray  take  measure  of  his  mouth  that 
speaks  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL 

Enter  Maximus  and  Eudoxia. 

Max.  Come,  my  best-lov'd  Eudoxia. — Let 
the  soldier  [for; 

Want  neither  wine,  nor  any  thing  he  rails 
And  when  the  senate’s  ready,  give  us  notice. 

In  the  mean  time,  leave  us. 

Oh,  my  dear  sweet ! 

Eud.  Is’t  possible  vour  Grace 
Should  undertake  suefi  dangers  for  my  beauty, 
If*  it  were  excellent? 

Max.  By  Hcuv'ii,  'tis  all 
The  world  has  left  to  brag  of! 

Eud.  Can  u face 

Lons  since  bequeath'd  to  wrinkles  with  ray 
sorrows, 

I»ng  since  r;w*d  out  o*  th’  book  of  youth  and 
pleasure. 

Have  power  to  make  the  strongest  man  o’  th’ 
empire,  [woman, 

Niy,  die  most  stay’d,  and  knowing  what  is 
The  greatest  aim  of  perfectness  men  liv’d  by, 
The  most  true,  constant  lover  of  bis  wedlock. 
Such  a still-blowiug  beauty  earth  was  proud 
]/>?e  such  a noble  wife,  and  wilfully  ? [of, 
Himself  prepare  the  way  ? nay,  make  the 
Did  you  not  tell  me  so  ?_  [rape  ? 

Afar.  Tis  true,  Eudoxia. 

Eud . Lav  desolate  his  dearest  piece  of 
friendship, 

Break  his  strong  helm  he  steer’d  by,  sink 
that  virtue,  [us, 

That  valour,  that  even  all  the  gods  can  give 
Without  whom  lie  was  nothing,  with  whom 
worthiest ; 

Nay  more,  arrive  at  Cwsar,  and  kill  him  too. 
And  for  inv  sake  ? Either  you  love  too  dearly, 
Or  deeply  you  dissemble,  sir. 

Mux.  I do  so;  [do: 

And,  'till  I am  more  strengthen’d,  so  I must 
Yet  'would  my  joy  and  wine  had  fashion’d  out 
Some  safer  lie  ! [. Aside .] — Can  these  things 
be,  Eudoxia, 

And  I dissemble  ? Can  there  be  but  goodness, 
And  only  thine,  dear  Indy  ; any  end, 

Any  imagination  hut  a lost  one,  Due  ! 

Why  I should  run  tins  hazard  ? Oh,  thou  vir- 
Were  it  to  do  again,  and  Valent. man 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  sinful  Valentinian, 
In  whom  thou  wert  set,  as  pearls  are  in  salt 
* oysters, 

As  roses  are  in  rank  weeds,  I would  find 
Yet  to  thy  sacred  self  a dearer  danger: 

The  gods  know  how  I honour  thee ! 

» — — — — be  sure 


End.  What  love,  sir, 

Cau  ! return  for  ibis,  hut  my  obedience? 

My  life,  if  so  you  please,  and  *tis  too  litttle. 
Mar.  Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 
Eud.  From  this  hour, 

The  sorrows  for  iny  dead  lord,  fare  ye  we  11 ! 
My  liviug  lord  has  dried  ye.  And,  in  token 
As  emperor  this  day  1 honour  you. 

And  the  great  caster-new  of  all  my  wishes, 
The  wreath  of  living  laurel,  that  must  com- 
pass 

That  sacred  head,  Eudoxia  makes  for  Ca**»ar. 
I am,  inetliiuks,  too  much  in  Jove  with  for- 
tune ; 

But  with  you,  ever  royal  sir,  my  maker, 

The  once-inorc-summer  of  me,  mere  in  lovt 
Is  poor  expression  of  my  doting. 

Max.  Sw  eetest ! 

Eud.  Now,  of  my  troth,  you  have  bought 
me  dear,  sir. 

Max . No, 

Had  I at  loss  of  mankind. 

Enter  a Messenger. 

Eud.  Now-  you  flatter. 

Mess.  The  senate  waits  your  Grace. 

Max.  Let  ’em  come  on, 

Ami  in  a full  form  bring  the  ceremony. 

This  day  I am  your  servant,  dear,  and  proudly 
I’ll  wear  your  honour’d  favour. 

Eud.  May  it  prove  so!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIT. 

Enter  Paulus  and  Licipput . 
Eicippvs.  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 

Pau.  Tis  done. 

I.icippus.  Who  speaks? 

Pau.  A boy. 

Eicippvs.  A dainty  blue  boy,  Paulus  ? 
Puu.  Yes. 

Licippus.  Have  you  view’d 
The  w ork  above  ? 

Pan.  Jfes;  and  all  up,  and  ready. 
Licippus.  The  empress  docs  y#u  simp!# 
honour,  Paulus; 

The  wreath  your  Blue  Grace  must  present, 
she  made. 

But,  hark  you,  for  the  soldiers? 

Puu.  That’s  done  too  : 

I’ll  bring  ’em  in,  I warrant  you. 

Licippus.  A (./race  too  ? 

Puu.  The  same  Grace  serves  for  both, 
Licippus.  About  it  then. 

I must  to  th* cup-board  ; and  * be  sure,  good 
Paulus,  [cleanly. 

Your  Grace  be  fasting,  that  he  may  hang 
If  there  should  need  another  voice,  what 
Pau.  I’ll  hang  another  Grace  in.  [then  ? 
Licippus.  Grace  be  with  you  ! [ Exeunt. 


Your  grace  be  Jesting,  that  he  may  hang  cleanly.]  This  probabl  v refers  to  n custom  of 
suspending  their  gods,  goddesses,  graces,  btc.  in  ropes,  which  might  make  the  caution  of 
Wing  fasting  in  order  to  hang  cleanly,  perfectly  necessary  and  very  humorous.  Scuurd. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  3. 


SCENE  Vlir. 

A tynncl,  with  trumpets : A banquet  pre- 
pared, with  um sick. 

Enter , in  state , Murium*,  Eudnxia , Senators, 
Gentlemen,  awl  Soldiers,  rods  and  axes 
borne  before  them. 

3 Sen . Hail  to  thy  imperial  honour,  sacred 
Ctesar ! 

And  from  the  old  Rome  take  these  wishes. 
You  holy  gods  that  hitherto  have  held. 

As  Justice  hold.**  her  bnllance,  equal  pois’d, 
This  glory  of  our  nation,  this  full  lloinltn, 
And  made  him  lit  for  what  lie  is,  confirm  him ! 
Look  on  this  son,  oh,  Jupiter,  our  helper, 
And,  Romulus  thou  father  of  our  honour, 
Preserve  him  like  thyself,  just,  valiant,  noble, 
A lover  and  eiicreaser  of  his  people  ! 

Jjt»t  him  begin  with  Niiinu,  stand  with  Cato, 
The  first  five  years  of  Nero  he  his  wishes, 

( i ivc  him  the  ace  and  fortune  of  Eiuilius, 
And  his  whole  reign,  renew  a great  Augustus ! 

SON  O. 

Honour,  that  is  ever  living, 

Honour,  that  is  ever  giving. 

Honour,  that  sees  all,  and  knows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man,  and  flows; 
Honour,  that  rewards  the  best, 

Si  ads  thee  thy  rich  labour’s  rest ; 

Thou  hast  studied  still  to  please  her. 
Therefore  now  she  rails  thee  Cssar. 
Chorus.  Hail,  bail.  Osar,  bail,  and  stand, 
And  thy  name  out-live  I he  land  ! 
Noble  fathers,  to  Ins  brows 
Hmd  this  wreath,  with  thousand  vows ! 

All.  Stand  to  eternity  ! 

Mar.  I thank  ye,  fathers; 

And  as  1 rule,  nmv  it  still  grow  or  wither ! 
Now,  to  the  banquet;  ye  are  nil  my  guests  ; 
This  day  be  liberal,  friends ; to  wiuc  we  give 
it,’  [beauty. 

And  smiling  pleasures.  Sit,  my  queen  of 
Fathers,  your  places.  These  arc  fair  wars, 
soldiers, 

And  thus  I give  the  first  charge  to  ye  nil. 
You  are  my  second,  sweet.  To  every  cup, 

J add  unto  the  senate  a new  honour, 

And  to  the  sons  of  Mars  a donative*. 

SONG. 

God  Lyteus,  ever  young®0, 

Ever  honour’d,  ever  sung ; 

Stain’d  with  blood  of  lusty  grapes. 

In  u thousand  lusty  shapes, 


Dance  upon  the  mazer’s  brim®*, 

In  the  crimson  liquor  swim ; 

From  tby  plenteous  baud  divine 
Let  a river  run  with  wine. 

God  of  youth,  let  this  day  here 
Enter  neither  care  nor  fear ! 

Buy.  Bcllona’s  seed,  the  glory  of  old 
Home, 

Envy  of  conquer’d  nations,  nobly  cotne, 
And,  to  the  fulness  of  your  wnrlike  noise, 
Let  your  feet  move ; make  up  this  hour  of 
joys. 

Come,  come,  I say;  range  your  fair  troop 
at  large, 

And  your  high  measure  turn  into  a charge. 

3 Sen.  The  emperor’s  grown  heavy  with 
his  wine. 

Afr.  The  senate  stays,  sir,  for  your  thanks. 

3 Sen.  Great  C;e$ar! 

End.  I have  my  wish  ! 

Afr.  Wili’t  please  your  grace  speak  to  him? 

End . Yes  ; but  he  will  uot  hear,  lords. 

3 Sen.  Stir  him,  Lucius; 

The  senate  must  have  thanks. 

2 Sen.  Your  Grace!  Sir!  Cirsar!  [dead! 

End.  Y)id  I not  tell  you  he  was  well  ? He’s 

3 Sen.  Dead  ? Treason  ! guard  the  court ! 
let  no  man  pass  ! 

Soldiers,  your  Caesar’s  murder’d. 

Eud.  Make  no  tumult, 

Nor  arm  the  court ; ye  have  his  killer  with 
ye,  [mg: 

And  the  just  cause,  if  ye  can  stay  the  liear- 
I was  his  death  ! That  wreath  that  made  him 
11ns  made  him  earth.  [Cesar, 

Sold.  Cut  her  in  thousand  pieces  ! 

End.  Wise  man  would  know  the  reason 
first.  To  die 

Is  that  I wish  for,  Ilomnns.  and  your  swords 
The  readiest  way  of  death  * : Yet,  soldiers, 
grant  me 

(That  was  your  Empress  once,  and  honour’d 
by  ye) 

But  so  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I kill'd  him, 
And  weigh  my  reasons  well,  if  mau  be  in 
you ; 

Then,  if  ye  dare,  do  cruelly  condemn  mo. 

Afr.  Hear  her,  ye  noble  Romans  1 ’J  is  a 
woman ; 

A subject  not  for  swords,  but  pity.  Heaven, 
If  she  be  guilty  of  malicious  murder. 

Has  given  ns  laws  to  make  example  of  her; 
It  only  of  revenge,  and  blood  bid  from  us. 
Let  us  consider  first,  then  execute. 

8 Sen.  Speak,  bloody  woman  ! 


®°  God  IJzns,  ever  young.]  First  folio.  Second  folio,  and  octavo  1711,  I. yens ; and  Mr. 
Seward,  Lj/cm. 

61  Mazer’s  brim.]  blazer  signifies  the  o!d-fasluon  fiat  silver  cup.  Seward. 

and  your  swords 

The  heaviest  way  of  death.]  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  agree  with  me  io 
discarding  this  word,  the  context  plainly  requiring  a word  of  almost  opposite  signification  ; 
and  we  nil  prefer  readiest  as  the  best  amongst  several  words  that  have  occurrt  d all  pretty  near 
the  trace  of  the  letters,  us  easiest,  happiest ; mid  Mr.  Theobald  adds  heuvenliest.  Seward. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  VALENTIN  I AN\ 


73 


Act  5.  Scene  8.] 


Etui Yes:  This  Maximus, 

That  was  your  Caesar,  lords  and  noble  soldiers, 
(And  if  I wrong  the  dead,  Ucav’n  perish  me. 
Or  speak,  to  win ; our  favours,  but  the  truth  !) 
Wasco  his  country,  t<»  his  friends,  and  Cesar, 
A mo>t  malicious  traitor. 

3 Sen.  Take  heed,  woman.  [Aecius, 
EuJ.  I speak  not  for  compassion.  Brave 
(Whose  blessed  soul,  if  I lie,  shall  afflict  me) 
The  man  that  all  the  world  lov’d,  you  ador’d. 
That  was  the  master-piece  of  arms,  and  koun- 


. . 

(Mine  own  grief  sliall  come  last)  this  friend 
of  his,  [mans, 

This  soldier,  this  your  right  arm,  nohle  Ho- 
lly a base  letter  to  the  emperor, 

Stuff’d  full  of  fears,  and  poor  suggestions. 
And  by  himself  unto  himself  directed, 

Was  cut  off  basely,  basely,  cruelly  ! 

Oh,  loss ! oh,  innocent ! Can  ye  now-  kill  me  ? 
And  tiie  poor  stale,  my  nohle  lord,  that  knew 
not 

More  of  this  villain,  than  his  forced  fears, 
Like  one  foreseeu  to  satisfy,  died  for  it: 
There ‘was  a murder  too,  Home  would  have 
blush’d  at! 

Was  this  worth  being  Caesar?  or  my  patience? 
Nay,  his  wife. 


(By  Heav’n,  lie  told  it  me  in  wine,  and  joy, 
And  swore  it  deeply  !;  he  himself  prepar’d 
To  he  abus'd.  I low  ? Let  me  grieve,  not  tell  ye. 
And  weep  the  sins  that  did  it:  And  his  end 
Was  only  me,  and  Ciesur:  But  me  he  lied  in. 
These  are  my  reasons.  Humans,  and  my  soul 
Tells  me  sufficient ; and  my  deed  is  justice! 
Now,  ns  I have  done  well  or  ill,  look  on  me. 
Afr.  W hat  less  could  nature  do  ? W hat  less 
had  we  done. 

Had  we  known  this  before?  Romans,  she’s 
righteous ; [on  1 

A nd  such  n piece  of  justice  Heav’n  must  smile 
Bend  ail  your  swords  on  me,  if  this  displease 

yc»  . . 

For  I must  kneel,  and  on  this  virtuous  hand 
Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks.  Thou  hast  done 
truly. 

3 Sen.  Up  with  your  arms;  ye  strike  a 
saint  else.  Homans. 

Mayst  thou  live  ever  spoken  our  protector: 
Home  yet  has  tunny  noble  heirs.  Let’s  in, 
And  pray  before  we  chose;  then  plant  a 
Ca?sar 

Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder ! 

Afr . 'Take  up  the  body,  nobly  to  his  urn, 
And  may  our  sins  and  his  together  bum  ! 

[Exeunt.  A Jtad  nturch. 


EPILOGUE. 


We  know,  in  meat  and  wine  ye  fling  away 
More  time  and  health63,  which  is  but  dearer 
pay, 

And  with  the  reckoning  all  the  pleasure  lost. 
We  bid  ye  not  unto  repenting  cost : 

The  price  is  easy,  and  so  light  the  play, 

That  ye  may  new’ -digest  it  every  day. 

Then,  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  chuse  a 
miss*4, 

Only  to  please  the  eye  a while,  and  kiss, 

Till  a good  wife  be  got ; so  let  this  play 
Hold  ye  a while,  uulil  a better  may. 

f’3 ye  fling  away 

More  time  and  wealth,  which  is  hut  dearer  payx]  The  change  of  a letter  seems  here  to 
have  turned  a beautiful  sentiment  into  the  grossest  tautology.  As  it  has  hitherto  stood,  the 
sense  must  be,  * You  take  up  with  worse  commodities,  and  pay  dearer  for  them;  for  you 

* spend  more  of  vour  time  and  more  of  your  wealth  in  meat  and  drink,  and  consequently 

* ye  pay  dearer  for  them.*  How  flat  and  unnecessary  is  the  conclusion  ! But  if  we  read 
health  instead  of  wealth,  ns  1 doubt  not  the  Poets  did,  the  sense  will  be  perfectly  poetical  s 
4 You  not  only  fling  away  more,  time,  but  even  heultb  too,  on  meats  and  wine  ; and  this  is  a 
4 much  dearer  purchase  than  that  which  you  buy  of  us  for  a little  money.  The  pleasure 
1 eatables  give  is  lost  the  moment  you  are  filled  ; whereas  the  food  we  treat  with  may  be  a 

* thousand  times  digested,  and  will  never  load  or  disease  the  mind.’  Seward. 

61  Then  noble  friends,  as  ye  would  chuse  a mistress. 

Only  to  please  the  eye  a while , and  Ami.]  This  is  the  reading  of  die  first  folio ; but  is  it  not 
surprising  that  after  the  second  folio  (by  much  the  best  authority  for  this  play)  bad  exhi- 
bited the  obvious  word,  miss,  the  succeeding  Editors  should  again  introduce  mistress,  as  was 
done  in  1711,  and  by  Mr.  Seward  ? 


Vy  E would  Fain  please  ye,  and  as  Fain  be 
’ * pleas’d  ; ■ 

Tis  but  a little  liking,  both  are  eas’d: 

We  have  your  money,  and  you  have  our  ware, 
And,  to  our  understanding,  good  and  fair: 
For  vour  own  wisdom’s  sake,  be  not  so  mad 
T*  acknowledge  ye  have  bought  things  dear 
and  bad: 

Let  not  a brack  i’th’  stuff,  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  gloss,  a general  loss  appear! 

We  know  vc  take  up  worse  commodities, 
And  dearer  pay,  yet  think  your  bargains  wise; 


VoL.  II. 
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MONSIEUR  THOMAS 

A COMEDY. 


The  quarto  1639  (the  first  edition  of  this  excellent  Comedy)  mentions  Fletcher's  name  only 
in  the  title.  Monsieur  Thomas  has  not  been  performed  iu  its  original  state  for  many, 
many  years;  but  an  alteration  of  ic,  by  Tom  Durfcy,  appeared  in  the  year  1678,  uuder 
the  title  of  Trick  for  Trick,  or  The  Debauch’d  Hypocrite. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Valentine,  a Gentleman  lately  returned 
from  travel. 

Monsieur  Thomas,  his  Fellow-traveller. 
Sebastian,  his  Father. 

Frances,  Valentines  Son , in  love  with  Cellide. 
llYLAS,  a general  Lover. 

Sam,  a Gent/einany  his  Friend. 

LaUNCELOT,  Monsieur  Thomas's  Man. 

Mich  a EL, a Gentleman , Valentine's  Neighbour 
Three  Physicians,  and  an  Apothecary. 

SCENE, 


Alice,  Valentine's  Sister. 

Cellide,  beloved  by  Valentine , in  love  with 
Francis. 

Mary,  Niece  to  Valentine  and  Alice , in  love 
with  Monsieur  Thomas. 

Dorothea,  Monsieur  Thomas's  Sister. 
Abbess,  Maids,  SfC, 

England. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alice  and  Valentine. 

Alice.  XJOW  dearly  welcome  you  are  ! 

^ Val . I know  it ; 

And,  my  best  sister,  you  as  dear  to  my  sight, 
And  pray  let  tjiis  confirm  it : How  you’ve 
govern’d  * [vants, 

My  poor  state  in  ray  absence,  how  my  ser- 
1 dare  and  must  believe,  (else  I should 
wrong  ye) 

The  best  and  worthiest. 

Alice.  As  my  woman’s  wit,  sir, 

Which  is  but  weak  and  crazy. 

Val.  But,  good  Alice, 

Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cellide, 

The  life  of  my  affection,  since  my  travel, 

Mr  long  and  lazy  travel  ? Is  her  love  still 
Upon  the  growing  hand?  docs  it  not  stop 
And  wither  at  tuy  years?  has  she  not  view’d 
And  entertaiu’d  some  younger  smooth  be- 
haviour, 

Some  youth  hut  in  his  blossom,  as  herself  is? 
There  lie  my  fears. 

Alice.  They  need  not;  for, believe  inc, 

So  well  you’ve  manag’d  her,  and  won  her 
mind,  [ripeness, 

Ev’n  from  her  hours  of  childhood  to  this 

l . 


(And,  in  your  absence,  that  by  me  enforc’d 
still) 

So  well  distill’d  your  gentleness  into  her. 
Observ’d  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv'd  still  in  her. 
And,  tho’  Love  be  a boy,  and  ever  youthful. 
And  young  and  beauteous  objects  ever  aim’d 
at,  [Nature, 

Yet  here  you’ve  gone  beyond  Love,  better’d 
Made  him  appear  in  years,  in  grey  years  fiery. 
His  bow  at  full  bent  ever.  Fear  not,  brother; 
For  tho’  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her, 
Y'et  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your 
goodness,  [too, 

T have  forc’d  into  her,  w-on  a place  prepar'd 
Anri  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour; 
Believe  site's  so  much  yours,  and  won  by 
miracle, 

(Which  is  by  age)  so  deep  a stamp  set  on  her 
By  your  observances,  she  canuot  alter. 

Were  the  child  living  now  you  lost  at  sea 
Among  the  Genoa  gallies,  what  a happiness ! 
What  a maiu  blessing ! 

Val.  Oh,  no  more,  good  sister ! 

1 Touch  no  more  that  string,  ’tistoo  harsh  and 

jarring!  [know, 

With  that  child  all  iny  hopes  went,  and,  you 
The  root  of  all  those  hopes,  the  mothef 
Within  few  days. 
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Alice.  Ti*  too  true,  and  too  fatal; 

But  peace  be  with  their  souls! 

Vul.  For  her  loss,  • 

I hope  the  beauteous  Cellidc 

Alice.  You  may,  sir, 

For  all  she  is,  is  yours. 

Vul.  For  the  poor  boy’s  loss, 

I've  brought  a noble  friend  I found  in  travel ; 
A worthier  mind,  and  a more  temperate  spirit, 
If  I have  so  much  judgment  to  discern  ’em, 
Man  yet  was  never  master  of. 

Alice.  What  is  he? 

Vul  A gentleman,  T do  assure  mvsolf. 
And  of  a worthy  hreeding,  tho'  lie  hide  it. 

1 found  him  at  Valentin,  poor  and  needy. 
Only  his  mind  the  master  of  a treasure : 

I sought  his  friendship,  won  him  by  much 

violence, 

II  is  honesty  and  modesty  still  fearing 

To  thrust  a charge  upon  me.  IIow  I love  him, 
He  shall  no\v  know,  where  want  and  lie  here- 
after 

Shall  he  no  more  companions.  Us*-  him  nobly ; 
It  is  my  will,  good  sister;  all  I have 
1 make  him  free  companion  in,  and  partner, 
But  only— 

Alice . I observe  you ; hold  your  right  there; 
l ove  and  high  rule  allow  no  rival*,  brother. 
He  shall  have  fair  regard,  and  all  observance. 

Enter  Hylas. 

lh/ las.  You’re  welcome,  noble  sir. 

Val.  What,  monsieur  Ilyins! 

I’m  glad  to  see  your  merry  body  well  vet. 
JJf/lus.  1'fuiih  you're  welcome  home  f What 
new  s beyond  seas  ? 

Val.  None,  but  uew  men  expected,  such  as 
you  nre. 

To  breed  new  admirations.  Tis  my  sister; 
Fray  you  know  her,  sir.  [lady? 

Uy  las.  With  all  my  heart.  Your  leave, 
Alice . You  have  it,  sir. 

Hylas.  A shrewd  smart  touch  ! which  docs 
prognosticate 

A body  keen  and  arrive:  Somewhat  old, 

But  that's  all  one ; age  brines  experience 
A nd  knowledge  to  dispatch.  I must  be  bet  ter, 
And  nearer  in  my  service,  with  your  leave , sir, 
To  this  fair  lady. 

Val.  What1,  the  old 'Squire  of  Dames  still? 
th/fas.  Still  the  admirer  of  tbeir goodness. 
With  all  my  heart  now, 

I love  a woman  of  her  years,  a pacer, 

That,  lay  the  bridle  on  her  neck,  will  tra- 
vel— 

Forty,  and  somewhat  fulsome,  is  a fine  dish ; 
These  young  colts  are  loo  skittish. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 

Enter  Mary. 

Alice,  My  cousin  Mary, 

In  all  her  joy,  sir,  to  congratulate 
Your  fair  return. 

Val.  My  loving  and  kind  cousin, 

A thousand  welcomes ! 

Mary.  A thousand  thanks  to  Hcav'n,  sir, 
For  your  safe  voyage,  and  return ! 

Vul.  I thank  you.  [ness 

But  where’s  my  blessed  Ccllide?  Ilcr  sluck- 

In  visitation 

Mary.  Think  not  so,  dear  uncle; 

I left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
With  tears  and  prayers. 

Vat.  You  have  given  me  too  much  comfort. 
Mary.  She  will  not  be  long  from  you. 
Ilyins.  Your  fair  cousin  ? [sir, 

Vul.  It  is  so,  and  n bait  you  cannot  balk, 
If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you.  You  may 
know-  her. 

Hylas.  A happy  stock  you  have*.  Right 
worthy  lady, 

The  poorest  of  your  servants  vows  his  dury 
And  oblig’d  faith. 

Mary.  Oh,  ’tis  a kiss  yap  would,  sir; 

Take  it,  and  tie  yourtenguc  up. 

Hylas.  I’m  an  ass, 

/ do  perceive  now,  a Mind  ass,  a blockhead; 
For  this  is  handsomeness,  this  that  that  draws 
us,  [head, 

Body  and  bone*.  Oh,  what  a mounted  fore- 
What  eyes  and  lips,  what  every  thing  about 
her ! [bears 

How  like  a swan  she  swims  her  pare,  and 
Her  silver  breasts!  This  is  the  woman,  she, 
And  only  she,  that  I will  so  much  honour 
As  to  think  worthy  of  my  love ; all  older  idols 
I heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  gunpowder,  V/ 
And  all  complexions  besides  hers,  to  gypsies. 

Enter  Francis  at  otic  door f and  Cellidc  at 
another. 

Val.  Oh,  my  dear  life,  my  better  heart! 
nil  Hangers, 

Distresses  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes, 

Had  they  been  endless  like  the  hours  upon  me, 
In  this  kiss  had  hern  buried  in  oblivion. 

How  happy  have  you  made  ine,  truly  happy  ! 

Cel.  My  joy  has  so  much  over-mastar*  cl  me. 
That,  in  my  tears  for  your  return— 

Vat.  ( )h,  dearest ! 

My  noble  friend  too?  What  a blessedness 
Have  I about  me  now  ! how  full  my  w ishes 
Are  come  again ! A thousand  hearty  wel- 
comes 

I once  more  lay  upon  you  ! All  I have. 

The  fair  and  liberal  use  of  ail  my  servants 


1 IV hat,  the  old  ’Squire  of  Dames  still  f]  Alluding  to  the  squire  of  dames,  who,  in  the 
seventh  c anto  of  the  Legend  of  Chastity,  in  Spenser’s  Fairy  Queen,  tells  Sa tyrant,  that,  by 
order  of  his  mistress  Col  umbel,  f after  having  served  the  ladies  for  a year)  he  was  sent  out 
a second  time,  not  to  return  till  he  could  find  three  hundred  women  inciymble  of  yielding 
fo  unv  teinptution.  R. 

* A happy  slock  i/ou  hate,  &c."|  This  is  made  a continuation  of  Valentine's  speech,  by  au 
omission  of  Hyhu's  name,  in  the  former  editions.  Scnard. 
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To  he  at  your  command,  and  all  the  uses 
Of  all  within  my  power. 

Fran.  You’re  too  munificent ; 

Nor  sun  ] aide  to  conceive  those  thanks, 
sir 

Tul.  You  wrong  ray  tender  love  now,  even 
ray  service; 

Nothing  excepted  *,  nothing  stuck  between  us 
Aim!  our  entire  affections,  hut  this  woman ; 

Thi-*  I beseech  ye,  friend 

Fran,  (t  is  a jewel, 

I do  confess,  would  make  a thief,  hut  never 
Of  him  that’s  so  much  yours,  and  bound 
your  servant : 

That  were  a base  ingratitude. 

Vet.  You’re  noble ! [sir ; 

Tray  be  acquainted  with  her.  Keep  your  way. 
My  cousin,  and  ray  sister. 

Alice.  You’re  most  welcome.  [sir, 

Mary.  i I any  thing  in  our  poor  powYs,  fair 
In  render  you  content, and  liberal  welcome, 
May  but  appear,  command  it. 

Alice.  Y ou  shall  find  us 
Happy  in  our  performance. 

Fran.  The  poor  servant 
Of  both  your  goodnesses  presents  his  service. 
Vut.  Conic,  uo  more  compliment ; custom 
lias  made  it 

Dull,  old,  and  tedious:  Y'ou  are  once  more 
welcome 

As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the 
same  ever : 

And  so  we'll  in  to  ratify  it. 

Hylae.  Hark  ye,  V alentine : 

Is  \\  ild-Oats  yet  come  over? 

Vat.  Yes,  with  me,  sir. 

Mart/.  How  does  he  bear  himself? 

Vat.  A great  deal  better.  [well. 

Why  do  you  Mush?  The  gentleman  will  do 
Mu.  u.  I should  be  glad  on*t,  sir. 

Vat  How  does  his  father? 

Ryles  As  mad  a worm  as  e’er  he  was. 
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VaK  r look’d  for’t : 

Shall  we  enjoy  your  company? 

*Uylas.  I’ll  wait  on  ye : 

Only  a thought  or  two. 

Vat.  We  bar  all  prayers. 

[Exeunt  oil  but  Hulas. 
Hylas.  This  last  wench ! ay,  this  last  wench 
was  a fair  one, 

A dainty  wench,  a right  one  ! A devil  take  it, 
VVhat  do  I uil?  to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking ! 
Enough,  a mail  would  think,  to  slay  my 
stomach:  [thoughts? 

Bat  whut’s  fifteen,  or  fifteen  score,  to  my 
And  wherefore  are  mine  eyes  made,  and  have 
lights. 

But  to  encrease  my  objects?  This  last  wench 
.Stic  ks  plaguy  close  unto  inc;  a hundred  pound 
I were  as  close  toiler!  If  1 lov’d  now, 

As  many  foolish  men  do,  I should  run  mad. 

[ Exit. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  French  shrugs, 
I advise  you ! 

If  you  be  lousy,  shift  yourself. 

Juiun.  May  it  please  your  worship 

Seb.  Only  to  see  my  son ; my  sou,  good 
Cnuncclot ; 

Y'our  master  and  my  son  ! Body  o’  roe,  sir. 
No  money,  no  more  money,  monsieur  Laun- 
celut. 

Not  a denier,  sweet  siguior ! Bring  the  person, 
The  person  of  my  boy,  my  boy  Torn,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas, 

Or  get  you  gone  fijain!  Du  gutu  rvhee  «,  sir ! 
lius.su  mi  cu,  good  Launcelot ! vu/ctotfs  / 

My  boy  or  nothing ! 

Loan.  Then  to  answer  punctually. 

Scb.  i sav,  to  tlf  purpose; 

Laun.  'llien  I say  to  th’ purpose; 

Because  your  worship’s  vulgar  understanding 


3 VaL  Ye  wrung  mu  tender  tore  mu r,  evtu  my  service , 

Nothing  accepted,  nothing  stuck^bclu  ten  ns 

And  oar  entire  affections,  but  this  woman.]  The  first  liu\  is  very  obscure  : Whoever 
considers  the  turn  of  the  period  will  see  that  it  is  not  to  be  joined  with  the  second,  a-  if  his 
modesty  would  not  accept  ins  ser  vice.  It  is  evident  that  the  word  accepted  is  u corruption, 
and  should  b te erupted.  There  are  two  w ays  of  solving  the  difficulty  of  the  firsi  line  ; either 
by  making  it  no  more  than  saving,  * Ye  wrong  ray  tender  love  and  service.’  But  then  the 
enhancing  particle  eten  is  supei  lluous.  I therefore  turn  this  particle  into  a verb,  and  read, 

* Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  now.  Even  my  service, 

* Nothing  executed,  &c/ 

*•  r.  * You  shall  he  served  equal  with  myself;  or  expect  a service  equal  to  that  which  is 
‘ payed  to  me.’  The  expression  is,  I allow,  obscure ; hut  the  best  poets  are  not  always  free 
friim  ooscuriiy:  brevity  is  the  soul  of  poetry,  but  it  often  begets  difficulties  of  construction. 

Seward* 

T ic  change  of  accepted  to  excepted  is  admissible:  but  the  conversion  of  the  particle  into 
a nerft.  together  with  the  new  punctuation,  is  uncouth  and  almost  unintelligible** 

4 iJx  vut*  vice  j The  expression  Du  cat  a tokce  occur**  in  The  Custom  of  the  Country; 
upon  winch  we  have  said  (note  Id  . that*  we  were  assured  it  w.is  not  Welch/  as  Theobald 
had  asserted,  though  (without  declaring  its  signification.  The  genuine  Welch,  of  which  this 
**  vitiation,  is,  Duio  cudw  chut,  God  bless  or  preserve  you.  Duo)  cuJtu  ni  is,  God  bless 
ur  pro>erve  us. 

^VuUiote. j A corruption  of  voilaluut  ! 
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May  meet  me  at  the  nearest : Your  son,  my 
master,  [him) 

Or  Monsieur  Thomas,  (for  so  his  travel  stiks 
Thro’  many  foreign  plots  that  virtue  meets 
with, 

And  dangers  (I  beseech  you  give  attention) 
Is  at  the  Inst  arriv’d,  [ly) 

To  ask  your  (as  the  Frenchman  calls  it  sweet- 
Brnediction  dcjdtir  enjour . 

Self.  Sirrah,  don’t  conjure  me  with  your 
French  furies  *. 

Jmuh.  Che  di/l'a  rei/,-inonsicur  ? 

Sib.  Che  duga  TOU,  rascal ! [plainly, 

Leave  me  your  rotten  language,  and  tell  me 
And  quickly,  sirrah,  lest  1 crack  your  French 
crown,  x [tain’d 

What  your  good  master  means.  I have  main- 
You  and  your  Monsieur,  as  1 take  it,  Laun- 
celot,  [.fours  / 

These  two  years  at  your  ditty  rows,  your 
Jour  me  no  more;  for  not  another  penny 
Shall  pass  my  purse. 

Jmuh.  Your  worship  is  erroneous; 

For,  as  I told  you,  your  son  Tom,  or  Thomas, 
My  roaster  and  your  son,  is  now  arriv’d 
To  ask  you  (as  our  language  bears  it  nearest) 
Your  quotidian  blessing ; and  here  he  is  in 
person. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Sib.  What,  Tom,  boy  ! welcome  with  all 
my  heart,  hoy ! 

Welcome,  ’faith ! thou  hast  gladded  me  at 
soul,  boy  ! 

Infinite  glad  I am.  I have  prny’d  too,  Thomas, 
For  you,  wild  Thomas.  Tom,  I thank  thee 
For  coming  home.  [heartily 

Tho.  Sir,  I do  find  your  prayers 
Have  much  prevail’d  above  my  sins— - 
Scb.  How's  this?  [rudeness, 

Tho.  Else  certain  I had  perish'd  with  my 
Ere  I had  won  myself  to  that  discretion  • 

I hope  you  shall  hereafter  find. 


[Act  1.  Scene  ft. 

Seb.  Iluir.h,  lutmh  ! [spoil'd. 

Discretion?  Is  it  come  to  that?  the  boy’s 
Tho . Sirrah,  you  rogue,  look  for’t ! for  I 
will  make  tnec 

Ten  times  more  miserable  than  thou  thought'st 
thyself 

Before  thou  traveli'dst : Tltou  hast  told  niy 
father 

(I  know  it,  and  I find  it)  all  my  rogueries, 
By  mere  way  of  prevention,  to  undo  me. 

Jmuh.  Sir,  as  I speak  eight  languages,!  only 
Told  hitn  you  came  to  ask  his  benediction, 
Dc  jour  cn  jour  ! 

Tho.  But  that  I must  be  civil, 

I’d  beat  thee  like  a dog. — Sir,  howsoever 
The  time  I have  inispent,  may  make  you 
doubtful,  [sion— 

Nay,  harden  your  belief  ’gainst  my  convcr- 
Seb.  A pox  o’  travel,  I say ! 

Tho,  Yet,  dear  father, 

Your  ow  n experience  in  my  after-courses— 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Scb.  Prithee  no  more;  ’tis scurvy  ! There’s 
thy  sister.  [picks; 

Undone,  w ithout  redemption ! he  eats  with 
Utterly  spoil’d,  his  spirit  ba tiled  in  him  ! 
How  have  1 sin’d,  that  this  affliction 
Should  light  so  heavy  on  me  ? I’ve  no  more 
sons,  [nature 

And  this  no  more  mine  own;  no  spark  of 
Allows  him  mine  now ; he's  grown  tame.  My 
grand  curse 

Hang  oVr  his  head  that  thus  transform'd 

thee  ! Travel  ! fsietir/— 

I’ll  send  my  horse  to  travel  next! — We  Moo- 
Now  will  iny  most  canonical  dear  neighbours 
Say,  I have  found  my  son,  and  rejoice  with  me, 
Because  lie  has  mew’d  his  mad  tricks  off. 

I know  not,  [demon. 

But  I am  sure  this  Monsieur,  this  fine  gen- 
W ill  never  be  in  my  l>ooks,likc  mad  Thomas*. 


* Don't  conjure  me  with  your  French  furies  ] The  old  man  not  understanding  the  expres- 
sion tie  jour  enjour , repeats  the  English  words  that  are  nearest  it  in  sound;  and  in  the  old 
quarto  of  this  play,  it  is  l,  rd  to  distinguish  whether  the  last  word  be  juries  or  furies  : l 
prefer  the  former,  and  think  the  similitude  of  sounds  more  in  character  tiian  any  allusion 
between  the  furies  nml  conjuration.  Seward, 

Furies  is  the  visible  lection  of  the  old  quarto,  and  every  edition  prior  to  Mr.  Seward’s  ; it  is 
also  good  sense  ami  natural ; and  o injure  me  is  play  enough  upon  Layncelot'sde  jour  eu  jour. 

" Will  never  be  in  my  books,  like  mad  Thomas,]  in  Shakespeare's  Much  Ado  about  No- 
thing this  expression  occurs : 

1 ] see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books;9 
upon  which  I)r.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Steevens  have  thus  commented: 

‘This  is  a phrase  used,  I believe,  by  more  than  understand  it.  To  be  in  one's  books  is  to  be 
1 in  out's  codicils  or  will,  to  be  among  fiends  set  down  for  legacies’  Johnson. 

I rather  think  that  the  books  alluded  to  are  memorandum  books,  like  the  visiting-books 
of  the  present  age.' 

Such  another  expression  occurs  in  Middleton’s  Comedy  of  Blurt  Master  Constable,  1602 : 

* I’d  scratch  her  eyes  out,  if  ray  man  stood  m her  tables,* 

Again,  in  Shirley’s  School  of  Compliment,  1GU7  : 

‘ There’s  a man  in  her  tables  more  than  1 look’d  for.* 

Hamlet  says, 

*  My  tables , meet  it  is  I set  it  down-—  *’ 

when  he  pulls  out  his  pocket-book.  Probably 
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Act  I.  Scene  S.] 


79  , 


T must  go  seek  an  heir;  for  my  inheritance 
Must  not  turn  secretary.  My  name  and 
quality  [madness : 

Hate  kept  my  land  three  hundred  years  in 
An  it  slip  now,  nmy’t  sink  ! [£ri/. 

Tko.  Excellent  sister,  [father  ? 

J’ra  glad  to  see -thee  well — But  where#  my 
Dot.  Gone  discontent,  it  seems. 

7/to.  lie  did  ill  in  it. 

As  he  does  all ; for  I was  uttering  [dying 
A handsome  speech  or  two,  I have  been  stu- 
E’er  since  I came  from  Paris.  IIow  glad  to* 
see  thee ! [love  too, 

Dor.  Pin  gladder  to  see  you  (with  more 
I dare  maintain  it)  than  my  father’s  sorry 


To  see  (as  he  supposes)  your  conversion  ; 
And  I am  sure  he's  vex’d ; nay  more,  I know 
it;  [sir, 

11’lms  pray’d  against  it  mainly:  But  it  appears, 
You’d  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  yoursel  f correct  it.  Dearest  brother, 
Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  resemblance 
No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  sexes, 


And  since  one  happy  birth  produc'd  us  hither, 

Let  one  more  happy  mind 

Tho.  It  shall  he,  sister; 

For  I can  do  it  when  I list,  and  yet,  wench. 
He  mad  too  when  1 please ; 1 have  the  trick 
Beware  n traveller.  [ou’t: 

Dor.  Leave  that  trick  too. 

Tho.  Not  for  the  world.  But  where’s  my 
mistress'*?  [her, 

And  prithee  say  how  docs  she?  I melt  to  see 
And  presently : I must  away. 
lJor.  Then  do  so, 

for  u’  my  faith  she  will  not  see  you,  brotlier 

’Dio.  Not  see  me?  I’ll 

Dor.  Now  you  play  your  true  self; 

How  would  my  father  love  this  ! I’ll  assure 
you  [loudly) 

She  will  not  see  you ; she  lias  heard  (and 
The  gambols  that  you  play’d  since  your  de- 
parture, [chiefs, 

In  every  town  you  came,  your  several  info- 
Your  rouses  and  your  wenches;  all  your 
quarrels, 

And  the  no-causcs  of  ’em ; these,  I take  it, 


A it  ho’  she  love  you  well,  to  modest  ears, 

To  one  that  waited  for  your  reformation. 

To  which  end  travel  was  propounded  by  her 
uncle, 

Must  needs,  and  reason  for  it,  be  examin’d, 
And  by  her  modesty ; and  fear’d  too  light  too, 
To  tile  with  l»er  affections : You  have  lost  her, 


For  any  thing  I s<c,  exil’d  yourself. 

Thu.  No  more  of  that,  sweet  Doll ; 1 will 


be  cii  d. 


Dor.  But  how  long  ? [right  ? 

Tho.  Wouldst  thou  have  me  lose  my  birtb- 
For  yond  old  thing  will  disinherit  me, 

If  1 grow  too  demure.  Good  sweet  Doll, 
prithee, 

Prithee,  dear  sisfer,  let  me  $ee  her  1 
Dur.  No. 

Tho.  Nay,  T beseech  thee.  By  this  light — 
Dor.  Ay,  swagger. 

Thu.  Kiss  ine,  and  be  my  friend;  we  two 
were  twins, 

And  shall  we  now  grow  strangers? 

Dor.  Tis  not  my  fault. 

Tho.  Well,  there  be  other  women ; and 
remember  you,  [lands  too, 

You  were  the  cause  of  this  ; there  be  more 
And  better  people  in  ’em ; fare  ye  well ! 

And  other  loves.  What  shall  become  of  me. 
And  of  my  vanities,  because  they  grieve  you  ? 
Dor.  Come  hither,  come;  d’  you  see  that 
cloud  that  flies  there? 

So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fan- 
cy [vil  ? 

Will  you  but  make  me  hope  you  may  be  ci- 
1 know  your  nature’s  sweet  enough,  and  ten- 
der, [mistress  ? 

Not  grated  on,  nor  curb’d : D’you  love  your 
Tho.  He  lies  that  9ays  I do  uoL 
Dor.  Would  you  see  her  ? 

Tho.  If  you  please,  for  it  must  be  so. 
Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A thing  to  be  belov’d  ? 

Tho.  Yes. 

Dor.  Change  then 

A little  of  your  wildness  into  wisdom, 

And  put  on  a more  smoothness. 

I’ll  do  the  best  I can  to  help  you ; yet 
I do  protest  she  swore,  and  swore,  it  deeply, 
bhe  would  ne’er  see  you  more.  Where’s  your 
’man’s  heart  now  ? 

What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? 

Tho.  She  is  a w cumin : 

But  he  she  entertains  next  for  a servant, 

I shall  be  told  to  quarter ! 

Dor.  No  thought  of  fighting.  [rul’d. 
Go  in,  and  there  we’ll  talk  more;  he  but 
And  what  lies  in  my  power,  ye  shall  be  sure 
of.  [l£rett?tf. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary. 

Alice.  He  cannot  be  so  w ild  still ! 

Alary.  Tis  most  certain ; 

I’ve  now  heard  all,  aud  all  the  truth. 

Alice.  Grant  all  that ; 

Is  he  the  first  that  has  been  giv’n  a lost  man, 


Probably  the  phrase  was  originally  adopted  from  the  tradesman’s  language.  ‘To  be  in 
tradesman's  Imok*  * might  formerly  have  beeu  an  expression  in  commou  conversation  for 
« lru»t  ofany  other  kind.  Seward. 

• Not  for  the  vorld.  But  a here's  my  mistress.']  This  line  halting  a lAtle,  Mr.  Seward,  with 
admirable  precision,  reads, 

Not  for  the  world ; but  where’s  my  mistcrpts  r 
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[Act  1.  Scene  S. 


And  yet  come  fairly  home  ? He's  young  and 
tender, 

And  fit  for  that  impression  your  affections 
Shall  stamp  upon  him.  Age  brings  on  discre- 
tion ; [sess  him 

A year  hence,  these  mad  toys  that  now  pos- 
Will  shew  like  bughcars  to  him,  shapes  to 
fright  him ; 

Marriage  dissolves  all  these  like  mists. 

Mary . They're  grounded 
Hereditary  in  him,  from  bis  father. 

And  to  his  grave  they'll  haunt  him. 

A lice.  Tis  your  fear. 

Which  is  n Kite  part  in  you;  yet  your  love, 
However  you  may  seem  to  lessen  it 
With  these  dislikes,  and  clioak  it  with  these 
errors,  [him : 

Po  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excuse 
You  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted, 
cousin,  f crction, 

From  whence  the  power  of  reason,  nor  dis- 
Can  ever  root  him. 

Mary.  Planted  in  my  heart,  aunt  ? 
Believe  it,  no  ; I never  was  so  liberal. 

What  tho'  he  shew  a so-so-comely  fellow, 
Which  we  call  pretty,  or  say  it  may  be  hand- 
some ; 

What  tho'  his  promises  may  stumble  at 
The  power  of  goodness  in  him,  sometimes 
use  too 

Alice.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays 
thee ! Cousin,  [power 

Cozen  thyself  no  more:  Th'  hast  no  more 
To  leave  off  h vine  him,  than  he  that's  thirsty 
Has  to  abstain  from  drink  standing  before 
him. 

His  mind  is  not  so  monstrous ; for  his  shape, 
If  I have  eyes,  I have  not  seen  his  better; 

A handsome  brow  n complexion 

Maty.  Reasonable, 

Inclining  to  a tawny. 

Alice.  Had  1 said  so 

You  would  have  wish'd  my  tongue  out.  Then 
his  making 

Mary . W liirh  may  be  mended ; 1 have  seen 
legs  st  rail:  liter, 

And  cleaner  made. 

Ahce.  A body  too — • — *' 

Mary.  Far  neater, 

And  better  set  together. 

Alice . God  forgive  thee ! fly. 

For'  eaiust  thy  conscience  thou  liest  stubboi  n- 
Mary.  I grant 'tis  neut  enough. 

Alice.  Tis  excellent ; [lovelv, 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  ‘air  and 
(Which  are  but  moulds  o'  th’inimi)  what 
must  the  soul  life  ? 

Put  case  youth  has  his  swing,  and  fiery  nature 
Flames  to  mad  uses  many  times 


Mary.  All  this 

You  only  use  to  make  me  say  I love  him : 

I do  confess  I do  ; but  that  my  fondness 
Should  fling  itself  upon  his  desperate  fol- 
lies— 

Alice.  I do  not  counsel  that;  sec  him  re- 
claim’d first, 

Which  will  not  prove  a miracle : Yet,  Mary, 

I am  afraid  'twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  stay  so  long. 

Mary.  No,  no,  aunt;  no,  believe  me. 

* Alice.  What  was  your  dream  to-night*? 

for  I observ’d  you  ['loin  !' 

Hugging  of  me,  with,  * Good,  dear,  sweet 
Mary.  Ky,  aunt! 

Upon  my  conscience 

Alice.  On  my  word  'tis  true,  wench. 

And  then  you  kiss'd  me,  Mary,  more  tlian 
once  too, 

And  sigh'd,  and  ‘Oh,  sweet  Tom'!  again. 

Nay,  do  not  blush; 

You  have  it  at  the  heart,  wench. 

Mary.  I'll  he.  bang’d  first; 

But  you  must  have  your  way. 

tinier  Dorothea. 

Alice.  And  so  will  you  too. 

Or  break  down  hedges  for  it.  Dorothea! 
The  welcom'st  woman  living.  How  does  thy 
brother?  [man, 

I hear  he’s  turn'd  a wondrous  civil  gentie- 
Since  his  short  travel. 

Dor.  ’Pray  Heav'n  he  make  it  good,  Alice. 
Mary.  How  do  you,  friend  ? I have  a quar- 
rel to  you  \ 

You  stoic  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  Oh,  pardon  me,  dear  friend  ; it  was 
to  welcome 

A brother,  that  I have  some  cause  to  love 
well.  [truth. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  he?  thou  speak'st 
Dor.  Not  perfect; 

I hope  he  wil  1 be. 

Mary.  Never  II’  has  forgot  me. 

I hear,  wench,  and  his  hot  love  too— — 
Alice.  Thou  wouldst  howl  then. 

Mary.  And  1 uni  glad  it  should  he  so: 
His  travels 

Have  yielded  him  variety  of  mistresses. 
Fairer  in  his  eye  far. 

Alice.  Oh,  cogging  rascal ! 

Alary.  I was  a fool,  but  better  thoughts, 
thank  Ileav’n 

Dor.  ’Pray  do  not  think  so,  for  lie  loves  you 
dearly,  jyou. 

Upon  my  troth,  most  firmly;  would  fam  see 
Alary.  See  me,  friend  ! Do  you  think  itht? 
Dor.  It  may  he, 

Without  the  loss  of  credit  too;  lie's  not 


* What  vat  your  dream , &c.]  We  have  had  occasion  to  observe  before,  that  Congreve  was 
much  obliged  to  our  Authors  upon  several  occasions  ; and  we  cannot,  but  think  he  hud  been 
reading  tni-  -c«  r.e  before  he  wrote  the  third  scene  in  the  second  act  of  The  Old  Bat- 
chelor. R. 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

Such  a prodigious  thing,  so  monstrous, 

To  fling  from  all  society. 

Mary.  He’s  so  much  contrary 
To  my  desires,  such  an  antipathy, 

That  1 must  sooner  see  my  grave. 

Dvr.  Dear  friend, 

He  was  not  so  before  lie  went. 

Mary.  I grant  it, 

For  then  I daily  hop’d  his  fair  conversion. 
Alice  Como,  do  not  mask,  yourself,  but 
see  him  freely ; 

)ou  have  a mind. 

Mary.  That  mind  1*11  master  then. 

D»r.  And  is  your  hate  so  mortal  ? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  person, 

But  to  his  qualities,  his  marl-cap  follies, 
Which  -till  like  Hydra’s  heads  grow  thicker 
on  him. 

I have  a credit,  friend ; and  maids  of  my  sort 
Love  where  their  modesties  may  live  un- 
tainted. 

Dor.  I give  up  that  hope  then : Tray,  for 
your  friend's  sake, 

Ifl  have  any  interest  within  you, 

Do  but  this  courtesy,  accept  this  letter. 
Mary  From  him?  [ing  ; 

Dor.  The  same.  ’Tii  but  a minute’s  read- 
Aud,  as  we  look  on  shapes  of  painted  devils, 
Which  for  the  present  may  disturb  our  fancy, 
But  with  the  next  new  object  lose  ’em  ; so, 

If  this  be  foul,  you  may  forget  it.  ’Pray ! 
Mary.  Have  you  seen  it,  friend? 

Dor.  I will  not  lie,  I have  not ; 

But  1 presume,  so  much  he  honours  you, 

The  worst  part  of  himself  was  east  away 
W hen  to  Ins  best  part  he  writ  this. 

Mary.  For  your  sake  ; 

Not  that  1 any  wav  shall  like  his  scribbling— 
Alice.  A shrewd  dissembling  quean  ! 

Dor.  I thank  you,  dear  friend. 

1 know  she  loves  him. 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lose  him. 

Unless  he  leap  into  the  moon,  beiieve  that. 
And  tliep  she’ll  scramble  too.  Young  wenches’ 
loves  [shift, 

Are  like  the  course  of  quartans;  they  may 
And  seem  to  cease  sometimes,  and  yet  we  see 


The  least  distemper  pulls  ’em  hack  aeain. 
And  seats ’em  in  their  old  course:  Tear  her 
Unless  he  he  a devil.  [not, 

Alary.  Now  Heav’n  bless  me! 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him ! 

Dor.  Ha  ! what  has  the  madman  done  ? 
Mary.  Worse  worse,  and  worse  still ! 
Alice.  Some  Northern  toy,  a little  broad* 
Alary.  Still  fouler  ! 

Iley,  hey,  boys!  (looduess  keep  me ! Oh! 
])or.  What  ail  you  ? 

Alary.  Here,  take  your  spell  again;  it 
burns  my  fingers. 

Was  ever  lover  writ  so  sweet  a letter, 

So  elegant  a stile?  ’Pray  look  upon’t; 

The  rarest  inventory  of  rank  oaths 
That  ever  rut-purse  cast. 

Alice.  What  a mad  l>oy  is  this ! 

Mary.  Only  i’  th’  bottom 
A little  julep  gently  sprinkled  over  [ters; 
To  cool  his  mouth,  lest  it  break  out  in  biis- 

* Indeed  law,  yours  for  ever.* 

Dor.  I am  sorry. 

Mary.  You  shall  be  welcome  to  me,  come 
when  you  please, 

And  ever  may  command  me  virtuously ; 

But  for  yotir  brother,  you  must  pardon  me  : 
’'Fill  I am  of  hi  •>  nature,  no  access,  friend. 
No  word  of  visitation,  as  you  love  mo. 

And  so  for  now  1*11  leave  you.  [ Exit . 

• Alice.  What  a letter  [thunder ! 

Has  this  thing  written!  how  it  roars  like 
With  what  a state  he  enters  into  stile  I 

* Dear  mistress ! * 

Dor.  Out  upon  him,  bedlam! 

Alice.  Well,  there  be  ways  to  reach  her 
yet : Such  likeness 

As  you  two  carry,  methinks 

Dor.  I uni  mud  too, 

And  vet  can  apprehend  you.  Fare  you  well! 
The  fool  shall  now  fish  for  himself. 

Alice.  Be  sure  then 

ILis  tewgh  be  tith  and  strong;  and  next,  no 
swearing ; 

He’ll  catch  no  fish  e lse.  Farewell,  Doll  ! 
Dor.  Farewell,  Alice!  [Enunt. 


i 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Valentine , Alice,  and  Cel/ide. 

Cel.  INDEED  he  is  much  chang’d,  extreme-  I 
A ly  alter’d, 

Ili*  colour  faded  strangely  too. 

Vat.  The  air, 

The  sharp  and  nipping  air  of  our  new  climate, 

I hope,  is  all,  which  will  as  well  restore 
To  health  again  th’  affected  body  by  it, 

And  make  it  stronger  far,  as  leave  it  danger- 
ous. 

VOL.  II.  JSI 


How  does  my  sweet?  Our  bli  ssed  hour  comes 
on  now 

Apace,  my  Cellule,  (it  knocks  nt  door) 

In  which  our  loves  and  loiiii  desires,  like  ri- 
Ilising  asunder  far,  shall  fall  together,  [vers 

Within  these  two  days,  dear 

Cel.  When  Ueav’n  and  you,  sir,  [vern’d. 
Still  think  it  lit ; for  by  your  wills  I’m  go- 
Ahce.  Twerc  good  some  preparation 

Enter  Franca, 

Val.  All  that  may  be ; 
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It  shall  be  no  blind  wedding:  And  all  the  joy 
Ol'  all  our  friends,  I hope.  He  looks  worse 
hourly : [coldly  ; 

How  does  my  friend  ? myself?  lie  sweats  too 
His  pulse,  like  the  slow  dropping  of  a spout, 
Scarce  gives  his  function,  ilow  is’t,  man  ? 
Alas,  sir, 

You  look  extreme  ill : Is  it  any  old  grief, 

The  w eight  of  which 

Fran.  None,  gentle  sir,  that  I feel; 

Your  love  is  too,  too  tender.  Nay,  believe, 
sir — | health  : 

Cel.  You  cannot  be  the  master  of  your 
Either  some  fever  lies  in  wait  to  catch  you, 
Whose  harbingers  already  in  your  face 
\V  e see  preparing,  or  some  discontent, 
Which,  if  it  lie  in  this  house,  (I  dare  say, 
Both  for  this  noble  gentleman,  and  all 
Tlmt  live  within  it)  shall  as  readily  [en'd, 
Be  purg'd  away,  and  with  us  much  care  soft- 

And  where  the  cause  is 

Fran.  Tis  a joy  to  he  ill, 

Where  such  a virtuous  fair  physician 
Is  ready  to  relieve  : Your  noble  cares 
I must,  and  ever  shall,  be  thankful  for; 
And  w ould  my  service — [l  dare  not  look  upon 
her) — 

But  he  not  fearful ; I feci  nothing  dangerous; 
A grudging,  caus’d  by  th*  alteration 
Of  air,  may  hang  upon  me : My  heart’s 

I would  it  were! [whole. — 

Vul.  1 knew  the  cause  to  1**  so. 
f Van.'  No,  you  shall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  broths, 

To  purge  the  blood,  and  keep  your  bed  a day, 
And  sweat  it  out.  [sir, 

Ccf.  I have  such  cordials, 

Thar,  if  you  will  but  promise  me  to  take  Yin, 
Indeed  you  shall  be  wi  ll,  and  very  quickly. 
I'll  be  your  doctor;  you  shall  see  how  finely 
I'll  fetch  you  up  again. 

Vul.  He  sweats  extremely ; [now. 

Hot,  very  hot:  His  pulse  beats  like  a drum 
Teel,  sister,  feel!  feel,  sweet! 

Fran.  Ilow  that  touch  stung  ine  ! 

Val.  My  gown  there ! 

Cel.  And  those  juleps  in  the  window! 
Alice.  Some  sec  Ins  bed  made. 

Vul.  This  is  must  unhappy  ! 

Take  courage,  man ; ’tis  nothing  hut  an  ague. 
Cel.  And  this  shall  be  the  last  tit. 

Fran.  Not  by  thousands  ! 

Now  what  ’tis  to  be  truly  miserable, 

1 feel  at  full  experience. 


[Act  2.  Scene  2. 

Alice.  He  grows  fainter.  [A  vomit; 
Val.  Come,  lend  him  in ; he  shall  to  bed. 
I’ll  have  a vomit  for  him. 

Alice.  A purge  first ; 

And  if  he  breath'd  a vein • 

Val.  No,  no,  no  bleeding; 

A clyster  will  cool  all. 

Cel.  Be  of  good  chear,  sir ! 

Alice,  lie's  loth  to  speak. 

Cel.  Ilow  bard  lie  holds  my  band,  aunt! 
Alice.  I do  not  like  tlial  sign. 

Val.  Aw-ay  to'*  chamber, 

Softly  ; lie’s  full  of  pain;  be  diligent. 

With  all  the  care  ye  have.  ’Would  I had 
’scus'dbim!  [£rct<nf. 

SCENE  II. 

F.nter  Dorothea  and  Ihowas. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me?  Do  I dwell 
in  her, 

To  force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ? Your  letter  ! 
A wild-fire  on  your  letter,  your  sw  eet  letter ! 
You  are  so  karued  in  your  writs  1 You  stand 
now  [tippet, 

As  if  y’  bad  worried  sheep.  You  must  turn 
And  suddenly,  and  truly,  and  discreetly. 

Put  on  the  shape  of  order  and  humanity, 

Or  you  must  marry  Malkyn  the  May-Indy; 
Y’ou  must,  dear  brother.  Do  yuu  make  me 
carrier 

Of  your  confooud-tne’s,  and  your  culvcrins? 
Am  i a seemly  agent  for  your  oath*  ? 

Who  would  have  writ  such  a debosh’d 

Tho.  Your  patience ; 

May  not  a man  profess  his  love? 

Dor.  In  blasphemies?  [devil*? 

Hack  a inaid’s  lender  ears  with  damns  and 
(Jut  '%  out  upon  thee! 

Tho.  Ilow  would  you  have  inc  write  ? 
Begin  with  * My  love  premised  ; surely, 

4 And  by  my  truly,  mistress?’ 

Dor.  Take  your  own  course. 

For  I see  all  persuasion’s  lost  upon  you. 
Humanity  all  drown’d : From  tins  hour  fairly 
I’ll  w ash  my  hands  of  all  you  do.  Farewell, 
Tho.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? [sir  ! 

Dor.  No;  if  I were,  dear  brother, 

I would  keep  you  company.  Get  a new  mis- 
tress, [oaths 

Some  suburb  saint11,  that  sixpence  ana  some 
Will  draw  to  parley;  carouse  her  health  in 
cans  [beauty ; 

And  candles’  ends'1,  and  quarrel  for  her 


10  Tho.  Out,  oul  upon  thee  This  seems  the  conclusion  of  Dorothea’s  speech,  not  the  be- 
ginning of  Thomas’s,  whose  stile  widely  differs  from  this.  Sticurd. 

11  Siiinc  suburb  saint , that  sixpence  and  some  others 

If’//*  lirua ■ to  pa  rleif. } The  necessity  of  reading  oaths  here  instead  of  othars  is  too  evident 
to  need  a proof.  The  mistake  probably  arose  from  spelling  oaths  with  an  ot lies,  which  I 
have  often  met  with  in  our  Authors,  mid  in  other  writings  of  their  age.  * Seward. 

19  • • —Carouse  her  health  in  cans 

And  candies'  ends.] 

4 To  drink  off  candles  ends  for  flap-dragons,' 

is  one  of  the  qualifications  which  Fulstalf  assigns  for  Prince  Henry’s  love  for  Poins.  It  seem* 

to 
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Act  V.  Scene  2.] 

Such  a sweetheart  must  serve  your  turn: 
Your  old  love 

Releases  you  of  all  your  tics,  disclaims  you, 
And  utterly  abjures  vt>ur  memory, 

TiU  time  has  better  manag’d  you.  Will  you 
command  me 

Tho.  Wlmt,  bobb'd  of  all  sides? 

Dor.  Any  worthy  service 
Unto  my  father,  sir,  that  I may  tell  him, 
Even  to  his  peace  of  heart,  and  much  re- 
joicing, 

You  are  his  true  son  Tom  still?  Will  it  please 
you 

To  bent  some  half-a-dozen  of  his  servants 
presently. 

That  I may  testify  you  have  brought  the 
lame  faith 

Unblemish 'd  home,  you  carried  out  ? Or,  if  it 
like  you, 

Tliere  he  two  chambermaids  within,  young 

wenches. 

Handsome,  and  apt  for  exercise  : You  have 
been  good,  sir, 

And  charitable,  tho*  I sny  it,  signior. 

To  such  |»oor  orphans.  Aud  now,  by  lh’  way, 
I think  on't. 

Your  young  rear-admiral,  I mean  your  last 
bastard,  [maid, 

Don  John,  you  had  by  lady  Blanch  the  dairy- 
Ii  by  an  academy  of  learned  gypsies, 
Foreseeing  some  strange  wonder  in  the  infant, 
Stol’u  from  the  nurse,  and  wanders  with  those 
prophets.  [sir, 

There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  store, 
When  you  want **,  shall  supply  it.  So  most 
humbly  [sir! 

(First  rend  ring  my  due  service)  I take  leave, 

[ Exit, 

'Tho.  Why,  Doll ! why,  Doll,  I say ! My 
letter  fubb’d  too, 

And  no  access  without  I mend  my  manners? 
All  my  designs  in  limbo  ? J will  have  her. 
Yes,  ! wiil  have  her,  tho’  the  devil  roar, 

I am  resolv'd  that,  if  she  live  above  ground. 
1*11  not  be  bobb'd  i*  tii’  nose  with  every  bob- 
I will  lie  civil  too,  now  1 think  better,  [tail. 
Exceeding  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried  ; 
An  1 yet  be  mad  upon  occasion, 

And  stark  mud  too,  and  save  my  land:  My 
father. 

I’ll  have  my  will  of  him,  howe’er  my  wench 
goes.  [.Knl. 


Enter  Sebastian  and  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  I say  still  you  have  spoil’d 
your  master : Leave  your  stitches l*  ! , 

I say,  thou  bust  spoil’d  thy  master. 
lMun.  1 say,  how,  sirr 
Seb.  Marry,  tb*  hast  taught  him,  like  an 
arrant  rascal. 

First,  to  read  perfectly,  which  nomv  blessing 
I warn’d  liim  from ; for  I knew  if  he  read 
once, 

ITe  was  a lost  man.  Secondly,  Sir  Launcelot, 
Sir  lowsy  Launcelot,  you  have  suffer'd  him, 
Against  my  power  iirst,  then  against  my  pre- 
cept,  ' fp®ny» 

To  keep  that  simpering  sort  of  people  com- 
Tliat  sober  men  call  civil:  Mark  you  that, 

I/iun.  An't  please  your  worship [sir? 

Seb.  It  does  not  pleuse  my  worship, 

Nor  shall  not  please  my  worship  ! Third  and 
lastly,  [thee  for. 

Which,  if  the  law  were  here,  I would  hang 
(However,  I will  lame  thee;  like  a villain, 
Thou  hast  wrought  him 
Clean  to  forget  what  ’tis  to  do  a mischief, 

A handsome  mischief,  such  as  thou  knew'st 
I lov’d  well.  [sour'd, 

My  servants  all  are  sound  now,  my  driuk 
Not  a horse  pawn’d,  nor  play’d  away ; no 
Coiue  for  the  breach  of  peace ; [warrants 
Men  travel  with  their  money,,  and  nothing 
meets  ’em.  / 

I was  accurs’d  to  send  thee  ! thou  wert  ever 
Leaning  to  laziness,  and  loss  of  spirit; 

Thou  slopt’sl  still  like  a cork  upon  the  water. 
Laun.  Your  worship  knows,  I ever  was 
accounted  [member, 

The  most  debosh’d — And,  please  you  to  re- 
( Every  day  drunk  too,  for  yonr  worship's  cre- 
I broke  the  butler’s  head  too.  [dit) 

Seb.  No,  base  palliard  •*,  [beaten, 

T do  remember  yet  that  onslaught ; thou  wast 
And  tlcd'st  before  the  butler,  a black  jack 
Haying  upon  thee  furiously;  I saw  it; 

I saw  thee  scatter’d,  rogue.  Behold  thy  master ! 

Enter  Thomas,  with  a book. 

Tho.  What  sweet  content  dwells  here  ! 

Imuti.  Put  up  your  book,  sir; 

We  are  all  uudone  else. 

Seb.  Tom,  when  is  the  horse-race  ? 

Tho.  1 know  not,  sir. 

Si  b.  You  will  be  there  ? 


to  We  been  a cant  phrase  amongst  drinkers,  which  hitherto  has  not  been  satisfactorily 
explained.  The  only  illustration  we  can  give  of  if,  is  that  quoted  by  Mr.  Stecvens,  from 
Nadi,  iu  Pierce  Ptfnuyless  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil,  who  advises  hard  drinkers  * to  have 
4 some  shocing-horns  to  pull  on  their  wine,  ns  a rasher  on  the  coals,  or  a red  herriug;  or  to 
4 stir  it  alajot  with  u candle s endt  to  make  it  ta*fe  better,  &c.’  1 

From  this  passage  it  should  seem  to  have  been  a piece  of  gallantry  to  drink  off  the  liquor 
with  the  candles'  ends  iu  it ; and  the  passage  in  Shakespeare  proves  it  was  customary  * to 
drink  off  candles'  ends  * 

When  your  wants  shall  supply  i/.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

*•  Leave  your  stiches.1  Probably  we  should  read  speeches . 

**  Bate  pal  hard  ] TulUurJ , a debauch*  c,  a whore-matter , from  die  French.  Skinner. 

Seward, 

hi  2 
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Tho.  Not  I,  sir; 

I have  forgot  those  journies. 

Seb.  Spoil’d  for  ever ! 

The  cocking  holds  tit  Derby,  and  there  will  be 
Jack  Wild-Oats,  and  Will  Purser. 

Tho.  I am  sorry,  sir, 

They  should  employ  their  time  so  slenderly ; 
Their  understandings  will  bear  better  courses. 
Seb.  Yes,  I will  marry  again  ! — But,  Mon- 
sieur Thomas,  [you 

Wlmt  say  you  tothe  gentleman  that  challeng’d 
Before  ye  went*,  and  the  fellow  ye  fell  out 
Tho.  Oh,  good  sir,  [with? 

3ftcmember  mt  those  follies.  Where  1 have 
wrong’d,  sir, 

(So  much  I’ve  now  learn ’d  to  discern  myself) 
My  means,  and  my  repentance  shall  make 
Nor  do  1 think  it  any  imputation  [even  ; 
To  let  the  law  persuade  me. 

* Seb  Any  woman  ; 

I care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion  ; 
Any  that  can  bear  children ! Rest  you  merry ! 

[Kvit. 

Imuti.  Ye  have  utterly  undone,  clean  dis- 
charg’d me; 

I’m  for  the  ragged  regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  languages. 

And  wither  at  an  old  man’s  words? 

Loun.  Oh,  pardon  ine ! 

I know  him  but  too  well.  Eight9coro,  I take 

Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 
I’ll  give  him  leave  to  break  a leg,  and  thank 
him.  [little; 

You  might  have  sav’d  all  this,  and  sworn  a 
What  had  an  oatu  or  two  been?  or  a head 
broke,  fold  man  ? 

Tho’  ’t  had  been  mine,  to  have  satisfied  the 
Tho.  J’ll  break  it  yet. 

Loun.  Now  ’tis  too  late,  I take  it. 

Will  you  be  drunk  to  night,  (a  less  entreaty 
Has  serv’d  your  turn)  and  save  all  yet  ? not. 
mad  drunk, 

For  then  you  arc  the  devil ; yet  the  drunker, 
The  better  for  your  father  still.  Your  state  is 
desperate,  [it: 

And  witn  a desperate  cure  you  must  recover 
Do  something,  do,  sir;  do  some  drunken 
thing,  [us. 

Some  mad  thing,  or  some  any  thing  to  help 
Tho.  Go  for  a Tidier  then ; the  poor  old 
tidier  [mistress  ? 

That  says  his  songs.  But  first,  where  lies  my 
Did  you  enquire  out  that? 


[Act  2.  Scene  2. 

Luun.  I’  tli’  lodge,  alone,  sir, 

None  but  her  own  attendants. 

Tho.  Tis  the  happier:  [me 

Away  then,  find  tins  fuller,  and  do  not  miss 
By  nine  o’clock. 

I Atm.  Via *•/  [Exit. 

Tho.  My  father’s  mad  now, 

And  ten  to  one  will  disinherit  me: 

I’ll  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry. 
What,  Rybnbaldc  ? 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hulas  Don  Thomasio  ! 

De  bene  renew  *. 

Tho.  I do  embrace  your  body. 

How  dost  thou,  Sam? 

Sam.  The  same  Sam  still ; your  friend,  sir. 
Tho.  And  how  is’t,  bouncing  boys? 
Ilyins.  Thou  art  not  alter'd  ; 

Thcj  said  thou  wert  all  Monsieur. 

Tito.  Oh,  believe  it, 

f am  much  alter’d,  much  another  way; 

The  civil’st  gentleman  in  all  your  country  : 
Do  not  ye  see  me  alter'd  ? * Yea  and  nay,* 
gentlemen  ; [wine,  boys? 

A much-converted  man.  Where’s  the  best 
Hylas.  A sound  convcrtite  ! 

Tho.  What,  hast  thou  made  up  twenty  yet? 
^ Ih/ las.  By’r  lady, 

I'Ve  giv’n  a shrewd  push  at  it,  for,  as  I take  it, 
The  last  I fell  in  love  with  scor’d  sixteen. 
Tho.  Look  to  your  skin;  Rambaido  the 
sleeping  giant 

Will  rouse  and  rent  thee  piece-meal. 

Sam.  He  ne’er  perceives  ’em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

Tho.  Thou  never  mcan’st  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov’st? 

Ilyins.  No  surely. 

Nor  any  wise  man,  1 think.  Marriage? 
Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  prentice, 
And  learn  to  cobble  other  men’s  old  hoots? 
Sam.  Why,  you  may  take  a maid. 

Hylas.  Where?  can  you  tell  me? 

Or,  if  ’twerc  possible  1 might  get  a maid, 

To  what  use  should  1 put  her?  look  upon  her, 
Dandle  her  upon  my  knee,  and  give  her  su- 
gar-sops r + [her, 

All  the  new  gowns  i’th’  parish  will  not  please 
If  she  be  high  bred,  (for  there’s  the  sport 
she  aims  at) 

Nor  all  the  feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

Tho.  Then  take  a widow, 

A good  staunch  wench,  that’s  titli. 


* Before  he  arcnf.j  So  all  copies;  but  surely  erroneously,  as  the  least  attention  will  de- 
monstrate. The  corruption  is  very  easy.  J.  N. 


Via  /]  i.  e.  Away  f 


Avaunt,  dull  flat-cap  then  ! 

* Via , the  curtain  that  shadowed  Borgia  ! 


* There  lie,  thou  husk  of  iny  cuvassall’d  stnte.’ 

Eastward  Hoe,  act  ii. 

* Come  pow,  via , aloune  to  Celia.’ 

Marston’s  What  You  Will,  act  ii.  R. 

• Bene  venew .]  A corruption  of  bien  venue. 
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Act  2.  Scene  S.] 

Hulas.  And  begin  a new  order  ? 

Live  in  a dead  man’s  monument?  Not  I,  sir. 
I'll  keep  mine  old  road,  a true  mendicant ; 
Wh at  pleasure  this  day  yields  me,  I ne’er  co- 
vet fever 

To  lay  up  for  the  morrow : And  methinks 
Another  man’s  cook  dresses  my  diet  neatest. 
Tim.  Thou  vvast  wont  to  love  old  women, 
fat  and  flat-uos’d,  - [ders,  flat 

And  thou  wouldst  say  they  kiss’d  like  flouu- 
All  the  face  over. 

Hulas.  I have  had  such  damsels, 

I  must  confess. 

Tho.  Thou  hast  heen  a precious  rogue. 
Sum.  Only  his  eyes ; and,  o’  ufy  conscience, 
They  lie  with  half  the  kingdom. 

Enter  over  the  stage,  Physicians  and  others. 

Tho.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Whither  go  all  these  inen-menders,  these 
physicians  ? 

Whose  dog  lies  sick  o’th’  mulligrubs? 

Sam.  Oh,  the  gentleman. 

The  young  smug  signior,  master  Valentine 
Brought  out  of  travel  with  him,  as  I hear, 

Is  fail’n  sick  o’th’  sudden,  desperate  sick; 
And  likely  they  eo  thither. 

Tho.  Who?  young  Frank ? 

The  only  temper’d  spirit,  scholar,  soldier. 
Courtier,  and  all  in  one  piece  ? ’tis  not  pos- 
sible. 

Enter  Alice . 

Sam.  There’s  one  can  better  satisfy  you. 
Tho.  Mistress  Alice, 

I  joy  to  sec  you,  lady. 

Alice.  Good  Muusicur  Thomas, 

You’re  welcome  from  your  travel.  I am  hasty; 
A cent! email  lies  sick,  sir. 

Tho.  And  how  dost  thou  ? 

I must  know,  and  I will  know. 

Alice.  Excellent  well ; 

As  well  as  may  be,  thank  you. 

Tho.  I am  glad  on’t ; 

And,  prithee  hark ! 

Alice.  I cannot  stay. 

Tho.  A while,  Alice  ! 

Sam.  Ne’er  look  so  narrowly;  the  mark’s 
in  her  mouth  still.  [quiet. 

Hu  las.  I’m  looking  at  her  legs ; prithee  be 
Alice.  1 cannot  stay. 

Tho.  Oh,  sweet  Alice! 

Hylas.  A clean  instep, 

And  that  I love  as  life17.  I did  not  mark 
This  woman  half  so  well  before;  how  quick 


dO 

And  nimble,  like  a shadow,  there  her  leg 
shewM ! [stocking. 

By  th’  mass,  n neat  one ! the  colour  of  her 
A much-inviting  colour. 

Alice.  Mv  good  monsieur, 

I have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Hylas.  Pretty  breeches. 

Finely  becoming  too. 

Tho.  By  Hcav’n 

Alice.  .She  will  not, 

I can  assure  you  that,  and  so 

Tho.  But  this  word  ! 

Alice.  I cannot,  nor  I will  not.  Good 
Lord ! [Exit. 

Hylas.  Well,  you  shall  hear  more  from  me. 
Tho.  We’ll  go  visit; 

Tis  charity ; besides,  I know  she  is  there ; 
And  under  visitation  I shall  see  her. 

Will  ye  along  ? 

Hylas.  By  any  means. 

Tho.  Be  sure  then 

I be  a civil  man.  I’ve  sport  in  hand,  boys. 
Shall  make  mirth  for  a marriage-day. 

Hylas.  Away  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Physicians,  viilk  an  urinal. 

1 Phys.  A pleurisy,  I see  it. 

2 Phys.  I rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  cordis. 

3 Phys.  Do  you  mark  the  faces  ? 

Tis  a most  pestilent  contagious  fever; 

A surfeit,  a plaguy  surfeit ; he  must  bleed. 

1 Phys.  By  no  moans. 

3 Phys.  1 say  bleed. 

1 Phys  I say  'tis  dangerous. 

The  person  being  spent  so  much  be  fore-hand. 
And  nature  drawn  so  low ; clysters,  cool 
clysters — - 

2 Phys.  Now,  with  your  favours,  I should 

think  a vomit;  [low: 

For,  take  away  the  cause,  tho  effect  must  fol- 
The  stomach’s  foul  and  furr’d,  the  pot’s  cn- 
flam’d  vet  *•.  [mild  means; 

3 Phys.  No,  no,  we’ll  rectify  that  part  by 
Nature  so  9uuk  must  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Scrv.  Will’t  please  ye  draw  near?  The 
weak  gentleman 
Grows  worse  and  worse  still. 

1 Phys.  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2 Phys.  He  shall  do  well,  my  friend. 

Serv.  My  master’s  love,  sir. 


»7  And  that  I love  a life.]  I don’t  discard  this  as  nonsense,  a life,  for  all  my  life  long , or 
for  a great  deal , might  possibly  be  admitted  ; but  ’tis  most  probable  that  the  Authors  made 
use  of  a common  expression  rather  than  so  abstruse  a one,  unless  the  latter  happened  to  be 
a phrase  of  that  age  now  become  obsolete.  Scaurd. 

,#  The  pot's  uuflmn’d  yet. J The  stomach  by  a coarse  metaphor  is  here  called  the  pot,  but 
unfiam'd  should  eitlicr  be  enftanid  or  unclean  d i the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters, 
the  latter  makes  the  metaphor  more  consistent,  and  is  the  more  common  expression.  I pre- 
fer the  latter,  but  think  it  not  material  which  takes  place.  Servant. 

We  prefer  the  former,  it  being  nearer  the  old  text,  and  as  good  seuse. 
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1 Phut.  Excellent  well,  I warrant  thee  ; 

right  and  straight,  friend. 

3 Phyt.  'I  here’s  no  doubt  in  him,  none  at 
ail;  ue’er  fear  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Michael. 

Mich.  That  he  is  desperate  sick,  I do  be- 
lieve well. 

And  that  without  a speedy  cure  it  kills  him; 
But  that  it  lies  within  the  help  of  pliysick 
Now  to  restore  his  health,  or  art  to  cure  him, 
Believe  it  you  are  cozen’d;  clean  beside  it. 
I’d  tell  you  the  true  cause  too,  but  ’t  would 
Nay,  run  you  mad.  [vex  you, 

Val.  May  all  I have  restore  him? 

So  dearly  and  so  tenderly  I love  him 

(I  do  not  know  the  cause  why)  yea.  my  life  too? 
Mich.  Now  1 perceive  ye  so  well  set.  I’ll 
tell  you ; 

Hei  miln  r/uod  nulitt  amor  est  mcdicubUis 
her  bis  ! 

Val.  Twas  that  I only  fear’d  ! Good  friend, 
go  from  me ; [rence. 

I find  my  heart  too  full  for  further  confc- 
You  are  assur’d  of  this  ? 

Mich.  Twill  prove  too  certain ; 

But  hear  it  nobly,  sir;  youth  bath  his  errors. 
Val.  I shall  do,  and  I thank  you  ; ’pray 
you  no  words  on’t. 

Mich.  I do  not  use  to  talk,  sir.  [Exit. 
Val.  You  are  welcome. 

Is  there  no  constancy  in  earthly  things, 

No  happiness  in  us  but  what  must  alter? 

No  life  without  the  heavy  load  of  fortune? 
What  miseries  we  arc,  ami  to  ourselves  ! 

Kv’n  then  when  full  content  seems  to  sit  by  us, 
What  daily  sores  and  sorrows! 

Enter  Alice . 

Alice.  Oh, dear  brother! 

The  gentleman,  if  ever  you  will  see  him 
Alive,  as  1 think 

Enter  Cellide. 

Cel.  Oh,  he  faiuts ! For  lleav’n’s  sake, 

.Por  Heav’n’a  sake,  sir 

Val.  Go  comfort  him,  dear  sister. 

[Exit  Alice. 

And  one  word,  sweet,  with  you;  then  we’ll 
go  to  him. 

What  think  you  of  this  gentleman?  , 

Cel.  My  pitv  thinks,  sir,  [rish. 

Tis  great  misfortune  that  he  should  thus  pe- 
Val.  It  is, indeed;  but,  Cellide,  lie  must  die.  i 
Cel.  That  were  a cruelty,  when  care  may 
cure  him. 

Why  do  you  weep  so,  sir?  he  may  recover. 
Val.  He  may,  but  with  much  danger.  My 
sweet  Cellide, 

You  have  a powerful  tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  you  service,  [gentlewoman, 
Yul.  I will  betray  his  grief:  He  loves  a 
A friend  of  yours,  whose  heart  another  holds ; 


[Act  2.  Scene  4. 

He  knows  it  too;  yet  such  a sway  blind 
fancy, 

And  bis  not  daring  to  deliver  it, 

Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  must  undoliim: 
Never  so  hopeful  and  so  sweet  a spirit 
Misfortune  fell  so  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  she’s  lmrd-hearted. 

That  can  look  on  and  not  relent,  and  deeply, 
At  such  a misery.  She  is  not  married  ? 

Val.  Not  yet. 

Cel.  Nor  near  it? 

Val.  When  she  please. 

Ctl.  And  pray,  sir, 

Does  he  deserve  her  truly,  that  she  loves  so  ? 
Vat.  llis  Jove  may  merit  much,  his  ptrsua 
little, 

For  there  the  match  lies  mangled. 

Cel.  Is  he  your  friend? 

Val.  He  should  be,/or  he  is  near  me. 

Cel.  Will  not  he  die  then, 

When  tli' other  shall  recover  ? 

Vat.  You  have  pos’d  me.  [love  her. 

Cel.  Mcthiuks  he  should  go  near  it,  if  ha 
If  she  love  him. 

Val.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  Tis  a hard  task  you  put  me ; yet,  for 
your  sake, 

f will  speak  to  her:  All  the  art  I Imve  ; 

My  best  endeavours;  all  his  youth  and  per- 
son, 

His  mind  more  full  of  beauties;  all  his  hopes; 
The  memor  y of  such  a sad  example, 

III  spoken  of,  and  never  old  ; the  curses 
Of  loving  maids,  und  what  may  be  a Hedg'd, 
I’ll  lay  before  her.  What’s  her  name  ? I’m 
ready. 

Vat.  But  will  you  deal  effectually? 

Cel.  Most  truly ; 

Nay,  were  it  myself,  at  your  entreaty. 
tat.  And  could  you  be  so  pitiful? 

Cel.  So  dutiful. 

Because  you  urge  it,  sir. 

Val.  It  may  he  then 
It  is  yourself. 

Ctl.  It  is  indeed  ; I know  it,  % 

And  now  know  how  you  love  me. 

Val.  Oh,  my  dearest,  [pity; 

Let  but  your  goodness  judge;  your  own  part’s 
Set  but  your  eyes  on  nis  atilictious; 

He's  mme,  und  so  becomes  your  charge : But 
thiuk 

What  ruin  Nature  suffers  in  this  young  man, 
What  loss  humanity,  und  noble  manhood ; 
l ake  to  your  better  judgment  my  declining, 
My  age  hung  full  of  impotence  and  ills, 

Aly  body  budding  now  no  more  ; seer  winter 
Hath  seal’d  tliat  sap  up : at  the  best  and 
happiest 

I can  but  be  your  infant,  you  my  nurse. 

And  how  unequal,  dearest ! where  his  years, 
llis  sweetness, and  his  ever  spring  of  goodness. 
My  fortunesgrowing  m him,  and  myself  too. 
Which  makes  him  ail  your  old  love— Mis- 
conceive not ; 

I say  not  this  as  weary  of  uiy  bondage, 
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Act3.  Scene  1.] 

Or  ready  to  infringe  ray  faith  ; hear  witness, 
Tbose  eyes  that  [ adore  still,  those  lamps 
that  light  me 
To  nil  the  joy  I have! 

Cel.  You've  said  enough,  sir, 

And  more  than  e’er  I thought  that  tongue 
could  utter; 

But  vou’re  a man,  a false  man  too ! 

I’uL  Dear  Cellule ! 

Cel.  And  now,  to  shew'  you  that  I am  a 
woman  [fondness, 

Hobh’d  of  her  rc#t,  and  fool’d  out  of  her 
The  gentleman  shall  live,  and, if  he  love  me, 
Yc  shall  be  both  my  triumphs  I will  to  him  ; 
Aud  as  you  carelessly  fling  off  vour  fortune, 
And  now  grow  weary  of  my  easy  winning, 
So  will  I lose  the  name  of  Valentine, 

From  henceforth  ull  his  flatteries;  and,  be- 
lieve it. 


Since  you’ve  so  slightly  parted  with  affec- 
tion, 

And  that  affection  you  have  pawn’d  your 
faith  for, 

From  this  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor 
prayers, 

Shall  pluck  me  back  a<raiu : What  I shall  do, 
(Yet  1 will  undertake  his  cure)  expect  it, 
Shall  minister  no  comfort,  no  content, 

To  cither  of  ye,  hut  hourly  more  vexations ! 
Val.  Why,  let  him  die  then. 

Cel.  No;  so  much  I’ve  lov’d 
To  he  commanded  by  you,  that  ev’n  now, 
F'v’n  in  my  hate,  I will  obey  your  wishes. 
Val.  What  shall  I do? 

Cel.  Die  like  a tool  unsorrowM, 

A bankrupt  fool,that  flings  uway  his  treasure ! 
I must  begin  my  cure. 

Val.  Aud  1 my  crosses.  [Ereunt. 


ACT  HI. 


SCENE  I. 

Francis  sick , Physicians , and  an  Apothecary. 

1 ■PAys./’^I.AP  on  the  catH  plasm. 

^ Fran.  Good  gentlemen, 

Good  learned  gentlemen 

2 Phys.  And  see  those  broths  there,  [in: 
Ready  within  this  hour.  'Pray  keep  your  arms 
The  air  is  raw,  and  ministers  much  evil. 

Frun.  'Pray  leave  me ; I beseech  ye  leave 
me,  gentlemen ; 

I  have  no  other  sickness  but  your  presence. 
Convey  your  cataplasms  to  those  that  need 
Your  vomits,  and  your  clysters.  [’em, 

3 'Phys.  Pray  be  rul’d,  sir. 

1 Phys.  Bring  in  the  letticc  cap.  You 
must  be  shav’d,  sir. 

And  then  bow  suddenly  we’ll  make  you  sleep ! 
Fran.  'Till  dooms-day.  What  unnecessary 
nothings 

Are  these  about  a wounded  mind  ? 

2 Phys.  How  do  ye? 

Fran.  What  questions  they  propound  too  ! 
Ilow  do  you,  sir  ? 

I’m  glad  to  see  you  well.  [still. 

3 Phys.  A great  distemper;  it  grows  hotter 

1 Phys.  Open  your  mouth,  1 pray,  sir. 
Fran.  And  can  you  tell  n»e 

IIovv  old  i am  then  ? There’s  my  hand  ; pray 
^sliew  me 

How  many  broken  shins  within  this  two  year. 
Who  would  be  thus  in  fetters?  Good  master 
doctor,  (doctor, 

And  yon,  dear  doctor,  and  the  third  sweet 
And  precious  master  apothecary,  1 do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  leave  to  live  a little  longer  : 

Ye  stand  before  me  like  my  blacks. 

2 Phys.  Tis dangerous; 

For  now  bis  fancy  turns  too. 


F.ntrr  Cellide 

Cel.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  ; 

And  ’pray  yc  your  leave  a while  too;  I have 
something 

Of  secret  to  impart  unto  the  patient. 

1 Phys.  \N  it  i ull  our  hearts. 

3 Phys.  Av,  marry,  such  a phvsick 
May  chance  to  fiud  the  humour.  Be  not  long, 
lady, 

For  we  must  minister  within  this  half-hour. 
Cel.  You  shall  not  stav  for  me. 

[Exeunt  Physicians. 
Fran.  ’Would  you  were  all  rotten, 

That  ye  might  only  intend  one  another's 
itches ! 

Or  ’would  the  gentlemen,  with  one  consent, 
Would  drinlf  small  beer  but  seven  years,  ami 
abolish 

That  wild-fire  of  the  blood,  unsatiate  wench- 
ing, 

That  your  two  Indies,  springs  and  falls,  might 
fail  yc  ! 

What  torments  these  intruders  into  bodies  — 
Cel . How  do  you,  worthy  sir  ? 

F’ran.  Bless  me,  what  beams  [sery( 

Flew  from  those  angel  eyes!  Ob,  what  auii- 
Wliat  a most  studied  torment, ’tis  to  me  now 
To  hr  an  honest  man  ! Dure  you  sit  by  me  ? 
Cel.  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too,  com- 
fort vou ; 

1 see  you’ve  need. 

Frun.  You  are  a fair  physician  : 

You  bring  no  bitterness  gilt  o’er,  to  gull  us. 
No  danger  in  your  looks ; yet  there  mv  death 
lies! 

Cel.  1 would  be  sorry,  sir,  my  charity. 
And  my  good  wishes  for  your  health,  should 
merit 

So  stubborn  a construction.  Will  it  plcascyou 
To  taste  a little  of  this  cordial  ? 
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Enter  Valentine,  privately. 

For  this  I think  must  cure  you. 

Fran.  Of  which,  lady  ? — 

Sure  she  has  found  my  grief. — Why  do  you 
blush  sol  [cordial. 

Cel.  Do  you  not  understand  ? of  this,  this 
Val.  Oh,  my  afflicted  heart ! She'*  gone 
forever.  [lady! 

Fran.  What  Heaven  you  have  brought,  me, 
Cel.  Do  not  wonder  *. 

For  ’tia  not  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour. 
Makes  me  do  this ; but  love,  to  save  your  life, 
sir, 

Your  life  too  excellent  to  lose  in  wishes; 
Love,  virtuous  love. 

Fran.  A virtuous  blessing  crown  you! 
Oh,  goodly  sweet,  can  there  be  so  much  cha- 
.So  noble  a compassion  in  that  heart,  [rity, 
That’s  fill'd  up  with  another’s  fair  affections? 
Can  mercy  drop  from  those  eyes  ? 

Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a dead  man, 
When  all  the  power  you  have  '9,  and  perfect 
object, 

Lies  in  another’s  light,  and  bis  deserves  it? 
Cel.  Do  not  despair;  nor  do  not  think  too 
boldly 

J dnre  abuse  mv  promise : TV  as  your  friend's, 
And  so  fast  tied  I thought  no  time  could  ruin : 
But  so  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  spell 
The  powerful  natne  of  Friend,  prevail’d 
above  him  90 

To  whom  I ever  owe  obedience, 

That  here  I am,  by  bis  command,  to  cure  ye; 
Nay  more,  for  ever,  by  his  full  resignment; 
And  willingly  J ratify  it. 

Fran.  Hold,  for  Heaven  sake  ! 

Must  my  friend’s  misery  make  me  a triumph  ? 
Bear  I that  noble  name,  to  be  a traitor? 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

Ob,  virtuous  goodness,  keep  thyself  untainted: 
Y ou  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  be  to  render, 
Nor  I to  take:  I am  resolv'd  to  die  first! 

Val,  Ha!  say'st  thou  so?  Nay,  then  thou 
shalt  not  perish. 

Fran.  And  tho'  I love  ye  above  the  light 
shiues  on  me ; 

Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  free  con- 
tent**; 

Sooner  would  snatch  at  such  a blessing  of- 
fer'd 

Than  at  my  pardon'd  life  by  the  law  forfeited ; 
Yet,  yet,  oh,  noble  beauty,  yet,  oh,  1'aradisc, 
(For  you  arc  all  the  wonder  reveal’d  of  it) 
Yet  is  a gratitude  to  he  preserv’d, 

A worthy  gratitude,  to  one  most  worthy 
The  name  and  nobleness  of  friends. 

CfL  Pray  tell  me, 

If  I bad  never  known  that  gentleman, 

Would  you  not  willinglv  embrace  my  offer? 
Fran.  D’  you  make  a doubt  ? 

Cel.  And  cun  you  be  unwilling, 

Hel>eing  old  and  impotent?  his  aim  too 
Levell’d  at  you,  for  your  good  ? not  con- 
strain’d, 

But  out  of  cure,  and  counsel  ? Alas,  consider, 
Play  but  the  woman  with  me  **,  and  consider, 
As  he  htnisclf  does,  and  [ now  dare  see  it, 

Truly  consider,  sir,  what  misery 

Fran.  For  Virtue's  sake,  take  heed! 

('el.  What  loss  of  youth, 

What  everlasting  banishment  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at, 

Filial  affections ^ , born  and  shot  together? 
What  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind 
him, 

What  act  of  memory **,  but  fruitless  doting? 
Fran.  This  cannot  be. 


19  When  all  the  paver  ye.  hare,  and  perfect  object 

Lies  in  another's  light.]  The  latter  part  of  the  first  line  seems  to  have  a very  fine 
thought  very  stiffly  expressed,  i haveveutured  therefore  upon  the  change  of  a monosyllabic, 
which  I hope  w ill  render  it  clear,  and  was  probably  the  original.  St  ward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  * this  jierfcct  object:  ’ but  the  old  reading  was  equally  clear,  and  not 
more  stiffly  expressed. 

30  Prevail'd  above  him.]  Above  him,  in  this  place,  seems  to  signify  on  him , or  over  him. 

91  Beyond  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  free  content.]  If  content  be  a substantive,  it  seems  un- 
necessary, and  an  anticlimax  : For  though  content  be  philosophically  preferable  to  the 
wealth  of  kingdoms,  it  will  not  be  allowed  so  in  poetry,  as  it  is  not  in  common  life.  The 
old  quarto  reads  content  with  a small  c ; I therefore  make  it  an  adjective,  taken  ns  the  for- 
mer adverbially,  and  connect  it  with  the  following  sentence:  ‘ I would  freely  and  con- 
4 tentcdlv  sooner  snatch  at  such  a blessing.'  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  prints  thus; 

* Beyoud  the  wealth  of  kingdoms ; free,  content, 

* Sooner  would  snatch  at  such  a blessing,  &c.' 

In  the  old  quarto,  substantives  are  not  distinguished  by  capitals;  that,  therefore,  is  no 
argument;  and  the  old  reading  is  better  sense,  and  most  poetical:  Mr.  Seward’s  is  bard, 
stiff,  cold,  and  uncouth. 

Play  but  the  woman  with  me.]  i.  e.  Suppose  yourself,  as  I atn,  a woman. 

93  Equal  affection*,  ana  shot  together .J  Thus  the  quarto  and  folio,  Mr.  Seward, 

* Eqnai  affections,  and  shut  up  together.' 

Wc  think  it  more  probaHe  that  the  word  born  should  supply  the  void; 

4 Equal  affections,  born  and  shot  together.' 

**  What  art  of  memory. J Mr.  Theobald  Tecouuneiids  reading  4 act  of  memory,’  and  we 
think  him  right. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Cel.  To  you,  unless  you  apply  it 
With  more  and  firmer  faith,  and  so  digest  it; 
J speak  but  of  things  possible,  not  clone, 

Nor  like  to  be;  a posset  cures  your  sickness, 
And  yet  l know  you  grieve  this;  and  how- 
soever [ger, 

The  worthiness  of  friend  may  make  you  stag- 
(Which  is  a fair  thing  in  you)  vet,  my  patient, 
Mv  gentle  patient,  I would  lain  say  more, 

If  you  would  understand. 

Val.  Oh,  cruel  woman  ! 

Cel.  Yet  sure  your  sickness  is  not  so  for- 
getful, 

Nor  you  so  willing  to  be  lost ! 

Fran.  ’Pray  stay  there:  [more, 

Methinks  you  are  not  fair  now ; methiuks 
That  modest  virtue,  men  deliver’d  of  you, 
Shew,  but  like  shadow  to  me,  thin  and  fa- 
Vnl.  Excellent  friend ! [ding! 

Fran.  You  have  no  share  in  goodness; 

You  are  belied ; you  are  not  Cellide, 

The  modest,  the  im  maculate  05 ! VV ho  are  you  ? 
Tor  I will  know  ! What  devil,  to  do  mischief 
Unto  my  virtuous  friend,  hath  shifted  shapes 
With  that  linbiemisli'd  beauty? 

Cel.  Do  not  rave,  sir, 

Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  distract  you: 
You  shall  enjoy  me ; I am  yours ; I pity, 

By  those  fair  eyes  l do. 

Fran.  Oh,  double-hearted  ! 

Oh,  woman,  perfect  woman ! what  distraction 
Was  meant  to  mankind  when  thou  wost  made 
a devil ! 

What  an  inviting  hell  invented  ! Tell  me. 
And,  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  goodness. 
Tell  rae  by  that,  ami  truth,  can  one  so  che- 
rish’d, 

So  sainted  in  the  soul  of  him  whose  service 
Is  almost  turn’d  to  superstition, 

Whose  every  day  endeavours  and  desires 
Orfer  themselves  like  incense  on  your  altar, 
Whose  heart  holds  no  intelligence  hut  holy 
And  most  religious  with  his  love,  whose  life 
(And  let  it  ever  he  remember’d,  lady) 

isdrawn  out  only  foi  your  ends 

Val.  Oh,  miracle! 

Fran.  Whose  all,  nnd  every  part  of  man 
(’pray  mark  me4*) 

like  ready  pages  wuit  upon  your  pleasures, 
Who>c  breath  is  but  your  bubble. — Can  vou, 
dare  you,  [willing, 

Must  you,  cast  off  this  man,  (tho*  he  were 
Tho’,  m a nobleness  to  cross  my  danger, 

His  friendship  durst  confirm  it;  without  base- 
ness, 

Without  the  stain  of  honour?  Shall  not  people 
Say  liberally  hereafter, 4 There’s  the  lady 
* That  lost  her  father,  friend,  herself,  her 
faith  too, 


* To  fawn  upon  a stranger;’  for  aught  you 
know 

As  faithless  as  yourself,  in  love  as  fruitless? 
Val.  Take  her,  with  all  my  heart ! Thou 
art  so  honest 

That  ’tis  most  necessary  I be  undone. 

With  all  my  soul  possess  her*7.  [Efif. 
Cel.  Till  this  minute, 

I scorn’d  and  hated  you,  and  came  to  cozen 
you;  [me. 

Utter’d  those  things  might  draw  a wonder  ou 
To  make  you  mad. 

Fran.  Good  Heav’n,  what  is  this  woman? 
Cel.  Nor  did  your  danger,  hut  in  charity. 
Move  me  a whit;  nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a common  object:  Yet  now  truly. 
Truly  and  nobly,  I do  love  you  dearly, 

And  front  this  hour  you  are  the  man  I honour; 
You  are  the  man,  the  excellence,  the  honesty. 
The  only  friend : And  I am  glad  your  sickness 
Fell  so  most  happily  at  this  time  on  you, 

To  make  this  truth  the  world’s. 

Fran.  Whither  d’ you  drive  me  ? 

Cel.  Back  to  your  honesty ; make  that  good 
ever ; 

Tis  like  a strong-built  castle,  seated  hitfli, 
That  draws  on  all  ambitions  ; still  repair  it, 
Still  fortify  it:  There  are  thousand  foes. 
Besides  the  tyrant  Beauty,  will  assail  it : 
Look  to  your  ccntincls  that  watch  it  hourly, 
Your  eyes,  let  them  not  wander  ! 

Fran,  is  this  serious. 

Or  does  she  play  still  with  me? 

Cel.  Keep  your  ears,  [strongly 

The  two  main  ports  that  may  betray  you. 
From  light  belief  first,  then  from  flattery, 
Especially  where  woman  heats  the  parley  ; 
The  hotly  of  your  strength,  your  noble  heart. 
From  ever  yielding  to  dishonest  ends, 

Ridg’d  round  about  with  virtue,  that  no 
breaches. 

No  subtle  mines  may  meet  you  ! 

Fran.  How  like  the  sun 
Labouring  in  his  eclipse, dark,  and  prod  igious. 
She  shew’d  ’till  now  ! when  having  won  hi9 
way, 

How  full  of  wonder  lie  breaks  out  again. 
And  sheds  his  virtuous  beams!  Excellent 
angel,  [thee, 

For  no  less  can  that  hcav’nlv  mind  proclaim 
Honour  of  all  thy  sex,  let  it  be  lawful 
(And  like  a pilgrim  thus  I kneel  to  heg  it. 
Not  with  profane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  affec- 
tions, 

Rut,  reconcil’d  to  faith,  with  holy  wishes), 
To  kiss  that  virgin  hand  ! 

Cel.  Take  your  desire,  sir, 

And  in  a nobler  way,  for  I dare  tru^t  you ; 
No  other  fruit  my  love  must  ever  yield  you. 


*s  The  modest,  unaonlatc.]  Soqunrto;  the  folio,  immaculate ; nnd  Mr.  Seward  adds  tht 
article  the , to  complete  the  verse. 

**  Pray  make  rne.\  Corrected  by  Mr.  Seward. 

**  Cel.  With  all  my  soul  possess  Aer.J  The  git  ing  this  to  Collide  is  a very  gross  error  which 
has  run  through  ull  i;ie  editious.  bcaurd. 
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I fear,  no  more!  Yet  your  most  constant 
memory  / 

(So  much  1‘m  wedded  to  that  worthiness) 
Shall  ever  be  my  friend,  companion, husband. 
Farewell,  and  fairly  govern  your  affections  ; 
Stand,  and  deceive  me  not!  Oh,  noble  young 
man, 

I love  thee  with  my  soul,  but  dare  not  sav  it ! 
Once  more,  farewell,  and  prosper!  [Exit. 

Fran  Goodness  guide  thee! 

My  wonder,  like  to  fearful  shapes  in  dreams, 
lias  waken’d  lue  out  of  my  fit  of  folly. 

But  not  to  shake  it  off.  A spell  dwells  in  me, 
A hidden  charm,  shot  from  this  beauteous 
woman, 

That  fate  can  ne'er  avoid,  nor  physirk  find  ; 
And,  bv  her  counsel  strengthen’d,  only* this 
Jx  all  the  help  I have,  f love  fair  Virtue. 
Well,  something  I most  do,  to  be  a friend  ; 
Yeti  am  poor,  and  lardy  : Something  for  tier 
too, 

Tho’  I can  never  reach  her  excellence, 

Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a greatness. 

Fulcr  Valentine , Thomas,  Halos,  and  Sam. 
Val.  Be  not  uncivil,  Tom,  and  take  your 
pleasure.  - fine  leave 

Tho.  D’ you  think  I’m  mad?  You’ll  give 
To  try  her  fairly? 

Val.  Do  your  l>est. 

Tho.  Why  there,  boy 

But  where’s  the  sick  man? 

Hylas.  Where  arc  the  gentlewomen 
Tint  should  attend  him?  there’s  the  patient. 

Melhhiks  these  women 

Tho.  Thou  think’st  nothing  else. 

Val.  Go  to  him,  friend,  and  comfort  hint ; 
I’ll  lead  ye.  [pardon  me. 

Ob,  my  best  joy,  my  worthiest  friend,  'pray 
I am  so  over-joy *d  I want  expression: 

I may  live  to  be  thankful.  Bid  your  friends 
welcome!  [Exit. 

Tho.  How  dost  thou,  Frank  ? how  dost 
thou,  boy  ? Bear  up,  man  ! 

What,  shrink  i’th' sinews  for  u little  sickness? 
DcutoIu  morte.  n 

Fran.  I am  o’  th’ mending  hand. 

Tho.  How  like  a flute  thou  speak ’st ! 4 O' 
th’  mending  hand,’  man? 

4 Gogs  bores,  I’m  well ! ’ Speak  like  a man  of 
worship. 


[Act  3.  Scone  1. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a mad  companion ; never 
staid.  Torn  ? 

Tho.  Let  rogues  be  staid  that  have  no  ha- 
bitation4*; [Frauk, 

A gentleman  may  wander.  Sit  thee  down, 
And  see  what  I have  brought  thee.  Coine, 
discover; 

Open  the  scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 

A friend,  at  need,  you  rogue,  is  worth  a 

million. 

Fran.  What  lu»*t  thou  there?  a julep? 
Ifylas.  lie  must  not  touch  it; 

'Tis  present  death. 

Tho.  You  are  an  ass,  n twirepipo, 

Jeffery  John  Bo-pcep!  Thou  minister*  ? 
hou  mend  a left-handed  pack-saddle.  Out, 
puppy ! 

My  friend,  Frank,  but  a very  foolish  fellow. 
Dost  thou  see  that  bottle?  View  it  well. 
Fran.  I do, Tom.  [carries; 

Tho.  There  be  as  many  lives  iu't  as  a cat 
Tis  everlasting  l.quor* 

Fran.  What  ? 

Tho.  Old  sack,  boy. 

Old  reverend  sack*®,  which,  for  aught  that  I 
can  read  yet,  [Ptolomeus 

Was  that  philosopher's  stone  the  wise  kiiig 

Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran.  I see  no  harm,  Tom, 

Drink  w ith  a moderation. 

Tho.  Drink  w ith  sugar,  [boy. 

Which  l have  ready  here,  and  here  a gluss. 
Take  me  without  my  tools? 

Sum.  Pray,  sir,  be  temperate  ; 

You  know  your  own  state  best. 

Fran.  Sir,  I much  thank  you, 

And  shall  be  careful : Yet  a glass  or  two. 

So  fit  I find  my  body,  and  that  so  needful— 
Tho.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling.  Thou 

say'st  true,  Frank 

Ili/hm.  Where  arc  these  women,  I suy  ? 
Tho.  Tis  most  necessary  ; 

Hang  up  your  juleps,  and  your  Portugal  pos- 
sets, 

Your  barley  broths,  and  sorrel  sops  a°;  they  ’re 
mangy. 

And  breed  the  scratches  only  : Give  me  sack ! 
( I wonder  where  this  wench  is  tho'.)  Iia\  c at 
thee ! 

Hi/ las.  So  long,  nnd  yet  no  belting  ? 

Fran.  Do  ; i’ll  pledge  thee, 


**  Let  rogues  he  staid  that  luve  no  habitation.]  The  negative,  here,  is  certainly  put  instead 
of  its  reverse;  but  it  has  run  through  ail  the  editions,  though  it  quite  spoils  the  humour  of 
the  passnge.  Sea  ard. 

Mr.  Seward,  who  seems  to  have  overlooked  both  the  humour  and  the  sense  of  the  passnge, 
reads,  I 

4 Let  rogues  be  staid,  that  have  an  habitation.’ 

Ko  is  clearly  riuht,  and  ‘a  gentleman  may  wander*  confirms  it. 

* Mimister.]  So  all  the  editions.  The  followin':  words  prove  the  propriety  of  our  alteration. 
Old  reverend  tack,  which,  &c.J  Alluding  to  the  grand  elixir  of  the  alchymi&ts,  which 
they  pretended  would  restore  youth  and  confer  immortality.  R. 

30  Sorrel  so/;*.]  These  are  now  the  green  sauce  used  to  green  geese;  but  as  this  expression 
often  occurs  in  our  Authors  for  some  liquor  drunk  in  sickness,  it  was  probably  a custom  W 
make  a soi  l of  tea  of  sorrel  in  feverish  disorders.  Siuurd. 
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Tho.  Take  it  off  thrice,  nnd  then  cry 
4 Heigh  ! ’ like  a huntsman, 

With  a clear  heart ; and  no  more  fits  I war- 
rant-tlicef* 

The  only  cordial,  Frank. 

[ Phys.  and  Serv . within. 

1 Phys.  Are  the  things  ready? 

Anri  is  the  barber  come? 

Serv.  An  hour  ago,  sir. 

J Phys.  Bring  out  the  oils  then. 

Fran.  Now  or  never,  gentlemen, 

Do  me  u kindness,  und  deliver  me. 

Tho.  From  whom,  boy?  [there  ; 

Fran.  From  these  things  that  talk  within 
Physicians, Tom,  physicians,  scow’ring-sticks: 
They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

Enter  three  Physicians,  Apothecary , and 
Par  her. 

Hylas.  Let  ’em  enter.  [thee. 

Tho.  And  be  thou  confident  we  will  deliver 
For,  look  ye,  doctor;  say  the  devil  were  sick 
now,  [a  biggeu, 

Ilis  ho. ns  saw’d  off,  and  his  head  bound  with 
Sick  of  a calenture,  taken  by  a surfeit 
Of  stinking  souls  at  bis  nephew’s  at  .St.  Dun- 
stans  ■,l, 

What  would  you  minister  upon  the  sudden  ? 
Your  judgment,  short  and  sound. 

1 Phys.  A fool’s  head. 

Tho.  No,  sir. 

It  must  be  a physician’s,  for  three  causes : 
The  first,  because  it  is  a bald-head  likely, 
Which  will  down  easily  without  uppiepap. 

3 Phys.  A main  cause ! 

Tho.  So  it  is,  and  well  consider’d.  [>ir, 
The  second,  for ’t is  fill’d  with  broken  Greek, 
Which  will  so  tumble  in  his  stomach,  doctor, 
And  work,  upon  the  crudities,  (conceive  ine; 
The  fears  and  the  fiddle-strings  within  it, 
That  those  damn’d  souls  must  disembogue 
again. 

Hylas.  Or  meeting  with  the  Stygian  hu- 
mour— 

Tho.  Right,  sir.  [ers 

llytas.  Forc’d  with  a cataplasm  of  crack- 
Tho.  F.vcr.  [venger. 

Hylas  Scour  all  before  him,  like  a sca- 
Thu.  Sitisjecisti , donnac.  My  last  cause, 
My  last  is,  and  uot  least,  uio»l  learned  doc- 
tors, [those 

Because  in  most  physicians’  heads  (1  mean 
That  arc*  most  excellent,  and  old  withal, 
And  angry,  tho’  a untie  nt  say  Ins  prayers, 
And  Paracelsians that  do  trade  with  poisons, 
Wc  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 
There  is  a kind  of  toad-stone  bred,  whose 

The  doctor  being  dried [virtue, 

1 Phys.  We  arc  abus’d,  sirs. 

Hylas.  I take  it  so,  or  shall  be.  For,  say 
the  belly-ake. 

Caus’d  by  an  inundation  of  pease-porridge, 


Arc  we  therefore  to  epen  jhc  port  vein, 

Or  the  port  esquiliue? 

Sam.  A learned  question  ! 

Or  grant  the  diaphrugma  by  a rupture. 

The  sign  being  then  in  the  head  of  Capri- 
corn— 

Tho.  Meet  with  the  passion  Huperchoo- 
driaca, 

And  so  cause  a carnosity  in  the  kidnics. 

Must  not  the  brains,  being  butter’d  with  this 

Answer  me  that.  [humour 

Sam.  Most  excellently  argued  ! 

Phys.  The  next  fir  you  will  have,  my 
/ most  line  scholar,  [sir  ! 

Bedlam  snail  find  a salve  for.  Fare  you  well, 
We  came  to  tlo  you  good,  but  these  young 
It  seems  have  bor’d  oar  noses.  [doctors 
3 Phys.  Drink  hard,  gentlemen, 

And  get  unwholesome  drabs : ’Tis  ten  to  one 
then  [ter'd. 

We  shall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  note  at- 
[Ercunt  Phys.  Apoth.  and  Barber. 
Tho.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone  ? says  one. 
llt/fas.  And  wilt  thoj  be  gone  ? says  t other, 
Tho.  Then  take  the  odd  crown, 

T o mend  thy  old  gown 
Sam.  Anti  we’ll  be  gone  all  together. 

Fran.  My  learned  Tom ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  young  gentlewomen  [you; 
Sent  me  to  see  what  company  you  had  with 
T hey  much  desire  to  visit  you# 

Fran.  ’Fray  you  thank  ’em. 

And  teU’eunny  most  sickness  is  their  absence: 
You  see  my  company. 

Tho.  Come  h itlier,  Crab; 

What  gentlewomen  are  these  ? my  mistress? 
Serv.  Yes,  sir. 

Hylas.  Ami  who  else  ? 

Serv.  Mistress  Alice. 

Hylas.  Oh  ! 

Tho.  Hark  you,  sirrah, 

No  word  oi  my  being  here,  unless  she  know  it. 
Serv.  i tlo  uot  dunk  she  does. 

Tho.  l ake  that,  and  mum  then. 

Serv.  You’ve  tied  iny  tongue  up.  [Exit. 
Tho.  Sit  you  down,  good  Francis, 

And  m t a word  of  me  till  you  hear  from  me; 
And,  as  you  find  my  humour,  follow  it. 

You  two  comp  hither,  and  stand  close,  unseen, 
And  do  as  l shall  tutor  you.  [hoys, 

Frun.  What,  new  wofk? 

Tho.  Prithee  no  more,  but  help  me  uqw. 
Hy/as.  I would  fain  talk 
\\Y  th*  gentlewomen. 

Tho.  Talk  wi' tli*  gentlewomen? 

Of  what,  forsooth?  whose 'maidenhead  the 
last  musk  ' [best? 

Suffer’d  impression  r or  whose  clyster  wrought 
Take  me  as  1 shall  tell  dug. 


31  At  his  nephews , and  St.  Dunstans ,]  The  necessity  of  the  slight  change  made  here  must 
appear  to  every  reader.  Seward% 

N 2 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1. 


Hylas.  To  what  end  ? 

What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 

Sam.  Be  rul'd  tho\ 

Tho.  Your  weasel  face  must  needs  be  fer- 
reting 

About  tlic  farthingale  ! Do  as  I bid  you,  or  by 

this  light 

Hylas  Come  then. 

77/0.  Stand  close,  and  mark  me. 

Fran.  All  this  forc'd  foolery  will  never  do  it. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary, 

Alice.  I hope  we  bring  you  health,  sir  : 
How  is’t  with  you  ? 

Mary.  You  look  far  better,  trust  me.  The 
fresh  colour 

Creeps  now  again  into  his  checks. 

Alice.  Your  enemy,  [have  you 

I see,  has  done  his  worst.  Come,  we  must 
Lusty  again,  and  frolick,man;  leave  thinking. 
Mary,  Jndccd  it  doc  s you  harm,  sir. 
Frank.  My  best  visitants, 

I shall  be  govern'd  by  you. 

Alice.  You  shall  be  well  then, 

And  suddenly,  and  souudly  well. 

Mury.  Tins  air,  sir, 

Having  now  season'd  you,  will  keep  you  ever. 
Tho.  No,  no,  I have  no  hope ! nor  is  it  fit, 
friends, 

(My  life  has  becu  so  lewd,  my  loose  condition, 
Which  I repent  too  late,  so  lamentable) 
That  any  thing  hut  curses  light  upon  me; 
Exorbitant  in  all  my  wavs! 

Alice,  Who's  that,  sir) 

Another  sick  man  ? 

Mary.  Sure  1 know  that  voire  well. 

Tho.  In  all  my  courses  cureless  disobedi- 
ence3* ! 

Fran.  What  a strange  fellow’s  this  ! 

Tho.  No  counsel,  friends. 

No  look  before  l loop’d. 

Alice.  D’you  know  the  voice,  sir  ? 

Fran.  Yc\s;  'tis  a gentleman’s  that's  much 
In’s  mind  : Great  pity,  ladies.  [afflicted 
Alice . Now  Heav’n  help  him  ! 

Fran.  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  pardon 
of  me,  • [distemper 

For  some  things  done  long  since,  which  his 
Made  to  appear  like  wrong,  but  'twas  not  so. 
Mary.  Oh,  that  this  could  be  truth! 
Hylas.  Persuade  yourself ! 

Tho.  To  what  end,  gentlemen?  when  all  is 
perish’d 

Upon  a w reck,  is  there  a hope  remaining 
The  sea,  that  ne’er  knew'  sorrow,  may  be 
pitiful? 

My  credit’s  sp^t,  and  sunk,  nor  is  it  possible, 
Were  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 


Mary.  I like  this  well. 

Sum.  Your  mind  is  too  mistrustful. 

Tho.  I have  a virtuous  sistjgj,  but  1 scorn’d 
her; 

A mistress  too,  a noble  gentlewoman, 

For  goodness  all  out-going 

Alice.  Now  I know  him. 

Tho.  Which  these  eyes,  friends,  my  eyes 
must  never  see  more  M. 

Alice.  This  is  for  your  sake,  Mary  : Take 
heed,  cousin; 

A man  is  not  so  soon  made. 

Tho.  Oh,  my  fortune  ! 

But  it  is  just,  I be  despis’d  and  hated. 

Hylas.  Despair  not,  'tis  not  manly  : One 
hour’s  goodness 
Strikes  off  an  infinite  of  ills. 

Alice.  Weep  truly. 

And  with  compassion,  cousin. 

Fran.  How  exactly 

This  cunning  young  thief  plays  his  part ! 

Mart/.  Well,  Tom, 

My  Torn  again,  if  this  be  truth. 

Hylai.  She  weeps,  hoy. 

Tho.  Oh,  1 shall  die! 

Mary.  Now  Heav'n  defend! 

Sum.  Thou  hast  her. 

Tho.  Come,  lead  me  to  my  friend,  to  take 
his  farewell; 

And  then  what  fortune  shall  befall  me,  wel- 
come ! 

IIow  does  it  shew  ? 

Hi/las.  Oh,  rarely  well. 

Mary.  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 

Fran.  Oh,  you  grand  ass! 

Mary.  And  arc  you  there,  my  juggler? 
Aw  ay  ; we  are  abus’d,  Alice. 

Alice.  Fool  be  with  thee ! 

[Ercu/if  Mary  and  Alice . 
Tho.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fran.  Gone;  she  found  you  out,  and  finely  ; 
In  your  own  noose  she  halter’d  you : You 
must  be  whisp’ring, 

To  know  how  tilings  shew’d;  not  content  to 
farewell,  [suspicion, 

But  you  must  roar  out  roast-meat.  ’1  ill  that 
Y’ou  carried  it  most  neatly;  she  believ’d  too, 
And  wept  most  tenderly  ; had  you  continued, 
Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

Tho.  This  was  thy  roguing, 

For  thou  wert  ever  whispering : Fy  upon  thee ! 
Now  could  I break  thy  head. 

Hylai.  You  spoke  to  me  tirst, 

Tho.  Do  not  auger  me, 

For  by  this  hand  I’ll  beat  thee  buzzard-blind 
then  34 ! 

She  shall  not  ’scape  me  thus : Farewell  for 
this  time. 


33  Cureless  disohedienrc.l  Old  quarto;  other  copies,  ‘ careless  disobedience.’ 

33  With  these  cyei.j  1 take  tt'iM,  here,  to  have  been  put  for  mhomt  or  which.  The  former 
is  more  correct  English,  the  latter  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letter ; and  the  old  English  wri- 
ters ns  often  apply  which  to  men  and  women  as  to  inanimate  things.  Set  ard. 

34 1 heat  the  buzzard  blind  Mew.]  Wc  should  not  have  made  the  variation  here  (though 
•light)  had  it  not  been  much  for  the  better,  and  probably  genuine. 
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Act  3.  Scene  9.] 

Fran.  Good  night ! rTis  almost  bed-time ; 
yet  uo  sleep 

Must  enter  these  eyes,  ’till  I work  a wonder. 

[ Exit. 

Tho.  Thou  shale  along  too,  for  I mean  to 
plague  thee  [of  thee 

For  this  night’s  sins;  I'll  ne’er  leave  walking 
Till  1 have  worn  thee  out. 

Hylas.  Your  will  be  done,  sir. 

Tho.  You  will  uot  leave  me,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  Not  I. 

Tho.  Away  then ; 

111  be  v our  guide.  Now,  if  my  man  be  trusty, 
My  spiteful  dame,  I’ll  pipe  you  such  a hunts-up 
Shall  make  you  dance  a tipvaet*.  Keep  close 
to  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Dorothea . 

Seb.  Never  persuade  me;  I will  marry 
again ! 

What,  should  I leave  my  state  to  pins  and 
poking-sticks3*,  [horses37. 

To  farthingales,  and  flounces?  To  fore 
Aud  an  old  leather  bawdy-house  behind  ’em  ? 
To  thee  ? 

Dor.  You  have  a son,  sir. 

Seb.  Where?  what  is  he? 

Who  is  he  like  ? 

Dor.  Yourself. 

Seb.  Thou  licst ; th’  hast  roarr’d  him, 

Thou,  and  thy  prayer-hooks : I do  disclaim 
him ! 

Did  not  I take  him  singing  yesternight 
A godly  ballad,  to  a godly  tunc  too, 

And  had  a catechism  in’s  pocket,  damsel  ? 
One  of  your  dear  disciples,  I perceive  it. 
IVhen  did  he  ride  abroad  siuce  he  came  over  ? 
What  tavern  has  he  us’d  to?  what  things  done 
That  shews  a man,  and  mettle  ? When  was 
mv  house 

At  such  a shame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 
At  ten  o’clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  com- 
pany ? 

No  siuging,  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking  ? 
Jhou  thi uk’s t not  of  these  scandals.  When, 
and  where, 

Das  he  but  shew’d  his  sword  of  late  ? 


Dor.  Despair  not,  [ness  ; 

I do  beseech  you,  sir,  nor  tempt  your  weak- 
For,  if  you  like  it  so,  1 can  assure  you, 
lie  is  the  same  man  still. 

Seb.  ’Would  thou  wert  ashes 
On  that  condition  ! But,  believe  it,  gossip, 

You  shall  know  you  have  wrong’d 

Dor.  You  never,  sir;  [sake, 

So  well  I know  my  duty.  And,  for  neav’n 
Take  but  this  counsel  with  yoa  ere  you  marrv ; 
(You  were  wont  to  hear  me)  take  him,  and 
confess  him,  [false, 

Search  him  to  th’  quick,  and  if  you  find  him 
Do  as  you  please;  a mother’s  name  I honour. 
Seb.  He’s  lost  and  spoil’d;  I am  resolv’d 

my  roof  [nion, 

Shall  never  harbour  him : And  for  you,  mi- 

l’ll keep  you  close  enough,  lest  you  break 
loose, 

Aud  do  more  mischief.  Get  you  in  ! Who 
waits?  [Exit  Dorothea. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serr.  Do  you  call,  sir? 

Sib.  Seek  the  bov,  and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleasure  in  the  morning:  Mark  what  hous* 
Hcisin,  and  what  he  docs;  and  truly  tell  me, 
Scrv.  I will  not  fail,  sir. 

Seb.  If  you  do,  Til  hang  you.  [-Exettsf. 

SCENE  IH. 

Enter  Thomas , llj/las , and  Sam. 

Tho.  Keep  you  the  back-door  there,  and 
be  sure 

None  of  her  servants  enter,  or  go  out. 

If  any  woman  pass,  she’s  lawful  prize,  boys; 
Cut  of?  nil  convoys. 

hylas.  Who  shall  answer  this? 

Tho.  Why,  I shall  answer  it,  you  fearful 
widgeon ; 

I shall  appear  to  th'  action. 

llytas.  May  we  discourse  too, 

On  honourable  terms? 

Tho.  With  auy  gentlewoman 
That  shall  appear  at  window  : You  may  re- 
hearse too,  [cc  !• 

By  your  commission  safely,  some  sweet  par- 
Of  poetry  to  a chambermaid. 


3*  Tipvaes .]  Perhaps  we  should  read  tiptoes;  unless  there  be  some  dance  called  tipraes  ; 
which,  however,  wc  never  heard  of. 

38  Poking-sticks .]  * Poking-sticks ,’  says  Mr.  Steevens,  * were  heated  in  the  fire,  and  made 
9 use  of  to  adjust  the  plaits  of  ruffs.  In  Marston's  Malrcontcut,  1601,  is  the  following  in- 

* stance. “ There  is  such  a deale  of  pinning,  these  ruffes,  when  the  fine  clean  fall  is 

u worth  them  all.”  And  again,  “ If  you  should  chance  to  take  a nap  in  the  afternoon,  your 
H falling  band  requires  no  poking-stick  to  recover  bis  form,  &c.”  So  in  Middleton’s  comedy 
‘ of  Blurt  Master  Constable,  1602,  “ Your  ruff*  must  stand  in  print,  and  for  that  purpose 
“ get  poking-sticks  with  fair  long  handles,  lest  they  scorch  your  hands.”  Note  on  Winter's 

* Talc.’ 

37 to  tore-horses, 

And  an  old  leather  bawdy-house  behind  'em.]  I read  1 four  horses’  viz.  to  a coach- 
and-four.  Calling  the  former  a leathern  bawdy-house  is  quite  in  character.  Seward. 

Perhaps  the  Autiior  intended  * fore  horses  ’ to  stand  in  opposition  to  * leather  bawdy 
1 house  behind  ’em,’  Port-hones  occurs  too  in  other  plays  of  our  Authors. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  3. 


Hi/ las.  May  we  sing  too? 

For  there's  my  master-piece. 

Tho.  By  no  means  ; no,  boys  ; 

I am  tlic  man  reserv’d  tV»r  air,  'tis  mv  port ; 
And  if  she  be  not  rock,  my  voice  shall  reach 
her. 

Ye  may  record  a little*1,  or  ye  may  whistle, 
As  time  shall  minister;  hut,  for  main  singing, 
Tray  ye  satisfy  yourselves.  Away;  be  careful ! 

Jlylat.  But  bark  you;  one  word,  Tom! 
we  may  be  beaten. 

Tho.  'I  hut's  as  you  think  good  yourselves: 
If  you  deserve  it, 

Why,  ’tis  the  easiest  thing  to  compass. 
Beaten  ? 

What  bugbears  dwell  in  thy  bruins?  who 
should  beat  thee? 

}h)/us.  Sh’ has  men  enough. 

Tho.  Art  not  thou  man  enough  tpo? 

Thou  hast  flesh  enough  about  thee  : If  all 
that  mass 

Will  not  maintain  a little  spirit,  hang  it, 
And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-mcat.  C»et  you  gone ; 
J have  things  of  moment  in  my  mind.  That 
door,  [a  serving-man. 

Keep  it  os  thou  wouldst  keep  thy  wile  from 
No  more,  1 say  r Away,  Sam  ! 

Sam.  At  your  will,  sir. 

[Exeunt  Hi/ las  and  Sam. 

Enter  T.ntincelol  and  Tidier. 

Zaun.  I have  him  here;  a rare  rogue.  Good 
sweet  master, 

J")o  something  of  some  savour  suddenly. 
That  wc  may  eat,  and  live ; I am  almost 
starv’d:  [et/r39, 

$To  point  man: air,  no  point  devein , no  Stgni - 
Not  by  the  virtue  of  my  languages; 

Nothing  at  niv  old  master’s  to  be  hop’d  for! 
Oh,  Signicur  l)u  ! nothing  to  line  iny  life  with, 
Rut  cold  pics,  with  a cudgel,  ’till  you  help  us! 

Tho.  Nothing  but  famine  I rights  thee. 
Come  hither,  b idler: 

What  ballads  arc  you  seen  in  best?  Be  short, 
sir. 

Fid.  Under  your  mastership’s  correction,  I 
cun  sing 

* The  duke  pf  Norfolk ; or  the  merry  ballad 

* Of  Diverus  aud  Lazarus;  the  Rose  of  En- 

gland ; 

1 In  Crete  when  Dcdimus  first  began; 

* Jonas  his  Crying-out  against  Coventry * 


Tho.  Excellent  l 
Hart:  matters  all. 

Fid. 1 Mawdlin  the  Merchants  Daughter^; 

4 The  Devil,  and  Ye  dainty  Dames ’ 

Tho.  Rare  still ! . [Bow, 

Fid.  4 The  Landing  of  the  Spaniards  at 
4 With  the  bloody  Battle  ut  Mile-End.’ 

Tho.  All  excellent ! 

No  tuning,  as  ye  love  me;  let  thy  fiddle 
Speak  \\  clch,  or  any  tinug  that’s  out  of  all 
tunc ; 

The  viler  still  the  better,  like  thyself, 
for  I presume  thy  voice  will  make  no  treci 
dance.  [homely— 

ltd.  Nay  truly,  you  shall  have  itev’ijas 
Tho.  Keep  ye  to  that  key.  Arc  they  all 
a-hed,  trow  ? 

Jjnm.  1 hear  no  stirring  any  where,  no 
light 

In  any  window ; ’tis  a night  for  the  nonce,  sir. 
Thu.  Come,  strike  up  then,  and  say  tiie 
Merchant’s  Daughter  ; 

Wc’U  bear  the  burihtn  : Proceed  to  incision, 
tidier.  • [Song. 

Enter  Servant,  above. 

Serv.  Who’s  there  ? wliat  noise  is  this  r wlm{ 
rogue  at  these  hours  ? 

Tho.  4 Oil,  w hat  is  tbftt  to  ypu,  my  fool  ? 
4 Oh,  what  is  that  to  you  ? 

4 Pluck  in  your  face, 

4 You  baw  ling  ass, 

* Of  1 will  break  your  brow. 

4 Ilcy  down,  down,  a-down/ 
A new  ballad,  a new,  u new  ! 

Fid.  4 'l  lie  twelfth  of  April,  on  May-day, 

4 My  bouse  and  goods  were  burnt 
away/  iScc. 

Maid  [above].  Why,  who  is  this  ? 

Latin.  Oh,  damsel  dear. 

Open  the  door,  and  it  shall  appear; 

( )pe U the  door  ! 

Maid.  Oh,  gentle  ’squire41, 

I’ll  see  thee  hang  first ; farewell,  my  dear  !— • 
T is  master  Thomas ; there  he  stands. 

Enter  Mart/,  above, 

Mari/.  T is  strange 

That  nothing  can  redeem  him.  Rail  him  hence, 
Or  sing  him  out  in’s  own  way  ; any  thing 
To  be  deliver’d  of  him. 

Maid.  Then  have  at  him. 


3*  Ye  nun/  record  a little,"]  i.  e.  play  on  the  musick;  a recorder  (as  appears  in  Hamlet) 
signifying  a pipe. 

i9  Ao  point  manievr , no  point  deceit! , no  Signicur .]  Unless  Launcclot  may  be  here  supposed 
to  speak  a sort  of  Lingua  Franca,  or  medley  of  languages,  these  words  are  so  ill  wrote, 
that  it  may  he  difficult  to  tell  what  was  the  original.  Setrard. 

He  is  purpose  ly  represented  as  speaking  barbarously  ; ami  the  words  plainly  import,  that 
* no  wine  or  good  cheer  is  to  be  bad  at  his  old  master’s.’ 

Maudlin,  6i c.J  Mawdhn,  the  Merchant’s  Daughter  of  Bristol.  This  and  several  other* 
before  mentioned  are  the  titles  of  ballads,  some  of  which  have  been  lately  reprinted.  R. 

4‘  Open  the  door, 

Oh,  gentle  'squire.]  We  take  4 Oh,  gentle  ’squire/  to  be  part  of  the  Maid's  answer;  who 
leaves  off  singing  at,  4 Tis  master  Thomas.’ 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.] 

* My  man  Thomas 
1 Did  me  promise, 

* He  would  visit  me  this  uight. 

Tho  4 ! uni  here,  love; 

1 'Jell  me,  dear  love, 

* How  I may  obtain  thv  sight. 

Ha  id.  * Couie  up  to  niv  window,  love ; 

* Coinc,  come,  come ! 

* Come  to  my  window,  my  dear : 

* The  wind  nor  the  min 

4 Shall  trouble  thee  again, 

* But  thou  shalt  be  lodged  here/ 

Tho.  And  art  thou  strong  enough  ? 

J/nm.  Up,  up;  I warrant  you. 

Mary.  What  dost  tliuu  mean  to  do  ? 

Maid.  Good  mistress,  peace; 

IT1  warrant  von  we’ll  cool  him.  Madge  ! 
Madge  fa&orc].  I am  ready.  [him  so, 
Tho.  4 The  love  of  Greece,  and  it  tickled 
4 That  he  devised  a way  to  go/ 

Now  sing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland  ! 
Fid.  4 And  climbing  to  promotion, 

4 He  fell  down  suddenly/ 

[j Madge,  with  a devil's  visard,  roaring , 
offers  to  kiss  him , and  he  Jails  duati. 
Maid.  Farewell,  sir! 

Mary.  W hat  bast  thou  done  ? th*  bast  broke 
bis  neck. 

Maid.  Not  hurt  him ; 

He  pitch'd  upon  his  legs  like  a ca*-. 

Tho.  t )h,  woman  ! 

0!i,  miserable  woman  ! I am  spoil’d  ! 

My  leg,  my  leg,  ray  leg  ! Oh,  both  my  legs ! 
Mary.  \ told  tliec  what  th’ hadst  done; 

mischief  go  with  thee  ! 

Tho.  Oh,  I am  lam’d  for  ever  ! Oh,  my  leg, 
Broken  in  twenty  places  ! Oh,  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  women.  Fuller!  Oh,  a surgeon, 
A surgeon,  or  I die ! Oh  ray  good  people  ! 
No  charitable  people  ? all  despiteful  ? 

Oh,  what  a misery  am  I in  ! Oh,  my  leg  ! 
Ijaun.  Be  patient,  sir,  be  patient:  Let  me 
bind  it. 

Fnter  Sam , and  JTylas  with  his  head  broken. 
Tho.  Oh,  do  not  touch  it,  rogue. 

1 lying.  My  head,  my  head  ! 

Oh,  my  head’s  kill'd  ! 

Sam.  You  must  he  courting  wenches 
Thro'  key-holes,  captain  liylas  ! Come  and 
he  comforted  ; 

The  skin  is  scarce  broke. 

Tho.  Oh,  my  leg  ! 

Sam.  Ilow  do  you,  sir? 


K 

Tho.  Oh,  maim'd  for  evfcr  with  a fall.  He's 
[ sec  his  brains  [spoii'd  too; 

llytas.  Away  with  me,  for  God  s sake! 

A surgeon ! 

Stun.  Here's  a night  indeed. 
llylus.  A surgeon ! 

[23.rt’u/*l  all  hut  Fidler  and  Thomas. 

F.nter  Mary  and  Servant,  below. 

Mary.  Go,  run  for  help. 

Tho : Oh ! 

Many.  Him  all,  and  all  too  little. 

Oh,  cursed  beast  that  hurt  him  ! Hun,  run,  fly, 
He  will  be  dead  else  ! 

Tho.  Oh! 

Mary.  Good  friend,  go  you  too. 

Fid  Who  pars  me  for  mv  musick  ? 

Mary.  Fox  o'  your  musick  ! 

There's  twei|C  pence  for  you. 

Fid.  There's  two  groats  again,  forsooth  J 
I never  take  above,  and  rest  you  merry  ! 

[ Frit. 

Mury.  A grease-pot  gild  your  liddle- 
strings! — Ilow  do  you  ? 

How  is  my  dear  ? 

Tho.  Why,  well,  I thank  you,  sweetheart. 
Shall  we  walk  in?  for  now  there's  none  to 
trouble  us.  [with  you. — - 

Mury.  Arc  you  so  crafty,  sir?  I shall  meet 
T knew  your  trick,  and  1 was  willing,  my  Tom, 
Mine  own  Tom,  now  to  satisfy  thee.  Wel- 
come, welcome ! [dearest ! 

Welcome,  my  best  friend,  to  me;  all  my 
Tho.  Now  you’re  my  noble  mistress.  W# 
lose  time,  sweet. 

Mury.  I think  they  are  all  gone. 

Thu.  AH;  you  did  wisely. 

Mary.  And  you  as  craftily. 

Tuo.  We’re  well  met,  mistress. 

Man/.  Come,  let’s  go  in  then  lovingly.— 
Oh,  my  scarf,  Tom  ! 

I lost  it  thereabout ; find  it,  and  wear  it 
As  vour  poor  mistress’  favour.  [Frit. 

’tho.  I am  made  now ; 

I sec  no  venture  is  in  no  band— T have  it-**. 
How  now  ? the  door  lock’d,  and  she  in  be- 
Am  1 so  trinnn’d?  [fore? 

Mary  [above].  One  parting  word,  sweet 
Thomas:  [tidier, 

Tho’,  to  save  your  credit,  T discharg’d  vour 
I must  not  satisfy  your  folly  too,  sir.  [you. 

You’re  subtle ; but,  believe  it,  fox,  I’ll  find 
The  surgeons  will  be  here  straight;  roar  again, 
boy, 


Monsieur  tiiomas. 


<•  J see  no  venture  is  in  no  hand  : — ] This  scarcely  seems  intelligible.  Tom  is  triumphing 
with  the  -thoughts  of  his  success;  I believe  therefore  that  the  common  protcrh,  ‘ Nothing 
vent  ,rc,  nothing  have,’  was  all  that  was  intended  here,  and  have  ventured  to  change  the 
words  t » it ; though  not  without  apprehensions  ot  being  thought  to  have  takeu  unwarranta* 
ble  liberties.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads,  b . 

1 I see  no  venture,  nothing  have  : I have  it. 

* T have  it’ refers  to  the  scarf;  and  Mr.  Seward’s  liberties  are  certainly  unwarrantable. 
The  sentence  appears  as  incomplete,  and  so  intended  by  the  Writer,  whose  dialogue  should 
not  be  changed  by  ail  Lditor,  who  professes  giving  the  original  text. 
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And  break  thy  leg!,  for  shame ; thou  wilt  be 
sport  else. 

Good  night ! 

Tho.  She  says  most  true;  I must  not  stay  : 
Sli’  lias  bobb'd  me  ; 

Which,  if  I live,  I’ll  rccompence,  and  shortly. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

Now  for  a ballad  to  bring  me  off  again: 

All  young  men,  be  warn'd  by  ine, 

How  you  do  go  a-wooing  ; 

Seek  not  to  climb,  for  fear  ye  fall, 
Thereby  comes  your  undoing,  &c. 

[Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Euler  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Servant. 

Val.  TTF.  cannot  50,  and  take  no  farewell 
-*■  of  me  ? 

Cnn  he  be  so  unkind  ? He’s  but  retir’d 
into  the  garden  or  the  orchard:  See,  sirs. 
Alice,  lie  would  not  ride  there  certain; 
those  were  planted 
Only -for  walks,  I take  it. 

Val.  Ride?  Nay  then 

Had  he  a horse  out  ? 

Sen\  So  the  groom  delivers. 

Somewhat  before  the  break  of  day. 

Val.  He’s  gone, 

My  best  friend’s  gone,  Alice ! I have  lost  the 
noblest,  ^ [yet* 

The  truest,  and  the  most  man,  I e’er  found 
Alice.  Indeed,  sir,  he  deserves  all  praise. 
Val.  All,  sister; 

All,  all,  and  all  too  little.  Oh,  that  honesty, 
That  ermine  honesty,  unspotted  ever, 

That  perfect  goodness ! 

Alice.  Sure  he  will  return,  sir; 

He  cannot  be  so  harsh. 

Val.  Oh,  never,  never, 

Never  return  ; thou  know’st  not  where  the 
cause  lies. 

Alice,  lie  was  the  worthiest  welcome 

Val.  lie  deserv’d  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge 

Val.  I will  tell  thee. 

Within  this  hour,  things  that  shall  startle  thee, 
lie  never  must  return. 


Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Good  morrow,  Signior. 

Val.  Good  morrow,  master  Michael. 
Mich.  My  good  neighbour, 

Mcthinks  you’re  stirring  early,  since  your 
travel ; 

You’ve  learnt  the  rule  of  health,  sir.  Where  s 
your  mistress? 

She  keeps  her  worm,  I warrant  you,  a-fced  yet. 
Val.  I think  she  does. 

Alice.  Tis  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Mich.  Did  you  lie  with  her,  lady  ? 

Alice.  Not  to-night,  sir. 

Nor  any  night  this  week  else. 

Mic/i.  When  last  sa%v  you  her? 

Alice.  Late  yesternight. 

Mich.  W as  she  a-bed  then  ? 

Alice.  No,  sir; 


I left  her  at  her  prayers.  Why  do  you  ask 
me?  fa  dream 

Mich.  1 have  been  strangely  haunted  with 
All  this  long  night,  and,  after  many  wakings, 
The  same  dream  still : Methougbt  I met 
young  Collide 

Just  at  St.  Catherine’s  gate,  the  nunnery 

Val.  Ha  ! [and  troubles  J 

Mich.  Her  face  slubber’d  o’er  with  tear* 
Methougbt  she  cried  unto  the  lady  abbess, 

4 For  charity  receive  ine,  holy  woman, 

4 A maid  thathus  forgot  the  world’s  affections, 
4 Into  thy  virgin  order;*  methougbt  she  took 
her, 

Put  on  a stole  and  sacred  robe  upon  her, 
And  there  I left  her. 

Val.  Dream? 

Mich.  Good  mistress  Alice, 

Do  me  the  favour  (yet  to  satisfy  me) 

To  step  but  up,  and  see. 

Alice.  I know  she’s  there,  sir, 

And  all  this  hut  a dream. 

Mich.  You  know  not  my  dreams  ; 

They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths : 

Hut  this,  I hope  yet 

Alice.  I will  satisfy  you.  [£r»/. 

A fich.  Neighbour,  Bow  does  the  gentleman  ? 
Val.  1 know  not. 

Dream  of  a nunnery? 

Mich.  Ilow  found  you  my  words 
About  the  nature  of  his  sickness,  Valentine? 
Val.  Did  she  not  cry  out,  ’twas  my  lolly 
too  [curse  me  ? 

That  forc’d  her  to  this  nunnery?  did  she  not 
For  God  sake  speak ! did  you  not  dream  01 
me  too? 

How  basely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a fool, 

Tir’d  with  his  joys 

Mich.  AJas,  poor  ge  ntleman  ! 

You  promis’d  me,  sir,  to  bear  all  these 
crosses. 

Val.  1 bear ’em  ’till  I break  again  ! 

Mich.  Hut  nobly, 

Truly  to  weigh 

Val.  Good  neighbour,  no  more  of  it ; 

You  do  but  fling  flax  on  my  fire.  \\  here  i* 
she  ? 

Enter  Alice. 

Alice.  Not  yonder,  sir,  nor  has  not  tin* 
Been  in  her  bed.  [night  certain 

Mich.  It  must  he  truth  she  tells  you  ; 

And  now  I’ll  shew  you  why  1 came  : Tbif 
morning 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

A man  of  mine,  being  employ’d  about  busi- 
ness, 

Came  early  home,  who,  at  St.  Calharine’s 
nunnery,  [tress; 

About  day-peep,  told  me  he  met  your  mis- 
And,  as  1 spoke  it  in  a dream,  so  troubled, 
And  so  receiv'd  by  t!»’  abbess,  did  he  see  her: 
The  wonder  made  me  rise,  and  haste  unto  you. 
To  know  the  cause.  , 

Val.  Farewell ! I cannot  speak  it. 

[Exit  Val. 

Alice.  For  Heav’n  sake,  leave  him  not! 
Mich.  1 will  not,  lady. 

Alice.  Alas,  lie’s  much  afflicted. 

Mich.  We  slrnll  know  shortly  more.  Ap- 
ply your  own  care  [counsel. 

At  home,  good  Alice,  and  trust  him  to  my 
Nay,  do  not  weep ; all  shall  be  well,  despair 
• not.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 

Enter  Se  bastian  and  a Servant. 

Seb.  At  Valentine’s  house  so. merry  ? 

Serv.  As  a pie,  sir. 

Seb.  So  gamesome,  dost  thou  say  ? 

Serv.  I’m  sure  I heard  it. 

Seb.  Ballads,  and  fiddles  too? 

Serv.  No,  but  one  liddlc; 

But  twenty  noises. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Did  he  do  devises  ? 

Serv.  The  best  devises,  sir.  Here’s  my 
fellow  Launcelot, 

He  can  inform  you  all;  he  was  among  ’em, 
A mad  thing  too;  I stood  hut  in  a corner. 
Seb.  Come,  sir;  what  con  you  say?  Is 
there  any  hope  yet 
Your  master  may  return  ? 

Liun.  He  went  far  else: 

I will  assure  your  worship,  on  ray  credit. 

By  the  faith  of  a traveller,  and  a gentleman, 
Your  son  is  found  again,  the  son,  the  Tom. 
Seb.  Is  he  the  oid  Tom  ? 

Luun.  The  old  Toni. 

Seb.  Go  forward.  [old  Tom. 

Laun.  Next,  to  consider  how  he  is  the 
Seb.  Handle  me  tiiat. 

Laun.  I would  y’  had  seen  it  handled 
Last  night,  sir,  as  we  handled  it:  Cap~&-pief 
Footra  for  leers  and  leeringsO ! oh,  tiie  noise, 
The  noise  we  made ! 

Stb.  Good,  good  ! 

Laun.  The  windows  clattering, 


And  all  the  chambermaids  in  such  a whobub, 
One  with  her  smock  half  off,  another  in  haste 
With  a serving-man’s  hose  upon  her  head— 
Seb.  Good  still ! [there, 

Imuh.  A fellow  railing  out  of  a loop-hole 

And  his  mouth  stopt  with  dirt 

Seb.  l’faith,  a fine  boy  ! 

Laun.  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke 

Seb.  Excellent  good  still ! [Thomas, 
Laun.  The  geutleman  himself,  young  Mr. 
(Environ'd  with  his  furious  myrmidons, 

The  fiery  Fidler,  and  myself)  now  singing, 
Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  partying. 
Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  scaling, 
And  all  these  several  noises  to  two  trenchers, 
Strung  with  a bottom  of  brown  thread,  w hich 
shew’d  admirable.  [pleas'd, 

Stb.  There ; eat,  and  grow  again ; Pm 
Laun.  Nor  here,  sir. 

Gave  we  the  frolick  over,  tho’  at  length 
We  quit  the  lady's  sconce  ou  composition  j 
But  to  the  silent  streets  we  turn’d  our  furies : 
A sleeping  watchman  here  we  stole  the  shoes 
from,  [follows ; 

There  made  a noise,  at  which  he  wakes,  and 
The  streets  are  dirty,  takes  a Queenbithe  cold, 
Hard  cheese,  and  that,  choak9  him  o’  Mon- 
day next : 

Windows  and  signs  we  sent  to  Erebus: 

A crew  of  bawling  curs  we  entertain’d  last, 
W hen  having  let  the  pigs  loose  in  out-parishes, 
Oil,  the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  us  Aid- 
gate ! 

Dow  n comes  a constable,  and  the  sow  hit 
sister 

Most  traitorously  tramples  upon  authority : 
There  a whole  stand  of  rug  gowns  routed 
manly. 

And  the  king's  peace  put  to  flight  : A pur- 
blind pig  here  fhoro«; 

Runs  me  ins  head  into  the  admiral's  lant- 
Out  goes  the  light,  and  ull  turns  to  confusion  : 
A potter  rises,  to  enquire  this  passion ; 

A boar  imbost  takes  sanctuary  in  his  shop, 
When  twenty  dogs  rush  after,  we  still  cheep- 
ing ; 

Down  go  the  pots,  and  pipkins,  down  the  pud- 
ding-pans. 

The  cream-bowls  cry  revenge  here,  there  the 
candlesticks ! 

Seb.  If  this  be  true*5,  thou  little  tiny  page, 
This  tale  that  thou  tell’st  me, 

Then  on  thy  hack  will  I presently  hang 
A handsome  new  livery ; 


45  Tor  leers  and  leerings.]  The  word  leer  occurs  in  The  New  Inn,  by  Ben  Jonsori;  act  ir. 
scene  3.  Lovel  says, 

* ■ I'll  to  bed,  and  sleep 

* If  th*  house,  and  your  leer  drunkards  let  inc.’ 

And  also  in  Bartholomew  Fair,  * the  Author  doth  promise  a strutting  horse-courser,  with 
‘ a leer  drunkard , two  or  three  to  attend  him  in  as  goodequipnge  as  you  would  wish.’  Upon 
both  winch  passages  Mr.  Whaliey  observes,  that  though  the  meaning  of  the  word  leer 
cannot  very  easily  be  settled,  the  expression  seems  in  both  places  to  denote  noisy,  laughing, 
roari/if  drunkards.  R. 

44  Into  the  admirable  lau thorn.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

45  If  Hus  be  true , &c.J  lu  Dr.  Percy’s  Rehquei  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  p.  67,  in 

Vol.  II.  O un 


Digitized  by  Google 


98 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


[Act  4.  Scene  2. 


But  if  this  he  false,  thou  little  tiny  page,  ; 

As  false  it  well  may  be, 

Then  with  a cudgel  of  four  foot  long 
1*11  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe  •*. 
Enter  Servant. 

&ch.  Will  the  hoy  come  ? 

Scrv.  lie  will,  sir. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Sub.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Laun.  Here  he  comes  now  himself,  sir. 

Scb.  To  he  short,  Thomas, 

Because  I feel  a scruple  in  iny  conscience 
Concerning  thy  demeanor,  and  a main  one, 
And  therefore  like  a father  would  be  satisfied, 
Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  presently, 
Like  a most  complete  gentleman,  come  from 
Tripoly 47. 

Tho.  Good  Lord,  sir,  how  are  you  misled  ! 
What  fancies 

(Fitter  for  idle  boys  and  drunkards,  let  me 
speak't. 

Anil  with  a little  wonder,  I beseech  you) 
Choak  up  your  noble  judgment ! 

Scb.  You  rogue,  Launcelot, 

You  lying  rascal ! 

Laun.  Will  you  spoil  all  again,  sir? 

Why,  what  a devil  do  you  mean? 

Tho.  Away,  knave! — 

You  keep  a company  of  saucy  fellows, 
Debosh’tl,  and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour 
you;  [only:- 

Things,  whose  dull  souls  tend  to  the  cellar 
Y’ou’re  ill  advis’d,  sir,  to  commit  your  cre- 
dit—— 


Scb.  Sirrah,  sirmh ! 

Jxiun.  Let  me  ne’er  eat  again,  sir,  % 

Nor  feel  the  blessing  of  anotht  r blue  coat, 
If  this  young  gentleman,  sweet  master  Tho- 
mas, f sir : 

Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wish,  your  heart, 
I f yesternight’s  d'seourse— Speak,  fellow  Ro- 
bin ; 

And  if  thou  speakest  less  than  truth 

Tho.  ’Tis  strange  these  varlets 

Scrv.  By  these  ten  bones,  sir,  if  these  eves 

Can  hour  and  sec [and  t ars 

Tho.  Extreme  strange ! — Should  thus  boldly 
Bud  in  your  sight,  unto  vour  son. 

• Laun.  Oh,  Deu  gum  # ! 

Can  you  deny  you  beat  a constable 
Last  night  ? 

Tho.  1 touch  authority,  ye  rascal  ? 

I violate  the  law? 

Laun.  Good  master  Thomas  ! 

ScrU.  Did  you  not  take  two  wenches  from 
the  watch  too. 

And  put  ’em  into  Pudding-Lane  ? 
ljaun.  We  mean  not 

Those  civil  tilings  you  did  at  Mr.  Valentine’s, 
The  fiddle,  and  the  fu'ias. 

Tho.  Oh,  strange  impudence! 

I do  beseech  you,  sir,  give  no  such  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abuse  your  son 
thus;  [sir, 

Be  wise  in  time,  and  turn  'em  off.  We  live, 
In  a state  govern’d  civilly,  and  soberly. 
Where  each  man’s  actions  should  confirm 
Not  crack,  and  cancel  it.  [the  law, 

Scb.  Lnuncclot  da  Lake, 


an  old  ballad  entitled  Little  Musgrave  and  Lady  Barnard,  from  which  we  shall  extract  two 
stanzas,  which  Sebastian  seetns  to  have  intended  to  imitate : 

* If  it  be  trewc,  thou  tinoy  foot-page, 

‘ This  tale  thou  hast  told  to  inee, 

* Then  all  my  lands  in  Bucklesford  Bury 

* * I free  lye  will  give  to  thee. 

‘ But  if  it  he  a lye,  thou  tinoy  foot-page, 

4 This  talc  thou  hns-t  told  to  nice, 

* On  the  highest  tree  in  Bucklestiurd  Bury 

* All  hanged  slialt  thou  bec.’v  R. 

«•  I'll  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe.]  Unless  the  Poets  here  designed  on  purpose  to  disaj>- 
point  the  readers  of  a rhime,  we  must  look  on  this  as  a corruption, *and  then  a very  humo- 
rous expression  tnav  supply  its  place.  Launcelot  in  his  affectation  of  talking  French  had 
used  the  words  cap  a pie  just  before.  The  old  man  therefore  may  lie  re  repeat  it  with  great 
humour — ‘ I’ll  beat  thee  from  cap  u pie*  But  the  transcriber  seeing  whit  the  sense  should 
be,  and  not  knowing  that  this  expressed  it,  chose  to  put  the  English  without  regard  to  the 
rhime.  I hope  therefore  I do  no  more  than  restore  it.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward’s  alteration  is  not  implausible;  yet  it  is  too  violent  to  be  admitted  into  the 
text,  contrary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  old  copies:  Besides  tliat,  4 from  cap  a pie’  is 
rather  a harsh  expression. 

47  Come  from  Tripoly.]  In  Ben  Jonson’s  Silent  Woman,  art  v.  scene  1,  La-Foole  says, 
* I protest,  sir  John,  you  come  as  high  from  Tripoly  as  I do  every  whit,  ^r.’  Upon 
which  passage  Mr.  Wh  alley  observes,  that  * To  corneas  high  from  Tripoli/*  was  a phrase 
then  in  use,  to  signify  doing  feats  of  activity  and  strength,  and  that  '1  ripoly  was  famous 
for  the  justs  and  tournaments  held  there  in  the  days  of  chivalry;  aud  from  those  feats  the 
phrase  was  perhaps  derived.  R. 

■**  Deu  gum..]  Mr.  Seward,  with  his  accustomed  fidelity,  reads,  Diets  guarde;  apprehend- 
ing, no  doubt,  that  ‘ it  either  was  or  ought  to  have  beau  ho  wrote;’  and,  classing  it  among 
those  variations  winch  arc  ‘ too  self  ’•evident  to  require  a note  * says  nothing  about  it.  Duse 
guin  is  the  Welch  ejaculation  here  designed,  meaning  literal! v white  God. 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

Get  you  upon  adventures ! cast  your  coat, 

And  make  vour  exit. 
hotn.  Tour  rumour  tic  Diett  ! 

Seb.  Tur  me  no  purs ; but  pur  at  that  door ; 
out,  sirrah ! [gunucs! 

I’ll  heat  ye  put  biind  ehe;  out,  ye  eight  lan- 
Jjiun.  My  Mood  upon  your  head  ! 

Tho.  Purge  me  'em  all,  sir. 

Stb.  And  you  too  presently. 
l'ho.  Even  as  you  please,  sir. 

Stb.  ihd  iny  maid-servants  come*9,  and 
bring  my  daughter; 

I will  have  one  shall  [dcase  me. 

[ Erit  Servant. 

Tho.  His  most  fit,  sir. 

Seb.  Bring  me  the  money  there.  Here,  Mr. 
Thomas! 

Enter  two  Servants,  with  two  bags. 

I pray  sit  down  ; you  are  no  more  inv  sou  now  ; 1 
Good  gentleman,  be  cover’d. 

Tho.  At  your  pleasure.  [whilom 

Srb.  This  money  I do  give  ve,  because  of 
You  have  been  thought  my  son,  and  by  my- 
self loo,  [another. 

And  some  tilings  done  like  mo:  Ye  are  now 
There  is  two  hundred  pound,  n civil  sum 
For  a young  civil  man  : Much  laud  and  lord- 
ship 

Will,  ns  I take  it,  now  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye4®  from  your  settled  and  sweet 
carriage. 

Tho.  You  say  right,  sir. 

Sib.  Nay,  I beseech  you,  cover. 

Tho.  At  your  dispose.  And  I beseech  you 
too,  sir, 

•For  the  word  civil,  and  more  settled  course, 

It  may  be  put  to  use,  that  on  the  interest, 

Like  a poor  gentleman 

Seb.  It  shall,  to  my  use. 

To  mine  again;  do  you  see,  sir?  good  fine 
gentleman, 

I give  no  brooding  roortey  for  a scrivener; 
Mine  is  for  present  tratlick,  and  so  i’ll  use  it. 
'l'ho.  So  much  for  that  then. 

Enter  Dorothy,  and  four  Maids. 

Stb.  For  the  main  cause.  Monsieur, 

I sent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it; 
Behold  that  piece  of  story-work,  aud  view  it. 

1 "ant  a right  heir  to  iulierit  me; 

Not  my  estate  alone,  but  iny  conditions, 

From  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead, 
And  1 w ill  break  my  buck,  but  1 w ill  get  one. 
Tho.  Will  you  chuse  there,  sir? 

Stb.  Tbere^mong  those  damsels. 

In  mine  own  tribe:  I know  their  qualities. 
Which  cannot  fail  to  please  me.  For  their 
beauties  [feet, 

A matter  of  a three  furthings  makes  all  per- 


A little  beer,  and  beef-broth;  they  arc  sound 
too. 

Stand  all  a-breast.  Now, gentle  Mr.  Thomas, 
Before  I chuse,  you  having  liv’d  long  with  me. 
And  happily  sometimes  with  sonic  of  these 
too,  [shew  me 

(Which  fault  I never  frown’d  upon)  ’pray 
(For  fear  we  confound  our  genealogies) 
Which  have  you  laid  aboard ; speak  your 
mind  freely : 

Have  you  had  copulation  with  that  damsel? 
Tho.  1 have.  [so  ? 

Seb.  Stand  you  aside  then.  How  with  ner, 
Tho.  How,  is  not  seemly  heic  to  sav. 

Dor.  Here’s  fine  sport ! 

Seb.  Retire  you  too.  Speak  forward,  Mr*. 

Thomas.  [all,  sir. 

Tho.  I will,  and  to  the  purpose ; cveu  with 
Seb.  With  all  f that’s  somewhat  large. 

Dor.  Anil  yet  you  like  it. 

Was  ever  sin  so  glorious? 

Seb.  With  all,  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  All  surely,  sir. 

Sib.  A sign  thou  art  mine  own  yet! 

Iu  again  ail,  ami  to  your  several  functions! 

f Exeunt  Maids. 
What  say  you  to  young  Luce,  iny  neighbour’s 
daughter  ? [ veil’d ; 

She  was  too  young,  I take  it,  when  you  tru- 
Some  twelve  years  old. 

Tho.  Her  will  was  fifteen,  sir.  [course, 
Stb.  A pretty  answer,  to  cut  off  long  dis- 
For  I have  many  yet  to  ask  you  of. 

Whore  I can  chuse,  and  noldy.  Hold  up  your 
finger,  [Valeria, 

When  you  are  right:  What  snv  you  to 

Wliosehusbnnd lies a-dying now  ? — Why  two, 
And  in  that  form? 

Tho.  Her  husband  is  recover’d. 

Seb.  A witty  moral ! Have  al ye  once  more, 
Thonins:  [boy! 

The  sisters  of  St.  Albans? — All  five?  Dat 
Dat’s  mine  own  boy  ! 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee,  monster! 

Tho.  Still  hoping  of  your  pardon. 

Seb.  There  needs  none,  man  ; 

A straw  on  pardon!  prithee,  need  no  pardon. 
I’ll  ask  no  more,  nor  thiuk  no  more  of  mar- 
riage. 

For  o’ my  conscience  I shall  be  thy  cuckold. 
There’s  some  good  yet  left  in  him:  Bear  your- 
self well,  [sir; 

You  may  recover  me.  There’s  tw  enty  pound, 
I see  some  sparkles  which  may  flame  again. 
You  may  eat  with  me  when  you  ph  ase;  you 
know  me.  ( Exit  Seb. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  lie  so  dainnuhly,  so 
foolishly  ? 

Thu.  Dost  thou  long  to  have  thy  head 
broke  ? Hold  thy  peace, 


® Bid  my  maid  servant  come."]  Former  editions.  Seward , 

40  To  dread  you. J i.  e.  to  frighten  you  : If  the  reader  docs  not  admit,  this  uncommon  use 
of  the  word  (which  seemed  designedly  affected  by  the  Authors),  he  may  perhaps  prefer  draw 
or  drive  or  drag , cither  of  winch  may  stand  iu  its  room.  Seward* 
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Atod  do  as!  would  have  thee,  or  by  this  hand 
1*11  kill  thy  parrot,  hang  up  thy  small  hound  M, 
And  drink  away  thy  dowry  to  a penny. 

Dor.  Was  ever  such  a wild  ass? 

T/io.  Prithee  be  quiet! 

Dor.  And  dost  thou  think  men  will  not 
bent  thee  monstrously. 

For  abusing  their  wives  and  children  ? 

Tho.  Aud  dost  thou  think  [much? 

Men’s  wives  and  children  can  be  abus'd  too 
Dor.  I wonder  at  thee. 

Tho.  Nay,  thou  shalt  adjure  mo 
Before  I've  done. 

Dor.  How  stand  you  with  your  mistress  ? 
Tho.  1 shall  stand  nearer  [siness. 

Ere  I be  twelve  hours  older:  There’s  my  bu- 
She’s  monstrous  subtle,  Doll. 

Dor.  The  devil,  I think, 

Cannot  out-subtle  thee. 

Tho.  If  he  play  fair  play. 

Come,  you  must  help  me  presently. 

Dor.  I discard  you. 

Tho.  Thou  shalt  not  sleep  nor  cat ! 

Dor.  m no  hand  with  you, 

No  bawd  to  your  abuses. 

Tho.  By  this  light,  Doll, 

Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  honesty  ! 

Dor.  Thou  never  knew’st  that  road : I hear 
your  vigils.  [her, 

Tho.  Sweet  honey  Doll — If  I don’t  marry 
Honestly  marry  her ; if  1 mean  not  honour- 
ably— 

Come,  thou  shalt  help  me — Take  heed  how 
you  vex  me ! 

I’ll  help  thee  to  a husband  too,  a fine  gentle- 
man, [brown  man; 

(I  know  thou’rt  mad)  a tall  young  man,  a 
I swear  he  has  his  maidenhead ; a rich 

man [answer  ye. 

Dor.  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  I’ll 
Tho.  Nay,  IMl  go  with  thee,  Doll. — Four 
hundred  a-year,  wench  ! [Eicuut. 

'SCENE  III. 

Enter  Michael  and  Valentine. 

Mich.  Good  sir,  go  back  again,  and  take 
my  counsel : [from  us 

Sores  are  not  cur’d  by  sorrows,  nor  time  broke 
Pull'd  back  again  by  sighs. 

Val.  What  should  I do,  friend  ? 

Mich.  Do  that  that  may  redeem  you,  go 
back  quickly:  [her; 

Sebastian’s  daughter  can  prevail  much  with 
The  abbess  is  her  aunt  too. 

Val.  But  my  friend  then, 

Whose  love  and  loss  is  equal  tied? 

Mich. ' Conlcut  you ; 

That  shall  be  my  task.  If  he  be  alive, 


[Act  4.  Scene  4. 

Or  where  my  travel  and  my  care  may  reach 
I’ll  bring  him  back  again.  [him, 

Val.  Sav  he  come  back  [mistress 

To  piece  his  poor  friend’s  life  out,  and  my 
Be  vow'd  for  ever  n recluse? 

Mich.  So  suddenly  [away,  sir, 

She  cannot;  haste  you  therefore  instautly 
To  put  that  danger  by.  First,  as  to  a father, 
Then  as  a friend,  she  was  committed  to  you, 
And  all  the  care  sbenow  has:  By  which  pri- 
vilege 

She  cannot  do  herself  this  violence, 

But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  allowsyou. 
\fuL  Oh,  but  1 forc’d  her  to  it. 

Mich.  Leave  disputing  [rable,  , 

Against  yourself:  If  you  will  needs  be  mise- 
Spite  of  her  goodness,  and  your  frtend’s  per- 
suasions, 

Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter. 

Val.  I w ill  home  then,  [Michael— 
And  follow  your  advice;  and,  good,  good 
MtCh.  No  more;  I know  your  soul’s  di- 
vided, Valentine:  [riage, 

Cure  hut  that  part  at  home  with  speedy  mar- 
Kre  my  return;  for  then  those  thoughts  that 
vex'd  her,  [tions, 

While  there  ran  any  stream  for  loose  uffec- 
Will  be  stopt  up,  and  chaste-cy’d  Honour 
guide  her.  (you. 

Away,  and  hope  the  best  still ! I’ll  work  for 
And  pray  too,  heartily.  Away;  no  more 
words ! [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  II y las  and  Sam. 

Hylas.  I care  not  for  my  broken  bead. 

But  that  it  should  he  his  plot,  aud  a wench  too, 
A lousy,  lazy  wench  prepar’d  to  do  it! 

S<un.  Thou  liad&t  as  good  be  quiet;  for  o* 
my  conscience 

He’ll  put  another  on  thee  else. 

Hylas.  I am  resolv’d 

To  call  him  to  account.  Was  it  not  manifest 
He  meanta  mischief  to  me,  and  laugh’d  at  me, 
When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  broken, 
And  no  such  matter?  II aid  he  broke  his  neck. 
Indeed  ’twould  ne’er  have  griev’d  rue.  Gal- 
lows gall  him ! 

Why  should  lie  chusc  out  me? 

Sam.  Tliou’rt  ever  ready 
To  thrust  thyself  into  these  she-occas:on9. 
And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it. 

Hylas.  Well,  if  I live,  I’ll  have  a new  trick; 

for  him.  [with  him 

Sam.  That  will  not  be  amiss,  but  to  fight 
Is  to  no  purpose : Besides,  he’s  truly  valiant. 
And  a most  deadly  hand ; thou  never  fought’st 
yet,  fing. 

Nor,  o’  my  conscience,  hast  no  faith  in  fight- 


**  by  this  hand 

I'll  kill  thy  parrot , bans'  up  thy  small  hand.]  Here  the  word  hand  by  accident  has  been 
repeated  at  the  end  of  the  second  line,  and  expelled  the  true  word.  The  sense  plainly  leads 
us  to  a lap-dog,  or  a monkey,  and  the  epithet  small  makes  the  former  most  probable : I read 
therefore  ‘ small  hound.’  Sacard. 
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Act  4.  Scene  5.] 

Hylas.  No,  no,  I will  not  light, 

Satn.  Besides,  the  quarrel, 

Which  has  a woman  in’t,  to  make  it  scurvy, 
Who  would  lie  stinking  in  a surgeon's  hands, 
A month  or  two  this  weather?  lor,  believe  it, 
lie  never  hurts  under  a quarter's  healing. 

Hylas.  No;  upon  better  thought,  I will  not 
But  watch  my  time.  [tight.  Sain, 

Sam.  To  pay  him  with  a project;  [me. 
Watch  him  too,  I would  wish  you.  Prithee  tell 
Dost  thou  affect  these  women  still? 

Hi/ las  Yes, 'faith,  Sam, 

I love  ’em  cv’nas  well  as  e’er  I did;  [’em. 
Nay,  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out,  I must  to 
Sam.  Dost  thou  love  any  woman  ? 

Hylas.  Any  wouiun. 

Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  age  too?  [teen,  boy  ; 

Hylas.  Of  any  age,  from  fourscore  to  four- 
Of  any  fashion. 

Sam.  And  defect  too  ? 

Hylas.  Right; 

For  those  I love  to  lead  me  to  repentance. 

A woman  with  no  nose,  after  my  surquedry5*, 
Shews  like  king  Philip’s  moral,  Memento  mori; 
And  she  that  has  a wooden  leg  demonstrates, 
Like  hypocrites,  we  halt  before  the  gallows; 
An  old  one,  with  one  tooth,  seems  to  say  to  us, 
Sweet  meats  have  sour  sauce ; she  that’s  full 
of  aches,  [porridge: 

Crumb  not  your  bread  before  you  taste  your 
And  manv  morals  we  may  find. 

Sam.  ’’/'is  well,  sir, 

You  make  so  worthy  uses.  But,  quid  igitur  9 
What  shall  wc  now  determine? 

Hylas.  Let’s  consider 
An  hour  or  two  how  I may  fit  this  fellow. 
Stmt.  Let’s  find  him  first ; he’ll  quickly  give 
occasion : [you ; 

But  take  heed  to  yourself,  and  say  I warn’d 
He  has  a plaguy  pate. 

Hylas . Tiiat  at  my  danger.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Sailors  singing  ; to  them,  Michael  and 
Francis. 

Sail.  AboaVd,  aboard  ! the  wind  stands  fair. 
Mick.  Tliese  cull  for  posscugers;  I’ll  stay 
and  see 

What  men  they  take  aboard. 
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Fran.  A boat,  a boat,  a boat ! 

Sail.  Away  then. 

Fran.  Whither  are  ye  bound,  friends? 
Sail.  Down  to  the  Streights. 

Mick.  Ha  ! ’tis  not  much  unlike  him. 
Fran.  May  [ have  passage  for  my  money? 
Sail.  And  welcome  too. 

Mich.  ’Tis  he ; I know  ’tis  he  now. 

Fran.  Then,  merrily  aboard.  And,  noble 
friend,  [virtue 

Heav’i/s  goodness  keep  thee  ever,  and  all 
Dwell  in  thy  bosom!  Collide,  my  last  tears 
I leave  behind  me  thus,  a sacrifice ! 

For  f dare  stay  no  longer  to  betray  you. 
Mich.  Be  not  so  quick,  sir.  Suilors,  I here 
charge  ye, 

By  virtue  of  this  warrant,  as  you’ll  answer  it, 
(For  both  your  ship  and  mcrcluint  1 know 
perfectly) 

Lay  hold  upon  tills  fellow  ! 

Fran.  Fellow? 

Mich.  Ay,  sir.  [ter  you. 

Sait.  No  hand  to  sword,  sir ; wc  shall  mas- 
Fetch  out  the  manacles ! 

Fran.  I do  obey  ye. 

But,  I beseech  you,  sir,  inform  me  truly 
How  I am  guilty. 

Mich.  You  have  rohb’d  a gentleman, 

One  that  you're  bound  to  for  your  life  and 
being ; 

Money  and  horse  unjustly  you  took  from  him. 
And  something  of  more  note;  but — for  you’re 
a gentleman 

Fran.  It  shall  be  so;  and  here  I’ll  cud  all 
miseries, 

Since  friendship  is  so  cruel ! — I confess  it; 
And,  which  is  more,  a hundred  of  these  rob- 
beries : 

This  ring  1 stole  too  from  him,  and  this  jewel. 
The  first  and  last  of  all  my  wealth. — Forgive 
me,  [’em. 

My  innocence  and  truth,  for  saying  I stole 
And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recom- 
pense 

The  thousandth  part  of  his  love,  and  bread 
I’ve  eaten ! 

’Pray  see  ’em  render’d,  noble  sir;  and  so 
I yield  me  to  your  power. 

Mick . Guurd  him  to  tb’  water, 

I charge  you,  sailors ; there  I will  receive  him. 
And  back  convey  him  to  u justice. 


**  A woman  with  no  nose , after  my  sarquedrv.]  Surquedry  is  pride  or  presumption:  the 

erigmal  French  word  signifies  over-thinkingy  and  in  that  sense  it  is  here  used,  * After  my 

* surquedry , or  according  to  iny  profound  judgment.’  Seward. 

In  the  /first  Part  of  Marstou’s  Antonio  and  MeUida,  act  iii.  this  word  occurs; 

*  1 will  confcsse  plaino  troth, 

* I envy  nothing  but  the  Tfavcnse  light.  >« 

‘ O,  had  it  eyes,  and  cares,  and  tongues  it  might’ 

* See  sport,  heare  speech  of  most  strange  surquedries . 

* O,  if  that  candle  light  were  mode  a poet, 

‘ He  would  prove  a rare  firkiug  satyrist, 

* And  draw  the  core  forth  of  imposthum’d  sinne.* 

The  word  is  also  used  by  Spenser,  and  the  Glossary  to  that  Writer  explains  it  in  the  s-uiw 
Banner  ns  Mr.  Seward.  H. 
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Sail.  Come,  sir; 

Look  to  you r neck;  you’re  like  to  sail  i’th’air 
now,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Thomas , Dorothy,  and  Maid. 

Thu.  Come,  quickly,  quickly,  quickly; 
paint  mu  handsomely ; 

Take  heed  my  nose  be  not  in  grain  too. 
Come,  Doll,  Doll,  disci*  me. 

Dor.  * If  you  should  pUv  now 

Your  devil’s  parts  again 

Tho.  4 Yea  and  nay,*  Dorothy53. 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  hut  that  ye  hare 

Which  only  is  access [sworn  to, 

Tho.  As  I’m  a gentleman! 

Out  with  this  Imir,  Doll,  handsomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  breeches? 

Tho.  I prithee  away;  thou  koow’st  I’m 
monstrous  ticklish:  [tocks? 

What,  dost  thou  think  I love  to  blast  my  but- 
Dor.  Ill  plncuc  you  for  this  roguery;  for 
i know  well 

What  you  intend,  sir.  [Aside. 

7'ho.  On  with  my  muffler! 

Dor.  Yon  Ye  a sweet  lady ! Come,  let’s  see 

you  court’s? : 

What, broke  l'  tn  burn?  Hold  up  your  head. 
'Tho.  Plague  oo’t, 

I shall  bepiss  toy  breeches  if  I cower  thus54  ! 
Come,  mu  f ready  r 

Maid,  At  all  points  as  like,  sir, 

As  if  you  were  my  mistress. 

Dor.  Wl«»  goes  with  you  ? 

Tho.  None  but  my  fortune,  and  myself. 

[LriC 

Dor.  Bless  yon  !— 

Now  run  thou  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him, 
(Take  the  bye-way)  and  tell  my  cousin  Marv 
In  whatihape  he  in  tends  to  come  to  town  her; 
TH  follow  at  thy  heels  myself.  Ely,  wench  ! 
J Maid.  I’ll  do  it.  [Exit. 

Knlcr  Sebastian  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  My  father  has  met  him  ; this  goes 
excellent ! 


[Act  4.  Scene  6. 

And  I’ll  away  in  time.  Look  to  your  skin, 
Thomas ! [ Exit. 

Seb.  Whnt,  are  you  grown  so  corn-fed, 
goody  Gillian,  [rics 

You  will  not  know  your  father?  Whatvaea- 
Have you  in  hand?  w hat  out-leaps,  dirty  In  eU, 
1 hat  at  these  hours  of  night  you  must  begad- 
ding,  [sage? 

And  tin  o’  the  orchard  take  your  private  pas- 
VYhat,  is  the  breeze  in  your  breech?  Or  hus 
your  brother 

Appointed  you  an  hour  of  meditation 
Ilow  to  demean  himself?  Get  you  to  bed, 
drah,  ' [slut, 

Or  I’ll  so  crab  your  shoulders— You  demure 
You  civil  dish  of  she’d  beef,  get  you  iu  ! 
Tho.  I wj’  not,  tliut  I wi*  not. 

Sb.  Is  it  even  so,  dame? 

Have  ut  you  with  a night-spell  then  ! 

Tho.  Tray  hold, sir! 

Sch.  4 St.  George,  St.  George,  our  lady’s 
knight, 

* He  walks  by  day,  so  does  he  by  night; 

4 And  when  he  Imd  her  found, 

4 He  her  beat  and  her  bound, 

4 Until  to  him  her  troth  she  plight, 

• She  would  not  stir  from  him  that  night. 
7'ho.  Nay  then,  have  at  you  with  a counter 

spell : 

4 Troin  elves,  hobs,  and  fairies, 

4 That  troul  le  our  dairies, 

4 From  fire-drakes  and  fiends, 

4 And  such  as  the  dc’il  sends, 

4 Defend  us,  good  Hcuv’n  !’ 

[Knocks  down  St b.  and  exit. 

Enter  iMuncelot, 

Latin.  Bless  me, master!  Look  up,  sir,  l 
beseech  you ! 

Up  with  your  tyes  to  IUav’n ! 

Stb.  Up  with  your  iiu»c,  sir  ! 

I do  not  bleed.  ’lwas  a sound  knock  she  gave 

me ; 

A plaguy  mankind  girl55 ! Ilow  my  brains 
totter ! 


*3  Y'ea  and  nay,  Dorothy.]  The  humour  of  this  seems  lost  in  the  former  editions.  Torn 
seems  to  use  the  expression  yea  and  nay  as  an  adjective,  ytu-und-nay  Dorothy : i.  e.  T*uri- 
tan  I cal  Dorothy.  Scuurd. 

Mr.  Seward  is  wrong,  though  the  comma  after  yea  and  nay,  might  have  kept  him  right. 
Tom  docs  not  call  her  puritanical , but,  by  a droll  imitation  of  the  lunatics  of  our  Authors’ 
time,  intimates  that  his  designs  are  as  chaste  as  those  of  the  religionists,  whose  conversation 
was  Yea,  yea,  and  nay , nay.  lie  makes  use  of  the  same  expression,  at  his  first  meeting  with 
Ifylas  and  Sam : 

4 Do  not  you  sec  me  alter’d ? 4 Yea  and  nay,*  gentlemen; 

4 A much  converted  iuau.’ 

**  If  Jcowr  thus. J i.  e.  bend,  stoop,  or  shrink. 

4 As  thus  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
4 Approaching  two  and  two,  these  cute 'ring  low 
4 With  blandishment,  each  bird  stoop’d  on  his  wing.* 

Paradise  Lost,  b.  viii.  1.  349.  R. 

55  A plaguy  mankind  girl.]  Dr.  Johnson  says  that  a mankind  woman  is  vet  used,  in  the 
midland  counties,  for  a w oman  violent,  ferocious,  and  mischievous.  Rt 
4 Oh,  mankind  generation !’  occurs  in  The  Silent  W oman, 


Digitized  by  Googl 


MONSIEUR  THOMAS. 


103 


Act  4.  Scene  8.] 

Well,  go  thy  ways;  th’  hast  got  one  thousand 
pound  more  [her  too. 

With  this  dog  trick.  Mine  own  true  spiiit  in 
faun.  In  her?  Alas,  sir, 

Alas,  poor  gentlewoman,  she  a hand  so  heavy. 
To  knock  you  like  a calf  down,  or  so  brave 
a courage 

To  beat  her  father?  If  you  could  believe, 
sir 

Seb.  Who  wouldst  thou  make  me  believe  it 
was?  the  devil?  [times,  sir, 

Latin.  One  that  spits  fire  as  fast  ns  he  some- 
And  changes  shapes  as  often  ; your  son  Tho- 
mas. [ine. 

Ne’er  wonder  ; if  it  be  not  lie,  straight  hung 
Seb.  He?  If  it  be  so, 

IH  put  thee  in  my  will ; and  there’s  an  end 
on’t.  [a  player, 

Ijntn.  I saw  his  legs;  h*  has  boots  on  like 
Under  his  wench’s  cloaths  ; 'tis  he,  ’tis  Tho- 
mas, [watch  him*1. 

In  his  own  sister’s  cloaths,  sir,  and  I can 
Stb.  No  more  words  then ; we’li  watch  him. 
Thou’lt  not  believe,  Launcc, 
flow  heartily  glad  I am. 

Dun.  May  you  be  gladder  ! 

But  not  this  way,  sir. 

Stb.  No  more  words,  but  watch  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy,  and  il [aid, 
Mary.  When  comes  he? 

Dor.  Presently. 

Mary.  Then  get  you  up,  Doll ; 

Away ; I’ll  straight  come  to  you.  Is  all  ready  ? 
Maid.  All. 

Mary.  Let  the  light  stand  far  enough. 
Maid.  Tis  plac’d  so.  [chamber: 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his 
But  keep  close,  wench ; he  flics  at  all. 

Maid.  I warrant  you. 

Mart/.  You  need  no  more  instruction  ? 
Maui.  I urn  perfect.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  vm. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Thomas. 

Tho.  More  stops  yet?  .Sure  the  fiend’s  my 
ghostly  father. 

Old  Valentine!  what  wind’s  in  his  poop  ? 
Vat.  Lady, 

You're  met  most  happily.  Oh,  gentle  Doll, 
You  must  now  do  me  an  cspecinl  favour. 


Tho.  What  is  it,  roaster  Valentine?— I’m 
sorely  troubled 

With  a salt  rheum  fall'n  i’  my  gums. 

Vat.  I’ll  tell  you,  [tress, 

And  let  it  move  you  equally:  My  blest  mis- 
Upon  a slight  occasion  taking  anger. 

Took  also  (to  undo  me)  your  aunt’s  nunnery, 
From  whence  by  my  persuasion  to  redeem  her 
Will  be  impossible  ; nor  have  1 liberty 
To  come  and  visit  her.  My  good,  good  Do- 
rothy, [aunt  too, 

You  are  most  powerful  with  her,  and  your 
And  have  access  at  ail  hours  liberally  ; 

Speak  now  or  never  for  me! 

Tho.  In  a nunnery? 

That  course  must  not  be  suffer’d,  master 
Valentine;  [me; 

Iler  mother  never  knew  it. — Rare  sport  for 
Sport  upon  sport! — By  th’  break  ot  day  I'll 
meet  ye;  [warrant  ye. 

And  fear  not,  man ; well  have  her  outj  I 
I cannot  stay  now. 

Vat.  You’ll  not  break  ? 

Tho.  By  no  means. 

Good  night. 

Vat.  Good  night,  kind  mistress  Doll. 

[Exit. 

Tho.  This  thrives  well ; 

Every  one  takes  me  for  my  sister;  excellent! 
This  nunnery’s  fall’n  «opat  too,  torav  figure, 
Where  there  be  handsome  wenches,  and  they 
shall  know  it, 

If  oiioc  I creep  in, ere  thevget  me  out  again. 
Stay,  here’s  the  house,  and  one  of  her  maids. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Who’s  there? 

Oh,  mistress  Dorothy  ! You  are  a stranger. 
Tho.  Still  mistress  Dorothy  ? This  goer  will, 
cotton 

Maid.  Will  vou  walk  in,  forsooth? 

Tho.  Where  is  your  mistress? 

Maid.  Not  very  well ; she’s  gone  to  bed  : 
I'm  glad 

You’re  come  so  fit  to  comfort  her. 

Tho.  Yes,  I’ll  comfort  her. 

Maid.  ’Pray  make  not  much  noise,  for  she’s 
sure  asleep.  [company 

You  know  your  side;  creep  softly  in;  your 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Tho.  I warrant  thee,  I’ll  warm  her. 

Maid.  Your  brother  lias  been  here;  the 
strangest  fellow ! 

Tho.  A very  rogue,  a rank  rogue  ! 


56  In  his  own  sister's  cloaths , sirt  and  l can  wast  A/m.]  The  variation  is  Mr.  Seward’s,  who 
says  he  at  first  proposed  reading  canvast ; ».  e.  searched  or  inquired  into  him;  hut  that  by 
Sebastian’s  answer,  4 We’ll  watch  him,*  the  word  watch  seems  the  more  probable  reading. 

This  gecr  will  cotton.]  This  seems  to  have  been  a cant  expression,  understood  at  the 
time,  in  Ldy’s Campaspe,  an  old  play  in  Dodslcy’s  Collection,  vol.  ii.  Alexander  says, 
* Now,  llephe.'tion,  doth  not  this  matter  cotton  as  1 would?  Campaspe  looketh  pleasantly, 
‘liberty  will  encrease  her  heautie,  and  my  love  shall  advance  her  honour.’  By  which  it 
appears,  that  the  matter  is  said  to  cotton  from  the  concurrence  of  all  these  circumstances  : 
So  here,  from  the  number  of  successful  tokens,  Thomas  says,  ‘ This  geer  will  cotton,’  In 
die  same  sense  wo  still  say,  that 4 things  cotton  together.’ 


Digitized  by  Google 


104  MONSIEUR  THOMAS.  [Act  5.  Seen#  1. 


Maid.  I'll  conduct  tou 
Ev  ’ii  to  her  chamber-Joor,  and  there  commit 
you.  [Escunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Michael , Francist  and  Officers. 
Mich.  Couie,  sir,  for  this  night  I shall 
entertain  ye. 

And  like  a gentleman,  howe’er  your  fortune 
Hath  cast  you  on  the  worst  part. 

Vrun.  How  you  please,  sir: 

I am  resolv’d ; nor  ran  a joy  or  misery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Mich.  I’m  nnury  with  myself  now 
For  putting  this  forc’d  way  upon  his  patience ; 
Yet  any  other  course  had  been  too  slender. 
Yet  what  to  think  I know  not ; for  most  li- 
berally f tliey  prove  so. 

He  hath  confess’d  strange  wrongs,  which,  if 
Howe'er  the  other’s  long  love  may  forget  all, 
Yet  'twas  most  ft  lie  should  couie  back,  and 
this  way. 


Drink  that ; and  now  to  my  care  leave  your 
prisoner ; 

I’ll  be  his  guard  for  this  night. 

CMS.  Good  night  to  your  worship. 

[Exevnt. 

Mich . Good  night,  my  honest  frieuds. 
Come,  sir,  I hope 

There  shall  be  no  such  cause  of  such  a sadness 
As  you  put  on. 

Fran.  ’Faith,  sir,  my  rest  is  tip, 

And  what  I now  pull  shall  no  more  afflict  me 
Than  if  I play’d  at  span-counter;  nor  is  my 
face 

The  map  of  nnv  thing  I seem  to  suffer; 
Lighter  affections  seldom  dwell  in  me,  sir. 

Mich . A constant  gentleman. — ’Would  I 
had  taken 

A fever,  when  I took  this  harsh  way  to  dis- 
turb him ! [night 

Come,  walk  with  me,  sir;  ere  tomorrow- 
1 doubt  not  but  to  sec  all  this  blown  over. 

[llretiftf. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  llylut. 

Mylas.  T IIAYK  dog’d  his  sister,  (sure  ’twas 
A she)  [night  too; 

And  I hope  she  will  come  hack  again  this 
Sam  I have  lost  of  purpose:  Now  if  I can, 
With  all  the  art  I have,  as  she  comes  back, 
Ihit  win  a parley  for  my  broken  pate, 

Off  goes  her  maidenhead,  and  there’s  vimlicta  ! 
They  stir  about  the  house ; I’ll  stand  at  di- 
stance. [>-  r it. 

Enter  Mary  and  Dorothy,  and  then  Thomas 
and  Maid. 

Dor.  Is  he  come  in  ? 

Mary . Speak  softly  ; 

He  is,  and  there*  he  goes. 

Good  night,  good  night,  wench ! 

[A  hed  discovered , with  a Blackmoor  in  it. 
Maid.  As  softly  as  you  can.  [Exit. 

Tho.  I’ll  play  the  mouse.  Nan. 

How  close  the  little  thief  lies ! 

Mary.  How  he  itches  ! [and  I 

Dor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there, 
At  home.  Mall? 

Mary.  Peace ; for  shame ! 

Tho.  In  what  a figure 
The*  little  fool  lias  pull’d  itself  together! 
Anon  you  will  lie  straighter;  ha!  there’s  rare 
circumstance 

Belongs  to  such  a treatise.  Do  you  tumble? 
I’ll  tumble  with  you  straight,  wench.  She 
sleeps  soundly.  [ing, 

Full  little  think *st  thou  of  thy  joy  that’s  com- 
The  sweet,  sweet  joy  ! full  little  of  the  kisses; 
But  those  uuthought-of  things  come  ever 
happiest. 


How  soft  the  rogue  feels!  Oh,  you  little  villain, 
You  delicate  coy  thief,  how  i shall  thrum  you ! 
Your  4Fy ! away,  good  servaut ! us  you  ar« 

n gentleman ! * 

Alary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Tho.  * Out  upon  you,  Thomas  ! 

* What  do  you  mean  to  do?  I’ll  call  the  house 
up  ! | serve  you ; 

4 Oh,  God,  I’m  sure  you  will  not ! ’ shall  not 
For  up  you  go  now , an  you  were  my  father. 
Alary.  Your  courage  will  be  cool’d  anon, 
Tho.  If  I do  hang  for't, 

Yet  I II  be  quarter'd  here  first. 

Dor.  Oh,  fierce  villain  ! 

Mary.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll? 
Dor.  You  had  host  trv  him.  [Mary— 
Tho.  I’ll  kiss  thee  ere  Iconic  to  bed,  sweet 
Mary.  Prithee,  leave  laughing. 

Dor.  Oh,  for  gentle  Nicholas  ! 

Tho.  And  view  that  stormy  face  that  has 
so  thunder’d  me. 

A coldness  crept  over’t  now?  By  your  leave, 
candle.  ’ [pretty— 

And  nest,  door,  by  yours  too  ! So ; a pretty, 
Shall  I now  look  upon  ye  ? By  this  light  it 
moves  me. 

Alary.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  sir! 
Tho.  Holy  saints  defend  me  ! 

The  devil,  devil,  devil,  devil ! oh,  the  devil ! 
Alary.  Dor  Ila,  ha,  ha,  ha!  The  devil! 

oh,  the  devil ! [beastly  ! 

Tho  I am  abus’d  most  damnediy,  most 
Yet,  if  it  be  a she-devil — but  the  house  is  up, 
And  here’s  no  staying  longer  in  this  cassock. 
Woman,  I here  disclaim  thee ! and,  in  veu- 
gcance, 

i’ll  marry  with  that  devil,  but  I’ll  vax  thee! 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Mary.  By’r  lady,  but  you  shall  not,  sir! 
I’ll  watch  yr . 

Tho.  Plague  o’  your  Spanisli  leather  hide  ! 
I’ll  waken  you. 

Devil,  good  night ! Good  night,  good  devil ! 
Moor.  Oh ! 

Tho.  Roar  again,  devil,  roar  again.  [Exit. 
Moor.  Oh,  oh,  sir  ! [vanish: 

Mary.  Open  the  doors  before  him  ; let  him 
Now,  let  him  come  again,  I’ll  use  him  kinder. 
Ilo  w now,  wench  ? [tress, 

Moor.  'Fray  lie  here  yourself  next,  mis- 
And  entertain  yotir  sweetheart. 

Mury.  What  said  he  to  thee? 

Moor.  I had  a soft  bed,  ami  I slept  out  all 
But  his  kind  farew  ell : You  may  bake  me  now, 
For  on  jy  conscience,  he  has  made  me  venison. 
Mary.  Alas,  poor  Kate ! I’ll  give  thee  a 
new  petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I a waistcoat,  wench. 

Mary.  Draw'  in  the  bed,  maids,  [too. 
And  see  it  made  again  ; put  fresh  sheets  tin 
For  Doll  and  1.  Come,  wench,  let’s  laugh  an 
hour  now. 

Tomorrow,  early,  will  we  see  young  Collide; 
They  say  she  has  taken  sanctuary:  Love  and 
hay 48  [ties! 

Are  thick  sown,  but  come  up  so  full  of  tliis- 
Dor.  They  must  needs,  Mall,  for  ’tis  u 
pricking  age  grown. 

Prithee  to  bed,  for  i am  monstrous  sleepy. 

Mary.  A match;  but  art  not  thoulliy  bro- 
^ Dor.  ’Would  I were,  wench!  [ther? 
You  should  hear  further. 

Mary.  Come  ; no  more  of  that,  Doll ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Hylas  and  Thomas. 

Mr  fas.  I heard  the  doors  clap ; now,  an’t 

he  thy  will,  wench 

By  tli*  mass  she  comes.  You’re  fairly  met®, 
fair  gentlewoman  ! 

I take  it  mistress  Doll.  Sebastian’s  daughter. 
Tho.  You  take  it  right60,  sir. — Hylas,  are 
vou  ferreting  ? 

I'll  fit  you  with  a penny-worth  presently. 
Hylas.  How  dare  you  walk  so  late,  sweet, 
so  weak  guarded?  [look  for; 

Tho.  ’Faith,  sir,  I do  no  harm,  nor  none  I 
Yet  I ara  glad  I’\e  met  so  good  a gentleman, 
Against  all  chances;  for  tho*  I never  knew 

v y°u» 

1 et  1 have  heard  much  good  spoke  of  you. 

Ilyius.  Hark  vou; 

What  if  a man  should  kiss  you? 

Tho.  That’s  no  harm,  sir. — [mischief. 

Pray  God  he  ’scapes  my  beard!  there  lies  the 
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Hylas.  Her  lips  are  monstrous  ragged ; but 
that  surely 

Is  but  the  sharpness  of  the  weather. — Hark, 
ye, once  more,  [so, 

And  in  your  ear,  sweet  mistress,  (for  you  are 
And  ever  shall  be  from  this  hour,  I’va  vow’d, 
it) 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Launcelot. 

Seb . Why*  that’s  my  daughter,  rogue ; dost 
thou  not  see  her 

Kissing  t!»t  fellow  there,  there  in  that  corner? 
Laun.  Kissing? 

Seb.  Now,  now;  now  they  agree  o*  th* 
match  too. 

Tho.  Nay  then,  you  love  me  not. 

Hi/ /us.  By  this  white  hand,  Doll  ! . 

Tho.  I must  confess,  I’ve  long  desir’d  your 
sight,  sir. 

Laun.  Why  there’s  the  boots  still,  sir. 

Sib.  llang  boots,  sir ! 

Why,  they'll  wear  breeches  too. 

Tho.  Dishonest  me  ? 

Not  for  the  world. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kiss  again;  there! 

I knew  Was  she,  ami  that  her  crafty  stealing 
Out  the  back  way  must  uccds  have  such  a 
meaning. 

Laun.  I’m  at  my  small  wits’  end. 

Tho.  If  you  mean  honourably 

Laun.  Did  she  ne’er  beat  you  before,  sir? 

Seb.  Why  dost  thou  follow  me  ? ** 

Thou  rascal,  slave,  hast  thou  not  twice  abus’d 
me?  ~ f covenanti 

Hast  thou  not  spoil’d  the  boy  ? By  thine  own 
Wouldst  thou  not  now  be  bang’d? 

Laun.  1 think  l would,  sir ; 

But  you  are  so  impatient!  Does  not  this 
sniw,  sir,  {judgment; 

(I  do  beseech  you  speak,  and  speak  with 
And  let  the  case  be  equally  consider’d) 

Far  braver  in  your  daughter?  In  a son  now, 

’ l is  notiiiug,  of  no  mark,  every  man  d >es  it ; 

But  to  beget  n daughter,  a man-maiden. 

That  reaches  at  these  high  exploits,  is  ad- 
mirable ! [durst  he, 

Nay,  she  goes  far  beyond  him ; for  when 
But  when  he  was  drunk,  do  any  thiug  to  speak 
This  is  Sebastian  truly.  [of? 

Seb.  Thou  suy’st  right,  Launce  ; 

And  there’s  inv  hand  once  more. 

Tho.  Not  without  marriage. 

Seb.  Didst  thou  hear  that? 

Jmuh.  1 think  she  spoke  of  marriage. 

Seb.  And  he  shall  murry  her  (for  it  seem# 
she  likes  him) 

And  their  first  boy  shall  be  my  heir.  • 

Laun.  Ay,' marry, 

Now  you  go  right  to  work. 


51  Lore  and  they art  thick  iowen,  &c.]  That  this  is  corrupt  uceds  no  proof  : I read 

fort  and  hay,  i.  c.  * Hay  seeds  are  thick  sown/  &c.  Seward. 

» You're  surely  met.]  Former  editions  all  read  thus. 

Tho.  I take  right,  air.]  The  sense  and  measure  both  arc  improved  by  the  change  made 
in  this  reading.  SewurU. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  5. 


Tho.  Fy,  fy,  sir ! 

Now  I have  promis’d  you  this  night  to  marry, 
Would  you  he  so  intemperate?  Are  you  a 
gentleman?  [this  rascal 

Hr/ las.  I have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet 
Tempts  me  extremely. — Will  you  marrv  pre- 
sently? [chapel, 

Tho.  Cret  you  afore,  and  stay  me  at  the 
Close  by  the  nunnery;  there  you  shall  find 
a night-priest,  [mony 

Little  Sir  Hugh,  and  he  can  say  the  mntn- 
Ovcr  without  book ; for  we  must  have  no 
company, 

Nor  light,  for  fear  my  father  know,  which 
must  not  yet  he: 

And  then  tomorrow-night 

Hi/las.  Nothing  tonight,  sweet  ? 

Tho.  No,  not  a hit.  I’m  sent  of  business, 
About  my  dowry,  sweet;  do  not  you  spoil  all 
now ; ’ [marriage ! 

Tis  of  much  haste. — I can  scarce  stay  the 
Now,  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone ! 

Hylas.  You’ll  follow  ? 

Tho.  Within  this  hour,  my  sweet  chick. 

H if  las.  Kiss. 

Tho.  A rope  kiss  you  !— 

Come,  comtf ; I stand  o*  thorns. 

Hylas.  Methinks  her  mouth  still 
Is  monstrous  rough ; but  they  have  ways  to 
Farewell ! [mend  it.— 

Tho.  Farewell ! — Pll  fit  you  with  a wife,  sir. 
tkb.  Come,  follow  close;  I’ll  sec  the  end 
she  aims  at,  * 

Anil  if  he  be  a handsome  fe  llow,  Jjumcelot, 
Fiat!  'tis  done,  and  all  my  ’state  is  settled. 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Abbess,  Cellule,  and  Nuns. 

Abbess.  Come,  to  your  matins,  maids  ! 
These  early  hours, 

My  gentle  daughter,  will  disturb  a while 
Your  fnireyes,  nurtur’d  in  ease. 

Cel.  No,  virtuous  mother, 

Tis  for  my  holy  health,  to  purchase  which 
They  shall  forget  the  child  of  case,  soft 
slumber*1. 

Oh,  my  afflicted  heart,  how  thou  art  tortur’d ! 
And,  Love,  how  like  a tyrant  thou  rcign’st  in 
me,  . 

Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  instant  1 ; 
Why  came  l hither,  that  desire  to  have 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy? 

Why  didst  thou  bring  that  young  man  home, 
oh,  Valentine, 

That  virtuous  youth?  Why  didst  thou  speak 
his  goodness, 

In  such  a phrase  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praises, 
Were  made  for  him?  Oh,  fond  and  ignorant! 
Why  didst  thou  foster  my  affection 


Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  father, 

And  then  betray  it? 

Abbess.  Can  you  sing? 

Cel.  Yes,  mother, 

ISIy  sorrows  only. 

Abbess.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  choir  then. 

[Exeunt.  Music k,  singing. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Michael  and  Servant,  and  Francis. 
]\lich.  Hast  thou  enquir’d  him  out? 

Scrv.  lie’s  not  at  home,  sir; 

His  sister  thinks  lie’s  gone  to  th’  nuDncry. 
Mich.  Most  likely:  I’ll  away.  An  hour 
hence,  sirrah. 

Come  you  along  with  thisyounc  gentleman; 
Do  him  all  service,  and  fair  odice. 

Serv.  Yes,  sir.  [Ercunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Hi/ fas  and  Sam. 

Sam.  Where  Ijnst  thou  been, man? 

11  if  las.  Is  there  ne’er  a shop  open? 

I’ll  give  thee  a pair  of  gloves,  Sam. 

Saw.  What’s  the  matter? 

Ilylas.  What  dostlhou  think? 

Sant.  Thou  art  not  married? 

Hylat.  By  th’  mass  hut  I am,  all  to  being 
married*; 

I am  i’th*  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom,  prithee? 

I thought  there  was  some  such  trick  in’t,  you 
stole  from  me. 

But  who,  for  HcavVs  sake  ? 

Ilylas.  Ev’n  the  sweetest  woman, 

The  rarest  woman,  Samuel,  and  the  lustiest, 
But  wondrous  honest,  honest  as  the  ice,  boy, 
Not  a hit  beforehand,  for  my  life,  sirrah; 
And  of  a lusty  kindred  ! 

Sain.  But  who,  Ilyins? 

Hy  las.  The  young  gentleman  and  I arc  like 
to  he  friends  again ; 

The  fates  will  have  it  so. 

Sam.  Who,  Monsieur  Thomas  ? 

Hy/as.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sain.  Oh,  now  I smell  you,  Ilylas; 

Does  he  know  of  it? 

Ilylas.  No,  there’s  the  trick  I owe  him; 
Tis  done,  boy;  wc  are  fast, ’faith ! My  youth 
now 

Shall  know  I am  aforelmnd,  for  his  qualities. 
Sum.  is  there  no  trick  in’t? 

Hylus.  None,  hut  up  and  ride,  hoy. 

I have  made  iier  no  jointure  neither;  there  I 
have  paid  him. 

Sam.  She’s  a brave  wench. 

Hylat.  She  shall  be,  as  I’ll  use  her; 

And,  if  she  anger  me,  all  his  abuses 
I’ll  clap  upon  her  cassock. 

Sum.  Take  heed,  Ilylas  ! 


®»  The  child  of  ease,  soft  slumbers.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 

* All  to  be  married .]  We  should  either  read,  ‘ All  but  to  he  married or,  * All  to  being 
i married/ 
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Act  5.  Scene  7.] 

H if  las.  Tis  past  that,  Sam.  Come,  I must 
meet  her  presently, 

And  thou*  shalt  see  me  a roost  glorious  hus- 
band- [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Dorothy , Mary,  and  Valentine. 
Dur.  Iii  troth,  sir,  you  ne’er  spoke  to  me. 
Vat.  Can  you  forget  me?  [ning 

Did  not  you  promise  all  your  help  and  cun- 
Jn  in y behalf,  hut  for  one  hour  to  see  her? 
Did  you  not  swem*  it?  By  this  hand,  no  strict- 
ness [broken* 

Nor  rule  this  house  holds,  shall  by  roe  be 

Dor.  1 saw  you  not  these  two  days. 

Vat.  Do  not  wrong  ine ! 

I (net  you,  by  my  life,  just  as  you  enter’d 
This  gentle  body's  lodge, lust  night,  thus  suited. 
About  eleven  o’clock. 

Dor.  'Tis  true,  I was  there ; 

But  that  T saw  or  spoke  to  you 

Mary.  I’ve  found  it ; 

Your  brother  Thomas,  Dolf! 

Dor.  Pray,  sir,  be  satisfied. 

And  wherein  I can  do  you  good,  command 
me.—  * [sir, 

What  a mad  fool  is  this ! — Stay  here  a while, 
t Whilst  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace. 

[Ejcit  with  Mary. 

Enter  Abbess. 

Vul.  I thank  you.  [Squeak  within. 

Abbess.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  there  a- 
mong  these  maids  ? 

Now9benetiicite/  Have  ye  got  the  breeze  there? 
Give  me  my  holy  sprinkle  ! 

Enter  two  Nuns . 

1 Nun.  Oh,  madam, 

There  is  a strange  thing  like  a gentlewoman, 
Like  mistress  Dorothy,  (I  think  the  fiend) 
Crept  into  th*  nunnery,  wc  know  not  which 
Plays  revel-rout  among  iis.  [way. 

Abbess,  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot ! 

1 Nun.  Here,  madam.  [thee, 

Abbess.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I do  conjure 
Of  water,  or  of  fire [Squeak  within . 

1 Nun.  Hark,  madam,  hark  ! 

Abbess.  Be  thou  ghu*t  that  cannot  rest, 

Or  a shadow  of  the  bless’d. 

Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green, 
Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  seen — — 

Enter  Thomas  and  CcUide . 

2 Nun.  It  comes,  it  comes! 

C el.  NVhat  are  you?  speak,  speak  gently; 
And  next,  what  would  you  with  me? 

Tho.  Any  tiling  you’ll  let  ine. 

Cel.  You  are  no  woman  certain. 

Tho.  Nor  you  uo  nun, 

Nor  shall  not  be. 


Cel.  What  make  you  here? 

Tho.  I am  a holy  friar. 

Atbess.  Is  this  the  spirit? 

Tho.  Nothing  but  spirit,  aunt. 

Abbess.  Now  out  upon  thee! 

Tho.  Peace,  or  I’ll  conjure  too,  aunt. 
Abbess.  Why  come  you  thus? 

Tho.  That’s  all  one ; here’s  my  purpose64: 
Out  with  this  nun;  site  is  too  handsome  for  ye. 
I’ll  tell  thee,  aunt,  and  I speak  it  with  tears 
to  thee,  [art  wiser, 

If  thou  keep’st  her  here,  as  yet  I liope  thou 
Mark  but  the  mischief  follows  ! 

Abbess.  She’s  a votress.  [undo  thee. 

Tho.  Let  her  be.  what  she  will,  she  will 
Let  her  but  one  hour  out,  as  I direct  you, 

Or  have  among  your  nuns  again  ! 

Abbess.  You  have  no  project 
But  fair  and  honest? 

Tho.  As  thine  eyes,  sweet  Abbess. 

Abbess.  I will  be  rul’d  then. 

Tho.  Thus  then,  and  persuade  her— 

But  do  not  juggle  with  me ; if  you  do,  aunt — 
Abbess.  1 must  be  there  myself. 

Tho.  Away,  and  lit  her. 

Abbess.  Come,  daughter,  you  must  now  b« 
rul’d  or  never. 

Cel.  I must  obey  your  will. 

Abbess.  That’s  ray  good  daughter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Dorothy  and  Mary. 

Mary.  What  a coil  has  this  fellow  kept 
/ th*  nunnery  ! 

Sure  he  has  run  the  Abbess  out  of  her  wits. 
Dor.  Out  of  the  nunnery,  I think  ; for  we 
can  neither  see  her 
Nor  the  young  Collide. 

Mary.  ’Pray  lieav’ns,  he  be  not  teasing  ! 
Dor.  Nay,  you  may  thank  yourself ; *twas 
your  own  structures. 

Enter  Jlylasand  Sum. 

Sum.  Why,  there’s  the  gentlewoman. 
Hylas.  ’Mass,  ’tfi»  she  indeed. 

How  smart  the  pretty  thief  looks!  ’Morrow, 
mistress ! 

Dor.  Good  morrow  to  you,  sir ! 

Sam.  IIow  strange  she  bears  it ! 

Hylas.  Maids  must  do  so,  at  first. 

Dor.  Would  ye  aught  with  us,  gentlemen  ? 
Hylas.  Yes,  marry,  would  I,  • 

A little  with  your  ladyship. 

Dor.  Your  will,  sir? 

Hylas.  Doll,  I would  have  you  presently 
prepare  | with  you  ; 

Yourself  and  those  things  you  would  nave 
For  my  house  is  ready. 

Dor.  liow,  sir? 

Hylas.  And  this  night 

Not  to  fail ; you  must  come  to  me ; my  friends 


#>  And  now  shait."]  Former  editions. 

* Here’s  my  purpose.]  The  old  quarto  reads, « Hers  my  purpose.’ 
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Will  oil  He  there  too.  For  trunks,  and  those 
things,  [have  carried, 

And  housliold-stuflf,  and  cloaths,  you  would 
Tomorrow,  or  the  next  day,  I’ll  take  order: 
Only  what  money  you  have,  bring  away  with 
And  jewels.  [you, 

Dor.  Jewels,  sir? 

Hylus.  Ay,  lor  adornment. 

There’s  a bed  up  to  play  the  game  in,  Dorothy : 
And  now,  come  kiss  me  heartily ! 

Dor.  Who  are  you  ? 

Jitflas.  This  lady  shall  be  welcome  too. 
Mury.  To  what,  sir? 
llylas.  Your  neighbour  can  resolve  you. 
Dor.  The  man’s  foolish  ! 

Sir,  you  look  soberly:  Who  is  this  fellow, 
And  where’s  his  business?  * 

Sam.  Hy  Hcav'n,  tlioti  art  abus’d  still. 
Hy/as.  it  may  be  so.  Come,  ye  may  speak 
now  boldly ; 

There's  none  hut  friends,  wench. 

Dor.  Came  you  out  of  Bedlam? 

Alas,  'tis  ill,  sir,  that  you  suffer  him 
To  walk  i’  th* open  air  thus;  ’twill  undo  him. 
A pretty  handsome  gentleman  : Great  pity  ! 
Sam.  J^et  me  not  Live  more  if  thou  best  not 
cozen’d. 

llylas.  Are  not  you  ray  wife?  Did  uot  I 
marry  you  last  night, 

At  St.  Michael’s  Chapel  ? 

Dor.  Did  not  1 say  he  was  mad  ? 
llylas.  Are  not  you  mistress  Dorothy, 
Thomas's  sister  ? 

Mary.  There  he  speaks  sense;  but  I’ll  as- 
sure you,  gentleman,  [it? 

I think  no  wife  of  yours.  At  what  hour  was 
Hylas.  ’Sprecious,  you’ll  make  me  mad  ! 
Did  not  the  priest,  [o'clock 

Sir  Hugh,  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve 
Tie  our  hands  fast  ? Did  not  you  swear  you 
lov’d  me  ? [woman’s? 

Did  not  I court  yc,  coming  from  this  gcntle- 
Mary.  Good  sir,  go  sleep;  for , if  J credit 
She  was  in  my  arms  then  u-bed.  [have, 
Sam.  I told  you. 
llylas.  Be  not  so  confident ! 

Dor.  By  th’  mass,  she  must,  sir;  1 
Tor  I’ll  no  husband  here,  before  I know  him : 
And  so  good  morrow  to  ye  ! Come,  let’s  go 
seek  ’em. 

Sam.  I told  you  what  you  had  done. 

Hylas.  Is  the  devil  stirring? 

Well,  gowithme;  for  now  I will  be  married. 

4 Exeunt. 


[Act  5.  Scene  8. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Michael , Valentine,  and  Alice. 

Mich.  I’ve  brought  him  back  again. 

Val.  You  have  done  a friendship, 

Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 

Mich.  ’Would  lie  had  so  too! 

\ Val.  Oh,  he’s  a worthy  young  man. 

Mich  When  all’s  tried, 

I ft  ar  you’ll  change  your  faith.  Bring  in  the 

gentleman. 

Enter  Francis  and  Servant,  Abbess  and 
Celhdr , severally. 

Val.  My  lmppy  mistress  too?  Now,  For- 
tune, help  me ! 

And  all  you  stars  that  govern  chaste  desires, 
Shine  fair,  nnd  lovely  ! 

Abbess.  Hut  one  hour,  dear  daughter, 

To  hear  your  uuardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
in  love’s  defence,  and  his;  and  then  your 
pleasure.  [me  yield, 

Cel.  Tho’  much  unwilling,  you  have  made 
More  for  his  sake  I sec:  How  full  of  sorrow, 
Sweet  catching  sorrow,  he  appears ! Oh,  Love, 
That  thou  but  knew’st  to  iieai,  as  well  as 
hurt  us.  [on  him : 

Mich . Be  rul’d  by  me : I see  her  eye  fast 
And  what  you  heard,  believe;  for  ’tis  so 
certain  [dcnce : 

He  neither  dar’d,  nor  must  oppose  my  evi- 

And  be  you  wise,  young  lady,  and  believe  too. 
This  mun  you  love,  sir? 

Val.  As  I love  my  soul,  sir. 

Mich.  This  man  you  put  into  a free  posses- 
sion fder? 

Of  what  his  wants  could  ask,  or  yourself  ren- 
Val.  And  shall  do  still. 

Mich.  Nothing  was  barr’d  his  liberty 
But  this  fair  maid  : That  friendship  first  was 

broken,  [row 

And  you  and  she  abus’d ; next,  (to  my  sor- 
So  fair  a form  should  hide  so  dark  intendons) 
Ifc  hath  himself  confess’d  (my  purpose  being 
Only  to  stop  his  journey,  by  that  policy 
Of  laying  felony  to  his  idiarge,  to  fright  the 
sailors) 

Divers  abuses  done,  thefts  often  practis’d, 
Monies  and  jewels  too,  and  those  no  trifles. 
Cel.  Oh,  where  have  I bestow’d  my  faith? 
In  neither 

(Let’s  in  for  ever  now)  there  is  virtue*3  ! 

Mich.  Nay,  Ho  not  wonder  at  it;  he  shall 
Are  you  not  guilty  thus?  [say  it; 


**  — in  neither  ! 

lsct's  in  for  ever  now,  there  it  virtue.]  I rend, 

‘ in  neither there  is  no  virtue.' 

I fear  that  I shall  be  thought  to  put  a nonsensical  expletive  into  the  text  for  the  sake  of 
measure  only  ; but  the  use  of  two  negatives  in  this  manner  is  so  very  common  to  all  old 
English  writers,  and  to  our  Authors  in  particular,  that  I cannot  doubt  of  its  being  the  true 
reading.  Seward. 

We  see  no  necessity  for  this  alteration ; though  two  negatives  are  not  uncommon,  they 
are  not  necessary. — besides,  Mr.  Seward  is  wroug  in  his  assertion,  ‘ that  two  negatives  are 
particularly  common  to  our  Authors.' 
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Act  5.  Scene  8.] 

Fran.  Yes.— Oh,  mv  fortune ! 

Mich.  To  give  a proof  I speak  not  enviously, 
Look  here:  D'you  know  these  jewels? 

Cel.  Iu,  good  mother! 

Enter  Thomas , Dorothy,  and  Mary;  then 
Sebastian  ami  Lau ocelot . 

Val.  These  jewels  I have  known. 

Dor.  You’ve  made  brave  sport ! 

Tho.  I'll  make  more  if  I live,  wench. 

Nay,  do  not  look  on  me  ; I care  not  for  you. 
Luna.  Do  you  see  now  plain  ? That’s  mis- 
tress Dorothy, 

And  that’s  his  mistress. 

&’L>Peacc  ; let  my  joy  work  easily. 

Ha,  hoy  ! art  there,  my  boy  ? mine  own  boy, 
Torn,  boy! 

Home,  Lauiice,  and  strike  a fresh  piece  of 
wine;  the  town’s  ours! 

Val.  Sure,  I have  known  these  jewels. 
Alice.  They  are  they,  certain. 

Val.  Good  Heav’n,  that  they  were  ! 

Alice.  I’ll  pawn  my  life  on’t; 

And  this  is  he.  Come  hither,  mistress  Doro- 
thy, * [look  like, 

And  mistress  Mary  : Who  does  that  face 
And  view  my  brother  well  ? 

Dor.  In  truth,  like  him. 

Mary.  Upon  my  troth,  exceeding  like. 
Mich.  Beshrew  me, 

But  much,  nod  main  resemblance,  both  of 
face  [it ! 

And  lineaments  of  hodv:  Now  Ifcav'n  grant 
Alice.  My  brother’s  full  of  passion.  I'll 
speak  to  hiin.-r 

Now,  as  you  arc  a gentleman,  resolve  me, 
Where  did  you  get  these  jewels? 

Fran.  Now  I’ll  tell  you,  [happy. 

Because  blind  Fortune  yet  inay  make  me 
Of  whom  I lmd  ’em  I have  never  heard  yet, 
But  from  mv  infancy  upon  this  arm 
I ever  wore  ’em. 

Alice.  Tis  Francisco,  brother; 

By  Heav’n,  I tied  ’em  on  ! A little  more,  sir, 
A little,  little  more  : What  purents  have  you  ? 

Fran.  None,  [tune; 

That  I know  yet,  the  more  my  stubborn  for- 
But,  as  I heard  anferchant  say  that  bred  me, 
Who,  to  my  more  affliction,  died  a pour  man, 

Wiien  I reach’d  eighteen  years 

Alice.  What  said  that  merchant? 

Frun.  He  said,  an  infant  in  the  Genoa 
gal  lies, 


(But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct 
me) 

I was  tu’en  in  a sea-fight,  and  from  a mariner, 
Out  of  Ins  manly  pity,  he  redeem’d  me. 

He  told  me  of  a nurse  that  waited  on  ine. 
But  she,  poor  soul,  he  said,  was  kill’d : 

A letter  too  I had  enclos’d  with  in  me, 

To  one  Cnstruccio,  a Venetian  merchant, 
To  bring  me  up  : The  man,  when  yours  al- 
low’<1  me,  [found  him 

And  want  of  friendscoinpell'd,  I sought;  but 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  iuy  hopes  gone 
with  him. 

The  wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel, 
In  which  1 found  this  gentleman's  free  bounty. 
For  which  lleav’n  recompcncc  him**!  Now 
ye’ve  all.  [can  send  me, 

Val.  And  all  the  worldly  bii^s  that  Heav'n 
And  all  my  prayers  and  thanks! 

Alice.  Down  o’  your  knees,  sir  ! [ther 
For  now  you’ve  found  a fattier,  and  that  fa- 
Tbat  will  not  venture  you  again  iu  gallics. 
Mich.  Tis  true,  believe  her,  sir ; mid  we 
all  joy  with  you. 

Val.  My  best  friend  still,  my  dearest! 
Now  Heav’n  bless  thee. 

And  make  me  worthy  of  this  benefit! 

Now,  mv  best  mistress. 

Cel.  Now,  sir,  i come  to  you 

Abbess.  No,  no ; let’s  in,  wench. 

GW.  Not  for  (he  world,  now,  mother. — 
And  thus,  sir,  all  my  service  I pay  to  you, 
And  all  iuy  love  to  him. 

Val.  And  may  it  prosper ! [Callidon65, 
Take  her,  Francisco,  now  no  more  young 
And  love  her  dearly  ; for  thy  father  does  so. 
Fran.  May  all  hate  seek  me  else ! and  thus 
I seal  it. 

Val.  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Enter  Hy las  and  Sam. 

Hylas.  Nay,  I will  find  him. 

Sam.  What  do  all  these  here? 

Thu.  You’re  a trusty  husband,  * 

And  a hot  lover  too. 

llylas.  Nay  then,  good  morrow! 

Now  I perceive  the  knavery. 

Sam.  I still  told  you  ! [hither,  sister. 
Thu.  Stay,  or  I’ll  make  you  stay.  Come 
Val.  Why,  how  now,  mistress  Thomas? 
Thu.  Peace  a little  ! 

Thou  wouldst  fain  have  a wife. 
llylas.  Notl;  by  no  means. 


**  For  which  Hear  n recompcnc’d  him. ] Former  edit.  Seward. 

**  Take  her , Francisco,  now  no  mure  young  Callidon.j  There  is  an  inaccuracy  in  this  play  : 
Frank  had  been  never  called  Callidon  before,  but  by  his  own  name^  Thus,  iu  the  second 
act,  Thomas  says, 

* What,  young  Frank  f 

* 1'hc  only  temper’d  spirit,  &c.* 

But  it  is  very  probable  that  this  was  the  actor’s  or  printer’s  mistake,  who  seeing  him  called 
Frank  in  the  Persons  of  the  Drama , might  call  him  so  here  without  attending  to  the  sequel, 
without  which  the  name  Callidon  in  that  place  would  not  have  been  intelligible.  Seward. 

We  see  no  way  of  clearing  the  Authors  of  this  inaccuracy ; probably  the  effect  of  hasty 
composition. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  8. 

Tho.  Thou  shait  Imre  a wife,  Stb.  1*11  give  thee  five  hundred  pounds 

And  u fruitful  wife;  tor  I find,  Ilyins,  more  for  that  word.  [least  full. 

That  1 shall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  chil-  Mary.  Now,  sir,  for  you  and  I to  make  the 

dreu.  [again 66 ! Tho.  No,  not  a bit;  you  are  a virtuous  lady, 

Reb,  A notable  brave  boy ! now  n son  And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 
hylas.  1 am  very  well,  sir.  Mary.  Come,  fool ; I’m  friends  now. 

Tho.  Thou  shait  be  better.  Tho.  The  fool  shall  not  ride  you. 

Uylas,  thou  hast  seven  hundred  pounds  a-  There  lie,  my  woman!  now  my  tuan  again! 

year,  [jointure.  And  now  for  travel  once  more ! 

And  thou  shait  make  her  three  hundred  Seb.  I’ll  bar  that  first. 

Uylas.  No.  Mary.  And  I next.  [will  travel : 

Tho.  Thou  shait,  boy,  and  shait  bestow  Tho.  Hold  yourself  contented  ; for  1 say  I 

Two  hundred  pounds  tu  cloaths.  Look  on  And  so  long  I will  travel,  ’till  I find  a father 

her;  [dred,  That  L never  knew,  and  a wife  tlpt  I never 

A delicate  lusty  wench ; she  has  fifteen  hun-  look'd  for, 

And  feasible : Strike  hands,  or  I’ll  strike  first.  And  a state  without  expectation : 

Dor.  You’ll  let  me  like?  So  rest  you  merry,  gentlemen! 

Mary.  He’s  a good  handsome  fellow;  Mary.  You  shall  not ! 

Play  not  the  fool.  Upou  my  faith,  1 love  you  now  extremely, 

Tho.  Strike,  brother  Hylas,  quickly.  And  now  I’ll  kiss  you. 

Uylas.  If  you  can  love  n»e,  well.  Thu.  This  will  not  do  it,  mistress,  [more. 

Dor.  if  you  can  please  me.  Mary.  Why,  when  we’re  married,  we’ll  do 

Tho.  Try  that  out  soon  : 1 say,  my  brother  St  b.  There’s  all,  boy, 

Iiylas.  [brave  gentlewoman.  The  keys  of  all  I have.  Come,  let’s  bemerry ! 

6am.  Take  her,  and  use  her  well;  she’s  a For  now  I thou’rt  right. 

Hylas.  You  must  allow  me  another  mistress.  Tho.  Shall  we  to  church  straight? 

Dor.  Then  you  must  .allow  me  another  I a/.  Now  presently ; and  there  with  nuptial 
servant.  The  holy  priest  shall  make  ye  happy* all. 

Hylas.  Well,  let’s  together  then.  A lusty  TAo.  Away  then,  fair,  afore  ! 
kindred  ! I Exeunt  omnes. 

& A notable  brave  boy.  Known  son  again.]  So  old  quarto.  Tho  later  editions  leave 

Qut  the  three  last  words;  which,  however,  |^c  do  not  doubt,  were  genuine,  (except  the 
orthographical  mistake,)  and  spoken  by  the  actor. 
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This  Piny  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  1647,  and  the  Commendatory  Verses 
by  Gardiner,  as  well  as  the  Prologue,  ascribe  it  to  Fletcher  alone.  The  celebrated 
George  Villiere,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  made  some  considerable  alterations  to  it,  and  in 
that  state  it  used  to  be  frequently  acted;  but  the  licentiousness  of  that  nobleman’s  pen 
rendering  the  Play  improper  for  representation  at  this  refined  period,  further  alterations 
became  necessary;  and  these  have  been  made,  with  much  judgement,  by  the  great  orna- 
ment of  die  English  Theatre,  Mr.  Garrick. 


PROLOGUE. 


APTVFSS  for  mirth  to  all!  This  instant  night 
Thalia  hath  prepar’d,  for  your  delight, 

Her  choice  and  carious  viands,  in  each  part 
Season’d  with  rarities  of  wit  and  art: 

Nor  fear  I to  he  tax’d  for  a vain  boast; 

My  promise  will  find  credit  with  the  most. 
When  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made 
it,  he 

Bring  in  himself  a perfect  Comedy. 

And  some  sit  here,  I doubt  not,  dare  aver 
Living  he  made  that  house  a theatre  [we 
Which  he  pleas’d  to  frequent ; and  thus  much 
Could  not  but  pay  to  his  loud  memory. 


For  ourselves,  we  do  entreat  that  you  would 
not 

Expect  strange  turns  and  windings  in  the  plot, 
Objects  of  state,  and  now  and  then  a rhime. 
To  gall  particular  persons  with  the  time: 

( )r  that  his  tow'r ing  muse  hath  made  her  flight 
Nearer  your  apprehension  than  your  sight; 
But  if  that  sweet  expressions,  quick  conceit, 
Familiar  language,  fashion’d  to  the  weight 
Of  such  as  speak  it,  have  the  power  to  raise 
Your  grace  to  us,  with  trophies  to  his  praise  ; 
We  may  profess,  presuming  on  his  skill. 

If  his  Chances  please  not  you,  our  fortune’s  ilL 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duk  F.  of  Ferrara. 

pETIit’CHIO,  Governor  of  Bologna. 

Don  John,  } Spanish  Gentlemen , and 
Don  Frederick,  5 Comrades. 

Anton  10,  an  old  stout  Gentlemant  Kinsman 
to  Pctruchia. 

Three  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  the  Duke. 
Two  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Pctruchia. 
Francisco,  a Musician , Antonio's  Boy. 
Petp.r  Vecciho,  a Tear  her  of  Latin  and 
Mustek f a reputed  Wizard. 


Peter,  ? Servants  to  Don  John  and  Don. 
A NTHON  Y,  > Frederick. 

Surgeon. 

Constantia,  Sister  to  Pctruchio,  and  Mis- 
tress  to  the  Duke. 

Woman,  Servant  to  Constantin. 

LANDLADY  to  Don  John  and  Don  Frederick. 
Con  vr  anti  a,  u Whore  to  old  Antonio. 
Bawd. 

1 


SCENF,  Bologna. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Kntcr  Peter  and  Anthony. 

Peter.  T WOULD  we  were  remov’d  from 
this  town,  Anthony, 

That  we  might  taste  some  quiet:  For  mine 
own  part, 

I’m  almost  melted  with  continual  trotting 
Alter  enquiries,  dreams,  and  revelations, 


Of  who  knows  whom,  or  where.  Serve 
wenching  soldiers, 

That  know  no  other  Paradise  but  plackets? 
I’ll  sene  a priest  in  Lent  first,  and  eat  bell- 
ropes. 

Anth . Thou  art  the  froward’st  fool--  ■ — 
Peter.  Why,  good  tame  Anthony,  [ther? 
Tell  me  but  this;  To  what  end  came  we  iii- 
Anih.  To  wait  upon  our  masters. 
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Peter.  But  how,  Anthony  ! [thony. 

Answer  me  that;  resolve  inc  there,  good  Au- 
Anth.  To  serve  their  uses. 

Peter.  Shew  your  uses,  Anthony. 

Anth.  To  be  employ’d  in  any  tiling, 

Peter.  No,  Anthony, 

Not  any  thing,  1 take  it;  nor  that  thing 
We  travel  to  discover,  like  new  islands; 

A salt  itch  serve  such  uses!  In  things  of  mo- 
ment, [errant, 

Concerning  things,  I grant  you  ; not  things 
Sweet  ladies’  things,  and  things  to  thunk  the 
surgeon; 

In  no  such  things,  sweet  Anthony.  Put  case — 
Anth.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended; 
this  invisible  woman, 

Of  infinite  report  for  shape  and  virtue, 

That  bred  us  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpose. 
They  arc  determin’d  now  uo  more  to  think  on, 
But  fall  close  to  their  studies. 

Peter.  Was  there  ever 
Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 
Or  wander  after  thutthey  know  not  where 
To  find?  or,  if  found,  how  to  enjoy  ? Are 
men’s  brains  [lions 

Made  now-a-days  of  malt,  that  their  aflfec- 
Are  never  sober,  but,  like  drunken  people. 
Founder  at  every  new  fame  ? 1 do  believe  too, 
That  men  in  love  are  ever  drunk,  as  drunken 
Are  ever  loving.  [men 

Anth.  Prithee  he  thou  sober,  [guilty 

And  know,  that  they  arc  none  of  those;  not 

Of  the  least  vanity  of  love;  only  a doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  report,  rr  rather  flatter 
The  graces  of  this  woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  since  they  find  so 
block'd  [now  settled 

And  lock’d  up  from  their  searches,  they’re 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Peter,  ’Would  they  were  settled 
To  give  me  some  new  shoe*  too ! For  I'll  he 
sworn 

These  are  e’en  worn  out  to  th’  reutonnblc safes 
In  their  good  worships’  business:  And  some 
sleep 

Would  not  do  much  amiss,  unless  they  mean 
To  make  a bell-man  of  me.  And  what  now 
Mean  they  to  study,  Anthony?  mural  philo- 
After  their  mar-utt  women?  [sophy, 

Anth.  Mur  a fool’s  head  ! 

Peter.  It  will  mar  two  fools’  heads, an  they 
take  not  heed, 

Besides  the  uiblcts  to  ’em. 

Anth.  Wul  you  walk,  sir,-  [head 

And  talk  more* out  of  hearing?  your  fool’s 
May  chance  to  find  a wooden  night-cap  else. 
Peter.  I never  lay  in  any. 

Enter  Von  John  and  Frederick . 

Anth.  Then  leave  yqtir  lying, 

And  your  blind  prophesying.  Here  they  come; 
You’d  best  tell  them  as  much. 

Peter.  I am  no  tell-tale.  [Exeunt  Servants. 
John.  I would  we  could  have  seen  her 
tko’j  fo  sure 


[Act  1.  Scene  2. 

She  must  be  some  rare  creature,  or  report 
Ail  men’s  reports  too.  [lies, 

Fred.  I could  well  wish  I'd  seen  her; 

But  since  she’s  so  conceal’d,  so  beyond  ven- 
ture [disc, 

Kept  and  preserv’d  from  view,  so  like  arara- 
Plac’d  where  no  knowledge  can  come  near 
lie  r,  so  guarded  flier, 

As  ’twere  impossible,  tho*  known,  to  reach 
I’ve  made  up  my  belief. 

John.  Hang  me,  from  this  hour, 

If  I more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her; 
But,  as  she  came,  a strong  report  unto  me, 
So  the  next  fame  shall  lose  her. 

Fred.  Tis  the  next  way. 

I>ut  whither  arc  you  walking? 

John.  My  old  round 
After  my  meat,  and  then  to  bed. 

Fred.  Tis  heal t!i ful. 

John.  Will  not  you  stir? 

Fte.d.  I have  a little  business. 

John.  Unon  my  life,  this  lady  still— 
Fred,  llien  you  will  Jose  it. 

John.  ’Pray  let  us  wdlk  together. 

Fred.  Now  I cannot. 

John.  I have  something  to  impart, 
v Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I will  not  miss  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where? 

Fred.  Ft h’  High  Street ; 

For,  not  to  lie,  1 have  a few  devotions 
To  do  first,  then  I'm  yours. 

John.  Remember.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 

Enter  PctruchiOyA  utanio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Ant.  Cut  his  windpipe,  I say  ! 

1 (Sent.  Fy,  Antonio ! 

Ant.  Or  knock  his  brains  out  first,  and 
then  forgive  him ! 

If  you  do  thrust,  be  sure  it  be  to  th’  hilts, 

A sure  eon  may  see  thro’  him. 

1 Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2 Gent.  Too  open  uudisercet. 

Petr.  Ami  not  ruin’d?  [poison’d? 

The  honour  of  my  house  crack’d?  my  blood 
Mv  credit,  and  my  name? 

£ Gent.  Be  sure  it  be  so, 

Before  you  use  this  violence:  Let  not  doubt, 
And  a suspecting  anger,  so  much  sway  you 
Your  wisdom  may  be  question'd. 

Ant.  1 say,  kill  him,  [inay  be, 

And  then  dispute  the  cause  ! Cut  oft' what 
And  what  is  shall  be  safe. 

2 Gent.  Hang  up  a true  man. 

Because  ’tis possible  he  may  be  thievish? 
Alas,  is  this  good  justice? 

Petr.  1 know,  as  certain 
As  day  must  come  again,  as  clear  ns  truth, 
And  open  as  belief  ecu  lav  it  to  me, 

That  I am  basely  wrong’d,  wrong’d  above 
recompense, 

Maliciously  abus’d,  blasted  for  ever 
In  name  and  honour,  lost  to  all  remembrance, 
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Act  1.  Scene  4.] 

But  what  is  smear'd  and  shameful ! I must 
Necessity  compels  me.  [kill  him  ; 

1 Gent.  But  think  better. 

Petr.  There  is  no  other  cure  left:  Yet, 
witness  with  me. 

All  that  is  fair  in  man,  all  that  is  noble, 

I Ain  not  greedy  of  this  life  1 seek  for, 

Nor  thirst  to  shed  man's  blood;  and  ’would 
’twere  possible 

(I  wish  it  with  my  soul,  so  much  I tremble 
To  offend  the  sacred  image  of  my  Maker !) 
My  sword  could  only  kill  his  crimes ! No,  ’tis 
i ionour, 

Honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  idol  How  nr, 
That  all  the  world  now  worships,  uot  Petru- 
M ust  do  this  justice.  [chio, 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done, 

And  ’tis  no  matter  whether  you,  or  Honour, 
Or  both,  be  accessary. 

2 Gent.  I)o  you  weigh,  Petruchio, 

The  value  of  the  person,  power  and  greatness* 
And  what  this  spark  may  kindle? 

# Petr.  To  perform  it, 

(So  much  l ’in  tied  to  reputation, 

And  credit  of  m v house)  let  it  raise  wildfires 
That  all  this  dukedom  smoke,  and  storms 
that  toss  me 

Into  the  waves  of  everlasting  ruin, 

Yet  I must  thro’*  If  ye  dare  side  me * 

Ant.  Dare? 

Petr.  Ye’re  friends  indeed  ; if  not 

2 Gent.  Here’s  none  flics  from  you ; 

Do  it  in  what  design  you  please,  we’ll  back 
you. 

Ant.  But  then,  he  sure  ye  kill  him1 ! 

2 Gent.  Is  the  cause 

So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  life 

Petr.  Believe  me, 

A less  offence  has  been  the  desolation 
Of  a whole  name. 

2 Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it? 

Petr.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hop’d  for. 
2 Grnt.  Think  an  hour  more : [you, 

And  if  then  you  find  no  safer  road  to  guide 
We’ll  set  up  our  rests  too. 

Ant.  Mine's  up  already  ; 

And  hang  him,  for  my  part,  goes  less  than 
life ! (swords 

2 Gent.  If  we  see  noble  cause,  Vislikeour 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  words. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Von  John. 

John.  The  civil  order  of  this  town  Bologna 
Blakes  it  belov’d  and  honour’d  of  all  travel- 
k/s, 

As  a most  safe  retirement  in  all  troubles; 
Besides  the  whplesome  seat, and  noble  temper 


Of  those  minds  that  inhabit  it,  safely  wise, 
And  to  all  strangers  virtuous.  But  i see 
My  admiration  has  drawu  night  upon  me, 
And  longer  to  expect  my  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  suspicion  of  too  late  a stirrer, 

Which  all  good  governments  are  jealous  of: 
I’ll  home,  and  think  at  liberty.  Yet,  certain, 
’Tis  not  so  far  night  as  I thought ; for,  sec, 

A fair  house  yet  stands  open  ; yet  all  about  it 
Are  close,  and  no  light  stirring:  Tlierc  may 
be  foul  play. 

I'll  venture  to  look  in ; if  there  be  knaves, 

I may  do  a good  office* 

Woman  [au/Am].  Sigrtor? 

John.  What?  How’s  this? 

Woman  [aufAiii].  Signor  Fabritio  ? 

John.  I’ll  go  nearer. 

Woman  [ad/ Ain].  Fabritio? 

John.  This  is  a woman’s  tongue ; here  may 
be  good  done. 

Woman  [within].  Who’s  there  ? Fabritio  ? 
John.  Ay. 

Human  [ad/ Ain],  Where  are  you? 

John.  Here.  [sake  ! 

Woman  [within]^  Oh,  come,  for  Heaven’s 
John.  I must  sec  what  this  means. 

Enter  Woman , with  a child. 

Woman.  ] have  staid  this  long  hour  for 
you.  Make  no  noise, 

For  things  are  in  strauge  trouble.  Here;  be 
secret ; [eyes  watch  us 

'Tis  worth  your  care.  Be  gone  now  : More 
Than  may  be  for  our  safeties. 

John,  liark  you ! 

Homan.  Peace!  Goodnight.  [Exit. 
John.  She’s  gone,  and  I am  loaden  ; For- 
tune for  Die ! 

It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well ; it  may  chance 
To  be  some  pack  of  worth : By  th’  mass,  ’tis 
heavy ! 

If  it  be  coin  or  jewels,  ’tis  worth  welcome; 
I’ll  ne’er  relume  a fortune : I am  confident 
T is  of  no  common  price.  Now  to  my  lodg- 
ing ! 

If  it  hit  right,  I’ll  bless  this  night.  [jExiV. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick* 

Fred.  T is  strange, 

I cauuot  meet  him ; sure  he  has  encounter’d 
Some  light-o’-love  or  other,  and  there  means 
To  play  at  in  and  m tor  this  night.  Well, 
Don  John, 

If  you  do  spring  n leak,  or  get  an  itch. 

Till  ye  claw  olf  your  curl'd  pate,  thank  your 
night-walks;  [more, 

You  must  he  still  a boot-hailing’.  One  rouud 


1 1 Gent.  But  then  be  sure  ye  kill  Aim.]  Mr.  Seward,  observing  that  these  words  did  not 
suit  the  moderate  character  of  the  Gentlemen , gives  them  to  Petruchio.  They  are  much 
tnorc  suitable  to  Antonio,  we  think,  who  is  crying  out  for  blood  through  the  whole  scene. 

* Boot-killing.]  Most  probably,  an  indecent  nliusion.  In  Monsieur  Thomas,  one  of  liy 
las's  objections  to  uinliitnony  is,  because  be  would  not  ‘ cobble  other  men's  old  bouts,’ 

Vol.  II.  Q 
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Tho*  it  be  late.  111  venture,  to  discover  you. 
1 do  not  like  your  out-leaps.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duke  and  three  Gentlemen. 
Duke.  Welcome  to  town.  Are  yc  all  fit? 

1 Gent.  To  point*,  sir. 

Duke.  Whore  arc  the  horses? 

2 Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 
Duke.  Be  private  all ; and  whatsoever  for- 

Ofrcr  itself,  let’s  stain!  sure.  [tunc 

3 Gent.  Fear  not  us : 

Fre  you  shall  he  endanger'd,  or  deluded, 
We’ll  make  a black  night  on’t. 

Duke.  No  more ; 1 know  it. 

You  know  your  quarters? 

1 Gent.  Will  you  go  alone,  sir? 

Duke.  Ye  shall  not  lie  far  from  me;  the 
Shall  bring  yc  to  my  rescue.  [least  noise 

2 Gent.  We  are  counseled.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Was  ever  man  so  paid  for  being 
curious. 

Ever  so  bobh'd  for  searching  out  adventures, 
As  I am  ? Did  the  devil  lead  me  ? Must  I needs 
be  peeping 

Into  men’s  houses,  where  T bad  no  business, 
And  make  myself  a mischief?  Tis  well  car- 
ried ! 

I must  take  other  men’s  occasions  on  me, 
And  he  I know  not  whom  ! Most  finely  han- 
dled ! (chase  ? 

What  have  I got  by  this  now  ? what’s  the  pur- 
A piece  of  evening  arras-work,  a child. 
Indeed  an  infidel : This  comes  of  peeping! 
A lump  got  out  of  laziness.  Good  White- 
bread,  [have  I 

Let's  have  no  bawling  with  you  ! ’Sdcath, 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of 
wenches. 

Their  snares  and  subtilties ; hove  I rend  over 
All  their  school-learnings,  div'd  into  their 
quiddita, 

And  am  1 now  bum-fiddled  with  a bastard  ? 
Fetch’d  over  with  a card  of  five,  and  in  mine 
old  days. 

After  the  dire  massacre  of  a million 
Of  maidenheads  ? caught  the  common  way  ? 
i’th’  night  too, 

Under  another’s  name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it?  VN  ell,  Don  John, 
You  will  be  wiser  one  day,  when  you’ve  pur- 
chas’d 

A heavy  of  these  buttei^prints  together, 
With  scabbing  out  conceal’d  iniquities, 
Without  commission.  Why,  it  would  ne’er 
grieve  me, 


[Act  1.  Scene  f. 

If  I had  got  this  gingerbread ; ne'er  stirr’d 
me,  [tice 

So  I had  had  a stroke  for’t;  it  had  been  jus- 
Thcn  to  have  kept  it : But  to  raise  a dairy 
For  other  men's  adulteries,  consume  myself 
in  candles*,  [babies, 

And  scow’ring-works,  in  nurses,  bells,  and 
Only  for  chanty,  for  mere  * I thnuk  you,’ 

A little  troubles  me  : The  least  touch  for  it, 
Had  but  my  breeches  got  it,  had  contented 
me. 

Whose-e’er  it  is,  sure ’t  had  a wealthy  mother; 
For  ’tis  well  cloath’d,  and,  if  I be  not  cozen’d, 
Well  lin'd  within.  To  leave  it  here  were 
barbarous, 

And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it ; a more  sin 
Than  his  that  got  it:  Well,  1 will  dispose 
on’t,  [rings, 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  deaths'  beads  in 
To  cry  Memento  to  me  ; no  more  peeping! 
Now  all  the  danger  is  to  qualify  [we  live, 
The  good  old  gentlewoman,  at  whose  house 
For  she  will  fall  upim  me  with  a catechism  • 
Of  four  hours  long:  i must  endure  all ; 

For  I will  know  this  mother.  Come,  good 
wonder. 

Let  you  and  I be  jogging  ; your  starv’d  treble 
Will  waken  the  rude  watch  else.  All  that  lie 
Curious  night-w  alkers,  may  they  find  my  fee ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sure  he’s  gone  home:  I've  beaten 
all  the  purlieus, 

But  cannot  bolt  him.  If  he  be  a-bobhing, 
Tis  not  my  care  can  cure  him : To  morniw- 
mormng  [geon’s 

I shall  have  further  knowledge  from  a sur- 
Wbcrc  be  lies  moor'd,  to  mend  his  leaks. 

Enter  Constantia. 

Ctm.  I’m  ready,  [yon ; 

And  thro’  a world  of  dangers  am  flown  to 
Be  full  of  haste  and  care,  we  are  undone  else. 
Where  are  yourpeople  ? which  way  must  we 
Forllcav’n  sake,  stay  not  here,  sir.  [travel? 
Fred.  What  may  this  prove? 

Con.  Alas,  I am  mistaken,  lost,  undone. 
For  ever  perish’d ! Sir,  for  lieav’n  sake,  tell 
Arc  you  a gentleman  ? [uic, 

Fred.  I am. 

Con.  Of  this  place? 

Fred.  No,  born  in  Spain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  lov’d  honour, 

As  ever  your  desires  may  gain  their  ends. 
Do  a poor  wretched  woman  but  this  benefit* 
For  1 am  forc'd  to  trust  you ! 

Fred.  You  have  charm’d  me; 

Humanity  and  Honour  bid  me  help  you. 
And  if  I fail  your  trust—— 


s To  point]  signifies  completely,  as  we  now  say  to  a hair. 

♦ Consume  mvtrlf  in  cnndlcs.J  Mr.  Seward,  on  recommendation  of  Mr.  Sympaon,  reads, 
Consume  myself  in  caudle*.'  See  Lovers’  Progress,  act  iv. 
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Act  1.  Scene  9.] 

Cot*.  The  time’s  too  dangerous 
To  stay  your  protestations:  I believe  you — 
Alas,  I must  believe  jou.  From  this  place, 
Good  noble  sir,  remove  me  instantly, 

And  for  a time,  where  nothing  but  yourself, 
And  honest  conversation,  may  come  near  me, 
In  some  secure  place,  settle  me : What  I am, 
And  why  thus  boldly  l commit  my  credit 
Into  a struuger’s  hand,  the  fears  and  dangers 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  course,  at  more 
1 shall  reveul  unto  you.  [leisure 

Fred.  Couic,  be  hearty ; 
lie  must  strike  thro*  my  life  that  takes  you 
from  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Pctntchio , Antonio , and  (too  Gentlemen. 

Petr.  He  will  sure  come.  Are  ye  well  arm’d? 
Ant.  Ne’er  fear  us: 

Ilcre's  that  will  make  ’em  dance  without  a 
fiddle.  [ friends, 

. Petr.  YV c are  to  look  for  no  wxak  foes,  my 
Nor  unadvis'd  ones. 

Ant.  Best  gamesters  make  the  best  game; 
YVc  shall  fight  dose  and  handsome  then. 

1 Gent.  Antonio, 

You  are  a thought  too  bloody. 

Ant.  NY'hy?  All  physicians 
And  penny  almanacks  allow  the  opening 
Of  veins  this  month.  YVby  do  you  talk  of 
bloody  ? 

What  come  we  for  ? to  fall  to  cuffs  for  apples? 
What,  would  you  make  the  cauMia  cudgel- 
quarrel?  [nour 

On  what  terms  stands  this  man  ? Is  not  Ins  ho- 
Open’d  to  his  hand,  and  pick’d  out  like  an 
oyster  ? 

His  credit  like  a quart  pot  knock’d  together, 
Able  to  hold  no  liquor  r Clear  but  this  point. 
Petr.  Speak  softly,  gentle  cousin. 

Ant.  I’ll  speak  truly; 

What  should  men  do  allied  to  these  disgraces? 
Lick  o’er  his  enemy,  sit  down,  and  dance 
him- 

2 Gent.  You  are  as  faro’th’ bow-hand  now  *. 

• Ant.  And  cry,  [more,  child?’ 

‘That's  my  fine  boy;  thou  wilt  do  so  no 

Petr.  Here  are  no  such  cold  pities. 

Ant.  By  saint  Jiiqucs,  [Andrew, 

They  shall  not  find  me  one!  I lore’s  old  tough 
A special  friend  uf  mine ; an  he  hut  hold, 
1’il  strike  ’em  such  a hornpipe ! Knocks  I 
come  for, 

And  the  best  blood  I light  on ; I profess  it; 
Not  to  scare  coster-iuougcrs : If  i lose  mine 
own. 


Mine  audit’s  cast,  and  fnrcwell  five  and 
fifty! 

Petr.  \ ah' s talk  no  louger;  place  your 
selves  with  silence, 

As  I directed  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us. 

As  ve  are  friends,  so  shew  yourselves. 

Ant.  80  be  it,  [L'jflmL 


SCENE  IX, 

Enter  Don  John  and  Landlady. 

Jjand.  Nay,  sou,  if  this  be  your  regard  - — • 
John.  Good  mother ! 

Lund.  Good  me  no  goods ! Your  cousin 
and  yourself  [selves 

Are  welcome  to  me,  whilst  you  bear  your- 
Like  honest  and  true  gentlemen.  Bring  hi- 
ther 

To  my  house,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A gentlewoman  of  a decent  and  fair  carnage, 

And  so  behav’d  myself 

John.  I know  you  have.  [name 

Lund.  Bring  hither,  as  I say,  (to  make  my 
Stink  in  my  neighbour's  nostrils ) your  dev  ices, 
Your  brats,  got  out  of  Alicant®,  and  broken 
oaths ! [dings  I 

Yonr  linsey-woolsy  work,  your  hasty  pud- 
1 foster  up  your  filch’d  iniquities? 

You  are  deceiv’d  in  me,  sir ; I am  noue 
Of  ihose  receivers. 

John.  Have  1 not  sworn  unto  you 
’Tis  none  of  mine,  aud  shew’d  you  how  I 
found  it?  [get  it; 

Land.  You  found  an  easy  fool  that  let  you 
Sh'had  better  have  worn  pasterns. 

John.  Will  you  hear  me? 

Land.  < laths  ? what  do  you  care  for  oat  I is, 
to  gain  your  cuds,  [know  ye? 

When  ye  are  high  and  pamper’d  ? What  saint 
Or  what  religion,  butyour  purpos’d  lewdness, 
Is  to  be  look’d  for  of  ye  ? Nay,  1 w ill  tell  ye. 
You  will  then  swear  like  accus'd  cut-purses. 
As  tar  uff  truth  too;  and  lie  beyond  all  tal- 
1'in  sick  to  see  this  dealing.  [cotters  ! 

John,  llcai’n  forbid,  mother ! 
l.ond.  Nay,  1 am  very  sick. 

John.  Who  waits  there? 

Autk.  [irif/mi.J  Sir.  [wine. 

John.  Bung  down  the  bottle  ol  ('unary 
Lund.  Exceeding  sick,  Heav’n  help  me  f 
John.  Haste  yc,  sirrah.— 

1 must  cv’ii  make  her  drunk. — Nay,  gentle 
mother ! [purpose 

Lund.  Now,  fy  upon  ye  ! YY’as  it  tor  tins 
You  fetch’d  your  evening-walks  fur  your  di- 
gestions? 

For  this,  pretended  holiness?  No  weather, 


& Pony-hand. J A sea*tcrm,  derived  from  the  !>ow  of  u ship;  which,  savs  Dr.  Johnson,  be- 
gins at  the  loot  and  compassiug  ends  of  the  stern,  and  cuds  at  the  stcrumost  parts  of  ihe 
forecastle. 

• Your  brats , got  out  of  Alligant.]  In  Rowley’s  Match  at  Midnight,  Randal  and  Ancient 
Young  quarrelling,  Sim,  another  of  the  characters,  interposes,  * Gentlemen,  there’s  Alegunt 
4 in  the  house  ; ’pray  set  no  more  abroach.*  The  Landlady  here  means,  ‘ Your  brats  produced 
‘ by  intoxication  and  faithless  promises.’ 

Q3 
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[Act  1.  Scene  10. 


Not  before  day,  could  hold  you  from  the 
matins.  [pray’d  well, 

Were  these  your  bo-peep  prayers?  You’ve 
And  with  a learned  «eal  ; watch'd  well  too. 

Your  Saint,  [sicker ! 

It  seems,  was  pleas'd  as  well.  Still  sicker, 

Enter  Anthony , with  a bottle  of  wine. 
John.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  ’till  I’ve 
drench’d  her.  [draught ; 

Give  me.  Here,  mother,  take  a good  round 
Twill  purge  spleen  from  your  spirits:  Deeper, 
mother.  [mend  all. 

Land.  Ay,  ny,  son,  you  imagine  this  will 
John.  Alj,  i’fuith,  mother. 

Land,  I confess  the  wine 
Will  do  his  part. 

John.  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Land.  Out,. son  John  ! 

John.  1 know  your  meaning,  mother ; 
touch  it  once  more;  [draught, 

Alas,  you  look  not  well ; take  a round 
(It  warms  the  hlood  well,  and  restores  the 
And  then  we'll  talk  at  large.  [colour) 

Land.  A civil  gentleman  ? [of? 

A stronger?  one  the  tow  n holds  a good  regard 
John.  Nay,  l will  silence  thee. 

X*und.  One  that  should  weigh  his  fair  name? 

Oh,  a stitch  | [good  mother; 

John.  There’s  nothing  better  for  a stitch, 
Make  no  spare  of  it ; as  you  love  your  health, 
Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  As  l said,  a gentleman? 

Lodge  in  my  house?  Now  IltavVs  my  com- 
fort, Signor 

John.  I look’d  for  this.  [inc  thus  ; 

Lund.  I did  not  think  you  would  have  us’d 
A woman  of  my  credit ; one,  Ueav’n  knows, 
That  lov’d  you  hut  too  tenderly. 

John.  Dear  mother,  [it. 

I ever  found  your  kindness,  and  acknowledge 
Land.  No,  no,  I am  a fool  to  counsel  you, 
Where  is  the  iufant?  come,  let’s  see  your 
workmanship.  ['tis,  and  a lusty  one. 
John.  None  of  mine,  mother;  but  there 
Lund.  Hcav’n  bless  thee, 

Thou  hadst  a hasty  making ; but  the  best  is, 
Tis  many  a good  man’s  fortune.  As  I Jive, 
Your  own  eyes,  Signor;  and  the  nether  lip 
As  like  you,  as  y’  had  spit  it. 

John.  I am  plad  on’t. 

J.ahd.  Bless  me,  what  things  are  these  ? 
John.  1 thought  my  labour  [jewels, 

Was  not  all  lost  Tis  gold,  and  these  are 
JJotli  rich,  and  right,  I hope. 

Lund.  Well,  well,  son  John, 

I see  you  are  a woodman,  and  can  chusc 
Your  deer,  tho’  it  be  i’tli’  dark  ; all  your  dis- 
cretion 

Is  not  yet  lost;  this  was  well  clapt  aboard  : 
Here  I am  w ith  you  now ; when,  as  they  say, 


Your  pleasure  comes  with  profit;  when  ye 
must  needs  do. 

Do  w here  yc  may  he  done  to,  'tis  a wisdom 
Becomes  a young  man  well : Be  sure  of  one 
thing,  ' 

Lose  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together, 
It  seasons  of  a fool,  son  ; time  is  precious, 
Work  wary  whilst  you  have  it;  since  you 
must  traffick  [Signor; 

Sometimes  this  slippery  way,  take  sure  hold, 
Trade  with  no  broken  merchants,  make  your 
lading 

As  you  would  make  your  rest7,  adventurously, 
But  with  advantage  ever. 

John.  All  this  time,  mother, 

The  child  w ants  looking-lo,  wants  meat  and 
nurse*.  [have  all, 

Land.  Now  blessing  o’ thy  care!  It  shall 
And  instantly  : I’ll  seek  a nurse  myself,  son. 
Tis  a sweet  child  ! Alt,  my  young  Spaniard  ! 
Take  you  no  further  care,  sir. 

John.  Yes,  of  these  jewels,  [your*, 

I must,  by  your  leave,  mother.  These  arc 
To  make  your  care  the  stronger ; for  the  rest 
I'll  find  a mister.  The  gold,  for  bringing  up 
I freely  render  to  your  charge.  fon’t, 

l Mnd.  No  more  words,  [me: 

Nor  uo  more  children,  good  son,  as  you  love 
This  may  do  well. 

John.  I shall  observe  your  morals. 

But  where’s  Hon  Frederick,  mother? 

Lind.  Ten  to  one 

About  the  like  adventure ; he  told  me, 
lie  was  to  find  you  out.  [Exit, 

John.  Why  should  he  stay  thus? 

There  may  he  some  ill  chance  in’t:  Sleep  T 
will  not,  [pleas'd, 

Before  I’ve  found  him.  Now  this  woman’s 
I'll  sce\  my  Jricud  out,  and  my  care  is  eas'd. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Duke  and  Gentlemen . 

1 Gent.  Believe,  sir,  ’tis  as  possible  to  do  it, 
As  to  remove  the  city : The  main  faction 
Swarm  thro’  the  streets  like  hornets,  arm'd 
with  angers 

Able  to  rum  stutes;  no  safety  left  us. 

Nor  means  to  die  like  men,  if  instantly 
You  draw  not  hack  again. 

Duke.  May  he  he  drawn 
And  quarter’d  too,  that  turns  now ! Were  I 
surer  [death 

Of  death  than /thou  art  of  thy  fears,  and  with 
More  than  tliose  fears  are  too— — 

1 Gent.  Sir,  I fear  not. 

Duke.  I would  not  crack  ray  vow,  start 
from  my  honour, 

Because  I may  find  danger;  wound  my  soul, 
To  keep  my  body  safe ! 


7 At  you  would  make  your  rest.]  This  is  an  allusion  to  fencing.  So  Mercutio  says  of  the 
duellist  Tilalt,  ‘ resit  his  minum ; oue,  two,*  &c.  in  which  words  he  at  once  alludes  to  the 
different  sciences  of  rnusick  and  defence. 
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Act  1.  Scene  11.]  ^ 

1  Gent.  1 speak  not,  sir. 

Out  of  a baseness  to  you.  * 

Duke.  No,  nor  do  not 
Out  of  a baseuoss  leuve  me.  What  is  danger, 
More  titan  the  weaknessofour  apprehensions? 
A poor. cold  part  o’  th’  blood  ? Who  takes  it 
hold  of? 

Cowards, and  wicked  livers:  Valiant  minds 
Were  made  the  masters  of  it ; and  as  hearty 
seamen 

In  desperate  storms  stem  with  a little  rudder 
The  tumbling  ruins  of  the  ocean  ; 

So  with  their  cause  and  swords  do  they  do 
dangers. 

Say  wc  were  sure  to  die  all  in  this  venture, 
(As  1 am  coofulent  against  it)  is  there  any 
Amongst  us  of  so  fat  a sense,  so  pamper’d, 
Would  chuse  luxuriously  to  lie  a-bed, 

And  porge  away  his  spirit,  send  his  soul  out 
In  sugar-sops  and  syrups?  Give  me  dying, 
As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  mine  enemy, 
Parting  with  mankind  by  a titan  that’s  nmnly. 
Let  ’em  be  all  the  world,  ami  bring  along 
Cain’s  envy  with  ’em,  I will  on ! 

2 Gent.  You  may,  sir; 

But  with  what  safety  ? 

1 Gent.  Since  ’tis  come  to  dying,  [us 
You  shall  perceive,  sir,  here  be  those  amongst 
Can  die  as  decently  as  other  men, 

And  with  as  little  ceremony.  On,  brave  sir. 
Duke.  Tlmt’s  spoken  heartily. 

1 Gent.  And  he  that  flinches, 

May  he  die  lousy  in  a ditch! 

Duke.  No  more  dying; 

There’s  no  such  danger  in  it.  What’s  o’clock  ? 

3 Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  hour. 
Duke.  Away  then  quickly  ; 

Makp  no  noise,  and  no  trouble  will  attend  us. 

[jSroMf, 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Frederick , and  Peter  uith  a candle. 
Fred.  Give  me  the  candle.  So  ; go  you 
out  that  way. 

Peter.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 

Fred.  And  o’  your  life,  sirrah, 

Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  my 
knowledge; 

No,  not  my  Landlady,  nor  my  friend. 

Peter.  ’Tis  done,  sir.  [ccrns  me. 

Fred.  Nor  any  serious  business  that  cou- 
Peter.  Is  the  wind  tlicre  again  ? 

Fred.  Be  gone. 

Peter . I am,  sir.  [EjiT. 

Enter  Comtuntia. 

Fred.  Now  enter  without  fear.  And,  no- 
ble lady, 

That  safety  and  civility  you  wish’d  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you : No  rude  tongue 
Nor  rough  behaviour  knows  this  place,  no 
wishes 

Beyond  the  moderation  of  a man, 

Dare  enter  here;  your  own  desires  and  in- 
nocence, 


Join’d  to  my  vow’d  ol»cdience,  shall  protect 
Were  dangers  more  than  doubts.  [you. 

Con.  Ye’re  truly  noble,  [me. 

And  worth  a woman’s  trust:  Let  it  become 
(I  do  beseech  you,  sir)  for  all  your  kindness. 
To  render  with  my  thanks,  this  worthless  tri- 
I may  he  longer  troublesome.  [fle; 

Fred.  Fair  offices  [lady. 

Are  still  their  own  rewards:  Ilcav’n  bless  me. 
From  selling  civil  courtesies!  May  it  please 
If  you  will  force  a favour  to  oblige  me,  [ you. 
Draw  but  that  cloud  aside,  to  satisfy  me 
For  what  good  angel  I’m  engag’d. 

Con.  Jt  shall  be, 

For  1 am  truly  confident  you’re  honest: 

The  piece  is  scarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Trust  me- 

The  abstract  of  all  beauty,  soul  of  sweetness ! 
Defend  me,  houest  thoughts,  I shall  grow 
wild  else!  [Ilcav’ns, 

What  eyes  arc  there,  rather  what  littlo 
To  stir  men’s  contemplations!  what  a Pa- 
rad. se  [he  temperate  s 

Runs  thro*  each  part  she  has!  Good  blood, 
I must  look  off ; too  excellent  an  object 
Confounds  the  sense  that  secs  it. — Noble 
lady, 

If  there  be  any  further  service  tocastonjne, 
Let  it  be  worth  my  life,  so  much  I honour  ye, 

Or  the  engagement  of  whole  families 

Con.  Y our  service  is  too  liberal,  worthy  sir; 

Tlius  fur  I shall  entreat 

Fred.  Command  me,  lady; 

You  make  your  power  too  poor. 

Con.  That  presently 

With  all  convenient  haste,  you  would  retire 
Unto  the  street  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  Tis  done.  [press’d 

Can.  There,  if  you  find  a gentleman  op- 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a man’s  office. 
And  draw  your  sword  to  rescue  him. 

Fred.  He’s  safe, 

Be  what  lie  will ; and  let  his  foes  be  devils, 
Arm’d  with  your  pity,  I shall  conjure  ’em. 
Retire ; this  key  will  guide  you:  All  things 
Are  there  before  you.  ’ [necessary 
Con.  All  my  prayers  go  with  you.  [ Exit . 
Fred.  You  clap  ou  proof  upon  uie:  Alen 
say  gold 

Does  all,  engages  all,  works  thro*  nil  dangers: 
Now  I say  Beauty  can  do  more:  The  king’s 
exchequer, 

Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies,  could  not  draw  me 
Thro’  half  those  miseries  this  piece  of  pleasure 
Might  make  me  leap  into:  Wc’rc  all  like 
sea-cards. 

All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions, 

(As  they  do  to  the  North)  still  pointat  beauty. 
Still  at  the  fairest:  lor  a handsome  woman 
(Setting  my  soul  aside)  it  should  go  hard, 
But  I would  strain  my  body : Yet  to  her. 
Unless  it  he  her  own  free  gratitude,  [in  me, 
I lopes,  ye  shall  die,  and  thou  tongue  rot  with- 
Ere  I infringe  my  faith : Now  to  my  rescue ! 

[Exit, 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1, 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

F nter  Duke , pursued  by  Petruchio , Antonio, 
and  that  factum. 

Dukc.'Y?  OU  w»||  not  all  oppress  me  ? 

*■  Ant.  Kill  him  »’ th*  wanton  eye! 
Jjct  me  come  to  him  ! 

Duke.  Then  ye  shall  buy  me  dearly ! 
Petr.  .Say  yon  so,  sir? 

Ant.  1 say  cut  his  wczand,  spoil  his  piping : 
Have  at  your  love-sick  heart,  sir! 

Knter  Don  John. 

John.  Sure  Tis  lighting: 

My  friend  may  he  engag’d. — Fy, gentlemen  ! 
This  is  unmanly  odds. 

Ant.  I’ll  stop  your  mouth,  sir. 

[Duke  falls  duo'ii , Don  John  best  rides  him. 
John.  Nav  then,  have  at  thee  freely. 
There’s  a pluiuh,  sir,  to  satisfy  your  hinging. 
Petr.  Away ! I hope  I’ve  sped  him.  Here 
conies  rescue; 

We  shall  be  endanger’d.  Where’s  Antonio  ? 
Ant.  I must  have  one  thrust  more,  sir. 
John.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant.  A misc  hief  confound  your  fingers! 
Petr.  IIow  is’t? 

Ant.  Well: 

H*  1ms  given  me  my  quietus  est.  I felt  him 
In  my  small  guts;  1’in  sure  h*  has  feez’d  me ! 
This  comes  of  siding  with  you. 

2 Gent.  Can  you  go,  sir?  [off: 

Ant.  I should  go,  man,  an  my  head  were 
Ne’er  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  shall  be  well  then. 

I hear  more  rescue  coining. 

Knter  the  Duke's  faction. 

Ant.  Let's  turn  hack  then; 

Mv  skull’s  uneloven  yet;  letinc  but  kill. 
PUr.  Away  for  Heav'n  sake  with  him  ! 

[J£r  it  Petruchio , with  hut  faction. 
John.  How  is’t? 

Duke.  Well,  sir; 

Only  a little  stagger’d. 

Duke's  Faction.  Let’s  pursue  ’em, 

Duke.  No,  not  a man,  1 charge  ye ! Thanks, 
good  coat ; 

Thou’st  sav’d  me  a shrewd  welcome : ’Twas 
put  home  too, 

With  a good  mind,  I’m  sure  on’t. 

John.  Are  you  safe  then? 

Duke.  My  thanks  to  you,  brave  sir,  whose 
timely  valour, 

And  manly  courtesy,  came  to  my  rescue. 
John.  Y’  had  foul  play  offer’d  ye.  and  shame 
befall  him 

That  can  pass  by  oppression. 

Duke.  May  I crave,  sir,  [name, 

But  thus  much  honour  more,  to  know  your 
And  him  I am  so  bound  to? 


John.  For  the  bond,  sir, 

Tis  everv  good  man’s  tie;  to  know  roc  further 
Will  little  profit  you:  I am  a stranger. 

My  country  Spain;  my  name  Don  John,  a 
gentleman 

That  lies  here  for  my  study. 

Duke.  I have  heard,  sir, 

Much  worthy  mention  of  you;  yet  I find 
Fame  short  of  w hat  you  are. 

John.  You’re  pleas’d,  sir, 

To  express  vour  courtesy  : May  I demaud 
As  freely  what  you  are,  and  what  mischance 
Cast  you  into  tins  danger? 

Duke.  For  this  present, 
f must  desire  your  pardon : You  shall  know  me 
Krc  it  he  long,  sir,  and  a nobler  thanks 
Than  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will’s  your  own,  sir. 

Duke.  What  is’t  you  look  for,  sir?  Have 
you  lost  any  thing  ? [fellows 

John.  ( )nl  v iny  hat  i*  th’  scuffle : Sure  these 
Were  night-snaps. 

Duke.  No, believe,  sir.  ’Pray  you  use  mine, 
lor  ’twill  he  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 
John.  No,  s:r.  [another: 

Duke.  Indeed  you  shall;  I can  counuaud 
I do  beseech  you  honour  me. 

John.  I w ill,  sir  : 

And  so  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Duke.  \\  itliin  these  few  days 
I hope  l shall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge: 
Till  when,  I love  your  memory. 

[ Dr  it  Duke , 4<V 

John.  I yours. 

This  is  some  noble  fellow. 

Knter  Frederick. 

Fred  Tis  his  tongue  sure. 

Don  John? 

John.  Don  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  You’re  fairly  met,  sir:  [tell  pie, 

I thought  you’d  been  a hat-fowling.  Prithee 
What  revelations  hast  thou  had  to-night, 
That  home  was  never  thought  of? 

John.  Revelations? 

I’ll  tell  thee,  Frederick ; hut  before  I tell  tbee 
Settle  thy  understanding. 

Fred.  Tis  prepar’d;  sir. 

John.  Why  then,  mark  what  shall  follow. 
This  night,  Frederick^ 

This  bawdy  night 

Fred.  I thought  no  less. 

John.  This  blind  night, 

What  dost  think  I’ve  got? 

Fred.  The  pox,  it  may  be. 

John.  ’Would ’twerc  no  worse!  Ye  talk  of 
revelations ; 

I have  got  a revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  arrant  coxcomb  w hile  1 live. 

Fred.  What  is’t  ? 

Thou  hast  lost  nothing? 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.] 

John.  No,  I have  got,  I tell  thee. 

Fred,  What  hast  thou  got  ? 

John.  One  of  the  infantry,  a child. 

Fred.  How ! 

John.  A chopping  child,  man. 

Frtd.  'Give  you  joy,  sir. 

John.  A lump  of  lewdness,  Frederick ; 
that's  the  truth  on't. 

This  town’s  abominable. 

Fred.  1 still  told  you.  John,  [you  : 

Your  whoring  must  come  home;  I counscU’d 
But  where  no  grace  is— — 

John.  Tis  none  o’  mine,  man. 

Fred.  Answer  the  parish  so. 

John.  Cheated,  in  troth, 

Peepinginto  a house;  by  whom  I know  not, 
Nor  where  to  find  the  place  again.  No, 
Frederick,  [one, 

Had  1 but  kiss’d  the  ring  for’t — Tis  no  poor 
That's  my  best  comfort,  for’t  has  brought 
about  it 

Enough  to  make  it  man. 

Frtd.  Where  is’t  ? 

John.  At  home. 

Feed.  A saving  voyage : But  what  will  you 
say,  Signor,  [ship, 

To  him’  that,  searching  out  your  serious  wor- 
Ihts  met  a stranger  fortune? 

John.  How,  good  Frederick? 

A militant  girl  now  to  this  boy  would  hit  it. 
Fred.  No ; mine’s  a nobler  venture.  What 
do  you  think,  sir, 

Of  a distressed  lady,  one  whose  beauty 
Would  over-sell  all  Italy? 

John.  Where  is  she? 

Fred.  A woman  of  that  rare  behaviour, 

So  qualified,  as  admiration  frit 

Dwells  round  about  her;  of  that  perfect  spi- 
John.  Ay  marry,  sir ! 

Fred.  That  admirable  carriage, 

Tiiat  sweetness  in  discourse ; young  as  the 
Morning, 

Her  blushes  staining  his. 

John.  But  where’s  this  creature? 

Shew  me  hut  that. 

Fred.  That's  all  one ; she’s  forth-coming ; 
1 have  her  sure,  h#*y. 

John.  Hark  you,  Frederick ; 

What  truck  betwixt  iny  infant — — 

Fred.  Tis  too  light,  sir ; [well. 

Stick  to  your  charge  8,  good  Don  John ; 1 am 
John.  But  is  there  such  a wench? 

Fred.  First  tell  me  this ; 

Did  you  not  lately  as  you  walk'd  along. 
Discover  people  that  were  arm’d,  and  likely 
To  do  offence? 

John.  Yes,  marry,  and  they  urg'd  it 
As  far  as  they  hod  spirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

John.  A gentleman  1 found  engag'd  a- 
rnongst  'em ; [mettle : 

It  scans  of  noble  breeding;  I am  sure  brave 
As  I return'd  to  look  you,  I set  in  to  him, 


And  without  hurt  (I  thank  Hcav'n)  rescued 
And  came  inyself  off  safe  too.  [him, 

Fred.  My  work’s  done  then : 

And  now,  to  satisfy  you,  there  is  a woman, 

Oh,  John,  there  is  a woman 

John.  Oh,  where  is  she? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  less  worth  than  I 
assure  you ; [tiort. 

And,  w hich  is  more,  fall’ll  under  ray  protec- 
John.  I am  glad  of  that.  Forward,  sweet 
Frederick ! 

Fred.  And,  which  is  more  than  that,  by 
this  night's  wand 'ring; 

And,  which  is  most  of  all,  she  is  at  home  too, 
John.  Come,  let’s  be  gone  then.  [sir. 
Fred.  Yes;  but ’tis  most  certain, 

Yon  cannot  see  her,  John, 

John.  Why? 

Fred.  She  has  sworn  me  [mother. 

That  none  else  shnll  come  near  her,  not  my  • 
Till  some  few  doubts  are  clear'd. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ? 

What  chamber  is  she  in  ? 

Fred.  Ill  ours. 

John.  Let  s go,  I say  : 

A woman's  oaths  arc  wafers,  break  with 
making;  [it. 

Thev  must  for  modesty  a little:  We  all  know 
Fred.  No,  I'll  assure  you,  sir. 

John.  Not  sec  her  ? 

I smell  an  old  dog-trick  of  yours.  Well,  Fre- 
derick, ^ [play. 

You  talk’d  to  me  of  whoring:  loot's  have  fair 
•Square  dealing,  L would  wish  you. 

Fred . When  'tis  come 
(Which  I know  never  will  lie)  to  tlmt  issue. 
Your  spoon  shall  be  as  deep  us  mine,  sir. 

John.  Tell  me, 

And  tell  me  true,  is  the  cause  honourable, 

Or  for  your  ease  ? 

Fred.  By  all  our  friendship,  John, 

Tis  honest,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  1 am  answer’d : 

But  let  me  see  her  tho* ; leave  the  door  open 
As  you  go  in. 

Fred . I dare  not. 

John.  Not  wide  open. 

But  just  so,  as  a jealous  husband  would 
Level  at  his  wanton  wife  lino'. 

Fred.  That  courtesy, 

If  you  desire  no  more,  and  keep  it  strictly, 

I dare  afford  you.  Come;  ’tis  uow  mar 
morniug.  [Erce/if. 

SCENE  It. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony. 

Peter.  Nay,  the  old  woman’s  gone  too. 

Ant h.  She's  a-caterwauling 
Among  the  gutters : But,  conceive  me,  Peter, 
Where  our  good  masters  should  be? 

Peter.  Where  they  ihould  be 
I do  conceive ; but  wnere  they  are,  good 
Anthony 


* Stick  to  your  charge?.]  Varied  in  1750, 
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Anth.  Ay,  there  it  goes  i My  master's  bo- 
peeps  with  me, 

With  his  sly  popping  in  and  out  again, 
Argued  a cause,  a frippery  cause. 

Peter.  Believe  me, 

They  bear  up  with  some  carvel  9. 

Anth.  I do  believe  thee, 

Fdr  thou  hast  such  a master  for  that  chase, 

That  ’till  he  Spends  his  main- mast 

Peter.  ’Pray  remember 
Your  courtesy,  good  Anthony,  and  withal, 
How  long  Wsince  your  master  sprung  a leak ; 
lie  had  u sound  one  since  he  came. 

Anth.  Ilark!  [Lvle  sounds  within. 

Peter.  What? 

Anth.  Dost  not  hear  a lute?  Again ! 
Peter.  Where  i>’t  ? 

Anth.  Above,  in  my  master’s  chamber. 
Peter.  There  s no  creature  ; 

He  hath  the  key  himself,  man.  [Sing  within. 

Anth.  This  is  his  luteto; 

Let  him  have  it. 

Peter.  I grant  you  ; hut  who  strikes  it . 
Anth.  An  admirable  voice  too ; hark  yc ! 

SONG  [wif/iiii]. 

Merciless  Love,  whom  nature  hath  denied 
The  use  of  eyes,  lest  thou  should st  take  n 
And  glory  in  thy  murders,  why  am  J,  [pride 
That  never  yet  transgress’d  thy  deity, 

Never  broke  vow  from  whose  eyes  never 
flew  [slew, 

Disdainful  dart,  whose  hard  heart  none  e’er 
Thus  ill  rewarded ? Thou  art  young  aud  fair, 
Thy  mother  soft  and  gentle  as  the  air, 

Thy  holy  lire  still  burning,  blown  with  prayer; 
Then, everlasting  Love,  restrain  thy  will  ; 
*Tis  god-like  to  have  pow’r,  hut  not  to  kill. 

Peter.  Anthony, 

Art  sure  we  arc  at  home  ? 

Anth.  VV  ithout  nil  doubt,  Pet-  r. 

Peter.  Then  this  must  be  the  devil. 

Anth.  Let  it  he.  # [Sing  again . 

Good  devil,  sing  again!  Oh,  dainty  devil! 
Peter,  believe  it,  a most  delicate  devil ! 

The  sweetest  devil 

Enter  Frederick  and  Don  John. 

Fred,  ff  you  could  leave  peeping! 

John.  I cannot;  by  no  means. 


[Act  2.  Scene  2. 

Fred.  Then  coine  in  softly;  [further 
And,  as  you  love  your  faith,  presume  no 
Than  you  have  promised. 

John.  Bast  a f 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  so  early,  sir? 
John.  You,  sir,  in  your  contemplations! 
Peter.  Oh,  'pray  you  peace,  sir. 

Fred.  Why  peace,  sir? 

Peter.  Do  you  hear  ? 

John.  ’Tis  your  lute. 

Fred.  ’Pray  ye  speak  softly ; 

She’s  playing  on’u 

Anth.  The  house  is  haunted,  sir, 

For  this  we  have  heard  this  half-year. 

Fred.  Ye  saw  nothing? 

Anth.  Not  I. 

Peter.  Nor  I,  sir. 

Fred.  Get  us  Our  breakfast  then; 

And  make  no  words  on’t.  We’ll  undertake 
this  spirit, 

If  it  he  one. 

‘ Anth . This  is  no  devil,  Peter. 

Mum  ! there  be  bats  abroad. 

[Exeunt  Servants, 
Fred.  Stay ; now  she  sinus.  [Sing* 

John.  An  angel’s  voice,  I’ll  swear! 

Fred.  Why  didst  thou  shrug  so? 

Either  allay  this  heat;  or,  as  I live, 

1 will  not  trust  vou. 

John.  Pass!  I warrant  you.  [Exeunt* 
Enter  Constantsa. 

Con.  To  curse  those  stars  that  men  say 
govern  us. 

To  rail  at  Fortune,  fall  out  w ith  my  fate, 
And  task  the  general  world,  will  help  me  no- 
thing : 

Alas,  l am  the  same  still,  neither  arc  they 
Subject  to  helps,  or  hurts;  Our  own  desires 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  stars  all  our  tor- 
tunes, 

Which,  as  we  sway  ’em,  so  abuse  or  bless  us. 

Enter  Frederick , und  Don  John  peeping. 
Fred.  Peace  to  your  meditations ! 

John.  Pox  upon  yc, 

Stand  out  o’  th’  light. 

Con.  I crave  your  mercy,  sir ; 

My  mind,  o’er-charg’d  with  cure,  made  me 
unmannerly. 


f Carvel  1 See  note  >J  on  Wit  without  Money.  , 

-Anth  W*  « hit  lute  : Let  him  have  it.]  The  song  was  inserted  before  this  line  mth. 
two  former  editions.  The  reason  of  the  change  of  its  place  is  very  plain.  txaurd, 

11  Never  broke  raw,  from  whose  eyes  never 
Flew  disdainful  dart , 

Whose  hard  heart  never 

Vrn. ^Ty'Ze^Zd/air.]  The  measure  of  all,  except  the  last  line  quoted  abate, 
wants  to  be  replaced;  but  that  Inst  is  deficient  in  sense  as  well  as  measure.  I suppose  the 
Wlmt  ill  to  Lave  hi *1  the  monosyllable  lost,  and  rewarderi  to  have  been  put  for  rewarded. 

and  then  it  wouldrun,  ‘ Thus  rewaider, : 1 This  being  too  glaringly  absurd  ought  be 

thought  to  be  amended  by  making  it,  ‘ -Those  rewarders.  JXwrd. 

The  above  song  is  not  in  the  first  copy;  however,  it  bears  such  strong  internal  marts  W 
authenticity,  that  we  cannot  doubt  its  bekig  genuine* 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.] 

Fred.  Tray  you  set  that  mind  at  rest ; all 
shall  be  perfect.  [body, 

John.  I like  the  body  rare;  a handsome 
A wondrous  handsome  body.  ’Would  she 
would  turn  ! 

See,  an  that  spiteful  puppy  be  not  got 
Between  me  and  my  light  again. 

Fred.  Tis  done,  [tletnan 

As  all  that  you  command  shall  be : The  gen- 
is  safely  off  all  danger. 

John.  Oh,  dr  Dios  ! 

Con.  How  shall  I thank  you,  sir?  how 
satisfy?  [warded. 

Fred.  Speak  softly,  gentle  lady,  all’s  rc- 
Now  does  he  melt,  like  marmalade.  [Aside. 

John.  Nay, ’tis  certain, 

Thou  art  the  sweetest  woman  I e’er  look'd  on : 
1 hope  thou  art  not  honest. 

Fred.  None  disturb’d  you  ? [near  me ; 
Con.  Not  any,  sir,  nor  any  sound  caine 
I thank  your  care. 

Fred.  Tis  well. 

John.  I would  fain  pray  now,  [world — 

But  th*  devil,  and  that  flesh  there  o’  the 
What  are  we  made  to  suffer1*? 

Fred.  He  will  enter: 

Pull  in  your  head,  and  be  bang'd  ! 

John.  Hark  you,  Frederick  ! 

I have  brought  you  home  your  pack-saddle. 
Fred.  Pox  upon  you  ! [duke, 

Con.  Nav,  let  him  enter.  Fv,  my  lord  the 

Stand  peeping  ut  your  friends? 

Fred.  You’re  cozen’d,  lady ; 

Here  is  no  duke. 

Con.  I know  him  full  well,  signor. 

John.  Hold  thee  there,  wench  ! 

Fred.  This  mad-brain'd  fool  will  spoil  all. 
Con.  I do  bcsccch  your  Grace  come  in. 
John.  My  grace  ? 

There  was  a w ord  of  comfort ! 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter, 

Whoe'er  he  be  ? 

John.  Well  follow’d,  Frederick  ! 

Con.  With  all  my  heart. 

Fred.  Come  in  then. 

Enter  Dun  John. 

John.  ’Bless  you,  lady  ! [to  you, 

Fred.  Nav,  start  not ; tho*  he  be  a stranger 
He’s  of  a nolile  strain:  My  kinsman,  lady, 
My  countryman,  and  fellow-traveller : 

One  bed  contains  us  ever,  one  purse  feeds  us, 
And  one  faith  free  between  us.  Do  not  fear 
He’s  truly  honest.  [him; 


John.  That’s  a lie.  [Aside. 

Fred.  And  trusty. 

Beyond  your  wishes  ; valiant  to  defend ; 
And  modest  to  converse  with,  as  your  blushes. 
John.  Now  may  I hang  myself;  this  com- 
mendation 

Has  broke  the  neck  of  all  my  hopes ; for  now 
Must  I cry, 4 No  forsooth,’  tyid  4 Ay  forsooth,1 9 
and  4 Surely,' 

4 And  truly  as  I live,  and  as  I am  honest.* 

IT  has  done  these  things  for  ’nonce  too ; for 
he  knows, 

Like  a most  envious  rascal  as  he  is, 

I am  not  honest,  nor  desire  to  be, 

Especially  this  way.  IEhas  watch’d  his  time; 
But  I shall  quit  him. 

Con . Sir,  1 credit  you. 

Fred.  Go  kiss  her,  John. 

John.  Plague  o* your  commendations! 

Con.  Sir,  I shall  now  desire  to  be  a trouble. 
John.  N ever  to  me,  sweet  lady : Thus  I seal 
My  faith,  and  all  my  service. 

Con.  One  word,  Signor.  [nest; 

John.  Now  ’tis  impossible  I should  be  ho- 
She  kisses  with  a conjuration  [she  at? 
Would  make  the  devil  dance ! What  points 
My  leg,  I warrant,  or  my  well-knit  body  : 

Sit  fast,  Don  Frederick  f 

Fred,  ’Twas  given  him  by  that  gentleman 
You  took  such  care  of ; his  own  being  lost 
i’th’  scuffle. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it!  Tis 
a right  one, 

I can  assure  you,  gentleman;  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  in  all  fights  for  that  fair  service ! 
Fred.  Why  do  you  blush  ? 

Con.  T had  almost  cozen’d  me ; 

For,  not  to  lie,  when  I saw  that,  I look’d  for 
Another  master  of  it;  but ’tis  well. 

[Knock  within. 

Fred.  Who’s  there? 

Enter  Anthony. 

Stand  you  a little  close.  Come  in,  sir! 

[Exit  Con. 

Now-,  what’s  the  news  with  you? 

Anth . There  is  a gentleman  without 
Would  speak  with  Don  John. 

John.  Who,  sir?  [man 

Anth.  1 do  not  know,  sir;  but  he  shews  a 
Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Fred.  Let  him  shew  his  name, 

And  then  return  a little  wiser. 

Anth.  Well,  sir.  [J£rif  Anthony. 


**  But  th * devil  and  that  Jlesh  there,  o’  the  world, 

What  art  me  made  to  tuffer  'There  are  two  ways  of  correcting  this  ; cither  bv  making 
it,  * (Oh,  the  world  !)’  an  exclamatory  parenthesis;  or  by  reading,  ‘and  the  world’ — 'The 
sense  would  then  be’,  4 That  he  would  pray,  if  that  flesh  there,  the  world  and  the  devil  did 
not  prevent  him.’  I prefer  the  former,  as  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters.  Stuard , 

Mr.  Seward  prints, 

4 But  th’  devil  and  that  flesh  there,  (O  the  world  !) 

‘ W'hat  ure  we  made  to  suffer  ?’ 

The  interjection  rather  destroys  the  allusion  to  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil:*  A break 
makes  sense  of  the  old  reading. 

Vo L II.  It 
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Fred.  How  do  you  like  her,  John? 

John.  As  well  as  you,  Frederick, 

For  all  I’m  honest;  you  shall  find  it  so  too. 
Fred.  Art  thou  not  honest? 

John.  Art  not  thou  an  ass’  ? 

* Anti  modest  as  her  blushes  P What  a block- 
head 

Would  e’er  have  popp’d  out  such  a dry  apo- 

l°gy. 

For  his  dear  friend  ? and  to  a gentlewoman  ? 
A woman  of  her  youth  and  delicacy  ? 

They’re  arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 
An  honest  moral  man  ? ’tis  for  a constable  ! 
A handsome  nmn,  a wholesome  man,  a tough 
man, 

A liberal  man,  a likely  man,  a man 
Made  up  like  Hercules,  umduk’d  with  service, 
The  same  to-night,  to-morrow  night,  the  next 
night. 

And  so  to  perpetuity  of  pleasures; 

These  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things 
catching: 

Hut  you  have  such  a spic’d  consideration, 
Such  qualms  upon  your  worship’s  conscience, 
Such  chilblains  in  your  blood,  that  all  things 
pinch  you,  [custom ; 

Which  nature,  and  the  liberal  world,  makes 
Aud  nothing  but  fair  Honour,  oh,  sweet  Ho- 
nour ! [trusty, 

Hang  up  your  eunuch  Honour!  That  I was 
And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in;  but 
modest ! [thou  ? 

A modest  gentleman ! Oh,  wit,  where  wast 
Fred.  Fin  sorry,  John. 

John.  My  lady’s  gentlewoman 
Would  laugh  me  to  a school-boy,  make  me 
blush  [on  thee ! 

With  playing  with  my  cod  piece-point!  Fy 
A man  of  thy  discretion? 

Fred.  It  shall  be  mended  ; 

And  henceforth  you  shall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthony. 

John.  I look  for’t. — 

IIow  now  ? who  is’t  ? 

Anth.  A gentleman  of  this  town, 

And  calls  himself  Petrucliio. 

John.  I’ll  attend  him.  [Eu it  Anthony. 

Enter  Constantin. 

Con.  IIow  did  he  call  himself? 

Fred.  Petrucliio 
Poe*  it  concern  you  aught? 

Con.  Oh,  gentlemen, 

The  hour  of  my  destruction  is  come  on  me; 
I am  discover’d,  lost,  left  to  iny  ruin! 

As  ever  ye  had  pity— — 

John.  Do  not  fear;  [me  *3: 

Let  the  great  de\  il  come,  he  shall  come  thro’ 
Lost  hero,  and  we  about  ye  ? 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Cun.  Oli,  mv  unfortunate  estate ! all  angers 
Compar'd  to  his,  to  his 


[Act  S.  Scene  3. 

Fred.  Le  t his,  and  all  men’s. 

Whilst  we  have  power  and  life— Stand  up, 
for  Hcnv’n  sake ! 

Cen.  I have  ottended  Heav’n  too ; yet 
Hcnv’n  knows 

John.  We  are  all  evil : [serts! 

Yet  Heav’n  forbid  we  should  have  our  dc- 
What  is  he? 

Cun.  Too,  too  near  to  my  offenee,  sir: 

Oli,  he  will  cut  me  piecc-mcal ! 

Fred.  Tis  no  treason  ? 

John.  Let  it  he  what  it  will,  if  he  cut  here, 
I’ll  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred.  lie  must  buy  you  dear; 

With  more  than  common  lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  not: 

By  Ilcav'n,  i’ll  lire  the  town  before  you 
perish ! [with  you. 

Aud  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  we’ll  jog 

Fred.  Come  in,  ami  dry  your  eyes. 

John.  Tray  no  more  weeping: 

Spoil  a sweet  face  for  nothing?  My  return 
Shall  end  all  this*  1 warrant  you. 

Cun.  Iieav’n  grant  it!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Petruchio , reith  a letter. 

Petr.  This  nmn  should  be  of  special  rank ; 
for  these  commends  ['em : 

Carry  no  common  way,  no  slight  worth,  with 
lie  shall  he  he. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  'Save  you,  sir!  I am  sorry 
My  business  was  so  unmannerly,  to  make  you 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Petr.  Occasions  must  be  serv’d,  sir. 

Bid  is  your  name  Don  John  ? 

John.  It  is,  sir. 

Petr.  Then,  [brace you: 

First,  for  your  own  brave  sake,  I must  cm* 
Next,  from  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend 
Hernando  de  Alvara,  make  you  tuiue; 

Who  lavs  his  charge  upou  me  in  this  letter 
To  look  you  out,  and,  for  the  goodness  in  you, 
W iiilst  your  occasions  make  you  resident 
In  this  place,  to  supply  you,  love  and  honour 
Which,  had  I known  sooner [you; 

John.  Noble  sir,  [sword,  sir. 

You’ll  make  my  thanks  too  poor  : I wear  a 
And  have  a service  to  be  still  dispos’d  of, 

As  you  shall  please  command  it. 

Petr.  Gentle  sir, 

That  manly  courtesy  is  half  my  business: 
And,  to  be  short,  to  make  you  know  I honour 
you,  [oracle. 

And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  like 
And  how  aboiv  my  friends  (which  are  not  few, 
And  those  not  slack)  I estimate  your  virtues, 
Make  yourself  understand,  this  day  Petru- 
chio [this  place, 

(A  man  that  may  command  the  strength  of 


• Art  thou  an  ass  ?]  Both  sense  aud  measure  warrant  our  inserting  the  word  not. 

*3  Let  the  great  devil  come,  he  shall  go  thro'  me.’]  Thus  read  Mr.  Seward  and  octavo  1711. 
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Act  2.  Scene  3.] 

Hazard  the  boldest  spirits')  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a noble  office. 

John.  Forward  ; I’m  free  to  entertain  it. 
Petr.  Thus  then: — • 

I do  beseech  you  mark  nit*. 

John.  I shall  do  it.  [him  worthy  ! 

Petr.  Ferrara’s  duke,  (’would  I might  call 
But  that  h’  has  raz’d  out  from  his  family, 

As  he  has  mine  with  infamy)  this  man, 
Rather  this  powerful  monster,  wc  being  left 
But  two  of  ail  our  house,  to  stock  our  memo- 
ries, f crafts, 

My  sister  and  myself,  with  arts  and  witch- 
Vows,  and  such  oaths  Heav’n  has  no  mercy 
for,  [stealths, 

Drew  to  dishonour  this  weak  inaid,  by 
And  secret  passages  I knew  not  of ; 

Oft  he  obtain’d  his  wishes,  oft  abus’d  her ; 

I am  ashain’d  to  say  the  rest ! This  purchas'd. 
And  his  hot  blood  allay’d, as  friends  forsake  us 
At  a mile’s  end  upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  name  to  ruin. 

John.  This  was  foul  play, 

And  ought  to  be  rewarded  so. 

Petr.  I hope  so. 

lie ’scap’d  meyester-night;  which,  if  he  dare 
Again  adventure  for,  Ileav’n  pardon  him ! 

I shall,  with  all  my  heart. 

John.  For  me,  brave  Signor, 

What  do  you  intend  f 
Petr.  Only,  fair  sir,  this  trust,  [ter, 
(Which,  from  the  commendations  of  this  let- 
] dare  presume  weH  plac’d)  nobly  to  hear  him 
By  word  of  mouth  a single  challenge  from  me, 
That,  man  to  man,  if  he  have  honour  in  him) 
We  may  decide  all  difference. 

John.  Fair,  and  nol  le, 

And  l will  do  it  home.  When  shall  l visit  you  ? 
Petr.  Please  you,  this  afternoon.  1 will 
ride  with  you  ; [find  him. 

For  at  a castle,  six  miles  hence,  we’re  sure  to 
John.  I'll  be  ready. 

Petr.  To  attend  you,  my  man  shall  wait; 
With  all  my  love*.  [ Put. 

John.  My  service  shall  not  fail  you. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 


John.  All's  well.  Who  dost  thou  think  this 
wcncli  is? 

Guess,  an  thou  canst. 

Fred.  I cannot. 

John . Be  it  known  then, 

To  all  men  by  these  presents,  this  is  she, 
She,  slje,  and  only  she,  our  curious  coxcombs 
Were  errant  two  months  after. 

Fred.  Who?  Constantin  ? 

Thou  talk’st  of  cocks  and  bulls. 

John.  1 talk  of  wenches,  [pullet 

Of  cocks  and  liens,  Don  Frederick ; this  is  the 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred.  It  can’t  be. 

John.  It  shall  be; 

Sister  to  Don  Petmchio:  I know  all,  man. 
Fred.  Now  I believe. 

John.  Goto;  there  has  been  stirring, 
Fumbling  with  linen,  Frederick. 

Fred.  Tis  impossible; 

You  know  her  fame  was  pure  as  fire. 

John.  That  pure  fire  [crack’d: 

Has  melted  out  her  maidenhead;  she’s 
We’ve  ail  that  hope  of  our  side,  boy. 

Fred.  Thou  tell’st  me, 

To  my  imagination,  things  incredible: 

I see  no  loose  thought  in  her. 

John.  That’s  all  one,  [world 

She’s  loose  i’  th*  hilts,  by  Heaven  ! But  the 
M ust  know  a fair  way ; upon  vow  of  marriage ! 
Fred.  There  may  be  such  a slip. 

John.  Ami  will  be,  Frederick, 

Whilst  the  old  game’s  a-foot.  I fear  the  boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I took  up. 

Fred.  Good  circumstance 
May  cure  all  this  yet. 

John.  There  thou  hit’st  it,  Frederick. 
Come,  let’s  walk  in  and  comfort  her:  Her 
being  here 

Is  nothing  yet  suspected.  Anon  I’ll  tell  thc« 
Wherefore  her  brother  came,  (who,  by  this 
light, 

Is  a brave  noble  fellow)  and  what  honour 
H*  1ms  done  to  me,  a stranger.  There  be  irons 
Heating  for  some,  will  hiss  into  their  heart- 
bloods, 

Ere  all  be  ended.  So  much  for  this  time. 
Fred.  Well,  sir.  [ Exeunt. 


* With  all  my  love.']  We  much  doubt  whether  these  words  are  not  part  of  Dob'  John’s 
speech:  - > 

* With  all  my  love,  iny  service  shall  not  fail  you.' 

xcV 

— at>* 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Landludy  and  Peter. 

Ismd.  /"10A1E,  you  do  know  ! 

^ Peter.  I do  not,  by  this  hand, 
mistress : 

But  l suspect— 

R 2 


Land.  What? 

Peter.  That  if  eggs  continue 
At  this  price,  women  will  ne’er  be  sav’d 
By  their  good  works. 

Land.  I will  know. 

Peter.  You  shall,  nny  thing 
Lies  in  my  power.  The  duke  of  Lorain  now 
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Is  seven  thousand  strong;  I heard  it  of  a 
A woman  of  fine  knowledge.  [fish-wife, 
Land.  Sirrah,  sirrah  ! 

Peter.  The  pope’s  bulls  are  broke  loose 
too,  and  'tis  suspected 
They  shall  be  baited  in  England. 

Land.  Very  well,  sir ! 

Peter.  No,  ’tis  not  so  well  neither. 

Land.  But  I say  to  you. 

Who  is  it  keeps  your  master  company  ? 
Peter.  1 say  to  you,  Don  John. 

Land.  I say,  what  woman? 

Peter.  I say  so  too. 

Land.  I say  again,  I will  know. 

Peter.  I say,  'tis  fit  you  should. 

Land.  And*!  tell  thee, 
lie  has  a woman  here. 

Peter.  And  I tell  thee, 

Tis  then  the  better  for  him. 

Lund.  You  are  no  bawd  now?  [it: 

Peter.  ’Would  I >vere  able  to  be  call’d  unto 
A worshipful  vocation  for  my  ciders; 

For,  as  I understand,  it  is  a place 
Fitting  ray  betters  far. 

Land.  Was  ever  gentlewoman 
So  frurap’d  off  with  a fool ! Well,  saucy  sirrah, 
I will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  purpose; 
I pay  the  rent,  and  I’ll  know  bow  my  house 
Comes  by  these  inflammations:  If  this  geer 
hold, 

Best  hang  a sign-post  up,  to  tell  the  Signors, 
Here  ye  may  have  lewduess  at  livery. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Peter.  Twould  be*  a great  ease  to  your  age. 
Fred.  I low  now? 

Why,  what’s  the  matter,  Landlady? 

Lund.  What’s  the  matter? 

Ye  use  me  decently  among  ye,  gentlemen. 
Fred.  Who  has  abus’d  her?  you,  sir? 
Land.  ’Ods  my  witness, 

I will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I will  not ! 
Peter.  I gave  her  no  ill  language. 

Land.  Thou  best  lewdly  ; 

Thou  took’st  me  up  at  every  word  I spoke, 
As  I had  been  a Maukin,  a flirt  Gillian  ,4; 
And  thou  think’st,  because  thou  eanst  write 
Our  noses  must  be  under  thee.  [and  read, 
Fred  Dare  you,  sirrah— — 

Peter . Let  but  the  truth  be  known,  sir,  I 
besfcech  ye;  [sir. 

She  ravjT  of  wenches,  and  I know  not  what, 
LanfaGo  to ; thou  kuow’st  too  well,  thou 
w#  2d  varlet, 

Thou  Jf  [.rument  of  evil ! 

Peter.  As  I live,  sir, 

She  vjtvcr  thus  till  dinner. 

Fred.  Get  you  in ; 

I’J1  answer  you  anon,  sir. 

Peter.  By  this  hand, 

I’ll  break  your  possot^pan  ! [JSjiL 


[Act  S.  Scene  1. 

Land . Then,  by  this  hood, 

I’ll  lock  the  meat  up ! 

Fred.  Now,  your  grief ; whatis’t? 

For  I can  guess 

Land.  You  may,  with  shame  enough, 

If  there  were  shame  amongst  you  ! Nothing 
thought  on,  [fied 

But  how  you  may  abuse  my  house  ? not  satis- 
With  bringing  home  your  bastards  to  undo  me. 
But  you  must  drill  your  whores  here  too  ? My 
patience 

(Because  I bear,  and  bear,  and  carry  all, 
And,  as  they  say,  am  willing  to  groan  under) 
Must  be  your  make-sport  now  ! 

Fred.  No  more  of  these  words, 

Nor  no  more  imirimi rings,  lady  ! for  youknow 
That  I know  something.  I did  suspect  your 
anger; 

But  turn  it  presently  and  handsomely, 

And  bear  yourself  discreetly  to  this  woman, 

(For  such  an  one  there  is  indeed) 

Land.  Tis  well,  son. 

Fred.  Leaving  your  devils*  matins,  and 
your  ntclanchulics, 

Or  we  shall  leave  our  lodgings. 

Land.  You've  much  need 
To  use  these  vagrant  ways,  and  to  much  profit : 
You  had  that  might  conteut 
(At  home,  withiu  yourselves  too)  right  good 
gentlemen,  [gallants— 

Wholesome,  and  you  said  handsome : But  you 

Beast  that  I was  to  believe  ye 

Fred . Leave  your  suspicion ; 

For,  as  l live,  there’s  no  such  thing. 

Jjtnd.  Mine  honour! 

An  'twere  not  for  mine  honour 

Fred.  Come,  your  honour, 

Your  house,  and  you  too,  if  you  dare  believe 
me,  [crying* 

Are  well  enough.  Sleek  up  yourself,  leave 
For  I must  have  you  entertain  this  lady 
With  all  civility,  (she  well  deserves  it) 
Together  with  all  secresy : I dare  trust  you. 
For  I have  found  you  faithful.  When  you 
know  her,  ^ [but  do  it. 

You’ll  find  your  own  fault : No  more  words, 
Lund.  You  know  you  may  command  me. 

Enter  Pan  John. 

John . Worshipful  lady, 

How  docs  thy  velvet  scabbard  ? By  this  hand. 
Thou  look’st  most  amiably  ! Now  could  I 
willingly,  [there) 

(An  'twere  not  for  abusing  thy  Geneva  print 
Venture  my  body  with  thee. 

Land.  You’ll  leave  this  roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  years. 

John.  By  this  light, 

! Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet!  a mere  girl; 

J Thou  hast  not  half  thy  teeth : Come 

Fred.  Prithee,  John, 


14  As  I had  been  a Maukin,  a flurt-Gillian.]  Flurt-Giflian  seems  to  be  the  origin  of  the 
modern  expression,  a gill-Jiirt.  Maukin  and  Gillian  are,  we  believe,  both  corruptions  ol 
Christian  uames  of  women,  commonly  applied  in  a bad  or  ridiculous  sense. 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 

Let  her  alone ; she  has  been  vex’d  already ; 
She’ll  grow  stark  mad,  man. 

John.  I would  see  her  mad  ; 

An  old  mad  woman 

Fred.  Prithee  be  patient. 

John.  Is  like  a miller’s  mare,  troubled  with 
tooth-ach ; 

She’ll  make  the  rarest  faces ! 

Fred.  Co,  aud  do  it, 

And  do  not  mind  this  fellow, 

Jxmd.  Well,  Don  John,  [mother. 

There  will  be  times  again,  when  * Oh,  pood 

* What’s  good  for  a carnosity  in  the  bladder? 

* Oh,  the  green  water,  mother  ! ’ 

John.  Doting  take  you  ! 

Do  you  remember  that? 

Fred.  Sh’  has  paid  you  now,  sir. 

Land.  * Clary,  sweet  mother ! clary ! ’ 

Fred.  Are  you  satisfied? 

Lund.  ‘ I'll  never  whore  again ; never  give 
petticoats  [mother ! 

* And  waistcoats  at  five  pound  a-piece ! Good 
‘ Quickly,  mother!’  Now  mock  on,  son. 

John.  A devil  grind  your  old  chaps ! 

[ Fxit  Land. 

Fred.  By  this  hand,  wench, 

J’il  give  thee  a new  hood  for  this. 

Has  she  met  with  your  lordship  ? 

John.  Touchwood  take  her ! 

JUnlcr  Anthony. 

She’s  a rare  ghostly  mother. 

Anth.  Below  attends  you 
The  gentleman’s  man,  sir,  that  was  with  you. 

John.  Well,  sir.  [Exit  Anth. 

My  time  is  come  then ; yet,  if  my  pro  ject  hold, 
You  shall  not  stay  behind  : I’ll  rather  trust 

Enter  Const  ant  ia. 

A cat  with  sweet  milk,  Frederick.  Bv  her 
I feel  her  fears  are  working.  [face, 

Con.  Is  there  no  wav, 

(I  do  beseech  you  think  yet)  to  divert 
This  certain  danger? 

Fred.  ’Tis  impossible ; 

Their  honours  arc  engag’d. 

Con.  Then  there  must  be  murder, 

Which,  gentlemen,  I shall  no  sooner  hear  of, 
Than  make  one  i n’t.  You  may,  if  you  please, 
Make  nil  go  less  yet.  [sir, 

John.  Lady,  were’t  mine  own  cause, 

I could  dispense;  but,  loadcn  with  my  friend’s 
trust, 

I must  go  on ; tho’  general  massacres 
As  much  I fear 

Con.  Do  you  hear,  sir?  For  Ilcav’n’spity, 
Let  ine  request  one  love  of  you  ! 

Fred.  Yes;  any  thing. 

Con.  This  gentleman  I find  too  resolute, 


Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  cause : As  ever 
You  did  a virtuous  deed,  for  honour’s  sake,. 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him : Your  fair  temper, 
And  noble  disposition,  like  wish’d  show’rs. 
May  quench  those  eating  fires,  that  would 
spoil  all  else. 

I see  in  him  destruction. 

Fred.  I will  do  it ; 

And  'tis  a wise  consideration. 

To  me  a bounteous  favour.  Hark  ye,  John ; 
I will  go  with  you. 

John.  No. 

Fred.  Indeed  I will; 

You  go  upon  a hazard : No  denial ; 

For,  as  I live,  I’ll  go. 

John.  Then  make  you  ready. 

For  I am  straight  o’  horse-back. 

Fred.  My  sword  on, 

I am  as  ready  as  you.  What  my  best  labour. 
With  all  the  art  I have,  can  work  upon ’em. 
Be  sure  of,  and  expect  fair  end.  The  old 
gentlewoman  [private. 

Shall  wait  upon  you ; she’s  both  grave  and 

And  you  may  trust  her  in  all  points 

Con.  You’re  noble. 

Fred.  And  so  I kiss  your  hand  •*. 

John.  That  seal  for  me  too ; 

And  I hope  happy  issue,  lady.  [prayers! 
Con.  All  Heaven’s  care  upon  ye,  and  my 
John.  So,  now  my  mind’s  at  rest. 

Fred.  Away;  ’tis  late,  John.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio , Surgeon , and  two  Gentlemen. 

1 Gent.  Come,  sir,  be  hearty;  all  the 
worst  is  past. 

Ant.  Give  me  some  wine. 

Sur.  ’Tis  death,  sir. 

Ant.  ’Tis  a horse,  sir ! 

’Sblood,  to  he  dress’d  to  the  tune  of  ale  only ! 
Nothing  but  sauces  to  my  sores ! 

2 Gent.  I’y,  Antonio; 

You  must  be  govern’d. 

Ant.  II’  has  giv'n  me  a damn’d  clyster, 
Only  of  sand  and  snow-water,  gentlemen, 
Has  almost  scower’d  my  guts  out. 

Sur.  I have  giv’n  you  that,  sir, 

Is  fittest  for  your  state. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me  [chickens, 
With  rotten  ends  of  rooks,  and  drowned 
Stew’d  perirraniums,  and  piu-maters ; 

And  when  I go  to  bed  (by  Hcav’n,  ’tis  true, 
gentlemen) 

lie  rolls  me  up  in  lints,  with  labels  at  ’em, 
That  I am  just  the  man  i’  th*  almanack. 

My  head  and  face  is  Aries’  place*! 

Sur.  Will’t  please  you 
To  let  your  friends  see  you  open’d  ? 


•s  Con.  You  are  noble; 

And  so  I kiss  your  hand.]  The  latter  part  of  this  certainly  belongs  to  Frederick.  Tis 
the  usual  compliment  from  a gentleman  to  a Indy,  but  not  from  a lady  to  a gcutlenian  ; and 
John  confirms  it  by  desiring  the  same  favour.  Seward* 

* In  head  and Jace.]  Former  editions.  Seward. 
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Ant.  Will’t  please  you,  sir, 

To  let  me  have  a wench?  I feel  my  body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet. 

Sur,  How!  a wench ? [us’d  still; 

Ant.  Why.  look  ye,  gentlemen ! thus  1 am 
I can  get  nothing  that  I want. 

1 Cent.  Leave  these  things* 

And  let  him  open  you. 

Ant . Do  you  hear,  Surgeon  ? 

Send  for  the  musick ; let  me  have  some  plea- 
sure [lads, 

To  entertain  my  friends,  (besides  your  sal- 
Your  green  salves,  and  your  searches'6,)  and 
some  wine  too. 

That  I may  only  smell  to  it ; or,  by  this  light. 
I’ll  die  upon  thy  hand,  and  spoil  thy  custom  ! 

1 Cent.  Let  him  have  musick. 

Enter  Howland  with  wine. 

Sur.  'Tis  in  the  house,  and  ready, 

If  he  will  ask  no  more'7.  But  wine 

2 Cent.  He  shall  not  drink  it. 

Sur.  Will  these  things  please  you  ? 

Ant . Yes ; and  let  ’em  sing 

John  Dome. 

2 Gent.  Tis  too  long. 

Ant.  I’ll  have  John  Dorrie  ! 

For  to  that  warlike  tuue  I will  be  open’d. 
Give  me  some  drink.  Have  you  stopt  the 
leaks  well,  Surgeon? 

All  will  run  out  else. 

Sur.  Fear  not. 

Ant.  Sit  down,  gentlemen  : 

And  now,  advance  your  plaistcrs. 

[.Sen  " of  Jo  ft  n Dorr  if . 
Give  ’em  ten  shillings,  triends.  How  do  you 
find  me  ? 

What  symptoms  do  you  see  now  ? 

Sur.  None,  sir,  dangerous, 

But,  if  you  will  be  rul’d 

Ant.  What  time? 

Sur.  I can  cure  you 

In  forty  days,  so  you  will  not  transgress  me. 
Ant.  I have  a dog  shall  lick  me  whole  in 
twenty. 

In  how  long  canst  thou  kill  me  ? 

Sur.  Presently. 

Ant.  Do  it;  there’s  more  delight  in’t. 

1 Gent.  You  must  have  patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I must  have  business!  this 
foolish  fellow 

Hinders  himself;  I have  a dozen  rascals 
To  hurt  within  these  five  clays.  Good  man- 
ihcnder,  [beef, 

Stop  me  up  with  some  parsley,  like  stuff’d 

And  let  me  walk  abroad 

Sur.  You  shall  walk  shortly. 

Ant.  For  1 must  find  Pctruchio. 


[Act  3.  Scene  3. 

2 Gent.  Time  enough. 

1 Gent.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  him 
sleep.  Within  those  three  days 

We’ll  beg  you  leave  to  play. 

2 Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall, 

We’ll  ccrtuinly  inform  you. 

Ant.  But,  Surgeon,  promise  me 
I shall  drink  wine  then  too. 

Sur.  A little  temper’d. 

Ant.  Nav,  I’ll  no  tempering,  Surgeon. 
Sur.  Weil,  as’t  please  you. 

So  you  exceed  not. 

Ant.  Farewell!  And  if  ye  find 
The  mad  slave  that  thus  slush’d  me,  commend 
me  to  him, 

And  bid  him  keep  his  skin  close. 

1 Gent.  Take  your  rest,  sir.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Constant  ia  and  Lund  lady. 

Con.  I’ve  told  you  all  I can,  and  more  than 
yet 

Those  gentlemen  know  of  me;  ever  trusting 
Your  counsel  and  concealment : For  to  me 
You  seem  a worthy  woman  ; one  of  those 
Are  seldom  found  in  our  sex,  w ise  and  virtu- 
Direct  me,  1 beseech  you.  [ous. 

I jnid.  You  say  well,  lady; 

And  hold  you  to  that  point;  for,  in  these 
businesses, 

A womnn*scounsel,that  conceives  the  matter, 
(Do  you  mark  me  ? that  conceives  the  matter, 
lady)  [something, 

Is  worth  ten  men’s  engagements : She  knows 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  wax  ; when 
men 

Are  giddy-headed,  either  out  of  wine, 

Or  a more  drunkenness,  vain  ostentution, 
Discovering  all ; there  is  no  more  keep  in  ’em 
Than  hold  upon  an  eel's  tail;  nay, ’tis  held 
To  defame  now  all  they  can.  [fashion 

Con.  Ay,  but  these  gentlemen 

Land.  Do  not  you  trust  to  that;  these 
gentlemen 

Are  as  all  gentlemen  of  the  same  barrel ; 
Ay,  and  the  self-sauie  pickle  two.  Be’t 
granted,  [viour, 

They’ve  us’d  you  with  respect  and  fair  behn- 
E’er  since  you  came ; do  you  know  what  must 
follow  ? [tic, 

They're  Spaniards,  lady,  jennets  of  high  met- 
Things  that  will  thresh  the  devil  or  his  dam, 
Let  ’em  appear  but  cloven. 

Con.  Now  Ileav'n  bless  me ! 

Lund.  Mad  colts,  will  court  the  wind;  I 
know  ’em,  lady. 

To  the  least  hair  they  have;  and  I tell  you, 


16  Your  green  salves,  and  your  searches.]  Neither  Mr.  Sympson  or  I reject  searches  as  non- 
sense, but  both  think  that  searcloths  is  probably  the  true  word.  Seward. 

This  conjecture  is  ingenious  ami  plausible;  and,  was  there  not  such  strong  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  the  word  searches  is  here  particularly  applied  to  their  intention  to  open  hint , w* 
should  not  hesitate  to  adopt  searcloths , as  a better  reading. 

17  If  he  will  ask  no  more  but  wine — ] Former  editions.  Seward. 
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Old  as  I am,  let  but  tbe'pint  pot  bless  'era, 

They’ll  offer  to  ray  years 

Con.  How ! 

Land.  Such  rude  gambols 

Con.  To  you  ? 

Land.  Ay,  and  so  handle  me,  that  oft  I’m 
forc’d  f the  younger. 

To  fight  of  all  four  for  my  safety.  There’s 
Don  John,  the  nrrant’st  Jack  in  all  this  city  : 
The  other  time  has  blasted,  yet  he'll  stoop, 

If  not  o’erflown,  and  freely  on  the  quarry; 
H'  has  been  a dragon  in  his  days.  But  Tnr- 
mont ,8, 

Don  Jc  nkin,  is  the  devil  himscl  f,  the  Dog-days, 
The  most  incomprehensible  who  remaster. 
Twenty  a-night  is  nothing;  beggars,  broom- 
women, 

And  those  so  miserable  they  look  like  famine, 
Arc  all  sweet  ladies  in  his  drink. 

Con.  He’s  a handsome  gentleman  ; 

Pity  he  should  be  master  of  such  follies. 

Land.  UeV  ne’er  withoutanoiscof syringes 
In*s  pocket,  (those  proclaim  him)  birding- 
pills  *», 

Waters  to  cool  his  conscience,  in  small  vials, 
With  thousand  such  sufficient  emblems : The 
truth  is, 

Whose  chastity  lie  chops  upon  he  cares  not; 
He  flies  at  all.  Bastards,  upon  my  consci- 
ence, [night 

II* lias  now  in  making  multitudes;  the  last 
He  brought  home  one;  I pity  her  that  bore  it! 
fBut  wc  are  ail  weak  vesscls)somc  rich  woman 
( For  wise  I dare  not  call  her)  was  the  mother, 
For  it  was  hung  with  jewels ; die  bearing-dot  li 
No  less  than  crimson  velvet. 

Con.  How! 

ljand.  Tis  true,  lady. 

Con.  Was  it  a boy  bio  ? 

Land.  A brave  boy;  deliberation 
And  judgment  sliew’d  ill’s  getting;  as,  I’ll 
say  for  him, 

lie’s  as  well  pac’d  for  that  sport 

Cun.  May  I sec  it?  [man, 

For  there’s  a neighbour  of  mine,  agentlcwo- 
Has  had  a late  mischance,  which  willingly 
I would  know  further  of ; now,  if  you  please 

To  be  so  courteous  to  me 

lxjnd.  You  shall  see  it. 

But  w hat  do  you  think  of  these  men  now  you 
know  ’em, 

And  of  the  cause  I told  you  of?  Be  wise. 
You  may  repent  too  late  else  : I but  tell  you 
For  your  own  good,  and  as  you’ll  find  it,  lady. 
C on.  I am  ud vis’d. 


Jjand.  No  more  words  then;  do  that. 

And  instantly,  I told  you  of ; be  ready. — 
Don  John,  I’ll  fit  you  for  your  frumps ! 

Con.  I shall  be : 

But  shall  I sec  this  child  ? 

Land.  Within  this  half-hour.  [wise**. 
Let’s  in,  and  there  think  better;  she  that’s 
Leaps  at  occasion  first ; the  rest  pay  for  it. 

[Exeunt . 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Petruchio , Don  John , and  Frederick . 
John.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  knowledge,  and 
a gentleman 

(If  I that  so  much  love  him  may  commend 
him)  fplay 

Of  free  and  virtuous  parts  ; and  one,  if  foul 
Should  fall  upon  us  (for  which  fear  1 brought 
Will  not  fly  hack  for  fillips.  [him) 

Petr.  Ye  much  honour  me, 

And  once  inure  I pronounce  ye  both  mine. 
Fred.  Stay  ; 

What  troop  is  that  below  i’th*  valley  there? 
John.  Hawking,  I take  it. 

Petr.  They  are  so : Tis  the  duke ; ’tis  ev’n 
he,  gentlemen. 

Sirrah,  draw  hack  the  horses ’till  wc  call  you. 
I know  him  by  his  company. 

Fred.  I think  bid 
lie  bends  up  this  way. 

Petr.  So  he  does. 

John.  Stand  you  still 

Within  that  covert ’till  I call.  You,  Frederick, 
By  no  means  be  not  seen,  unless  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us.  lie  comes  for- 
ward ; 

Here  will  T wait  him  fairly.  To  your  cabins  ! 
Petr.  I need  no  more  instruct  you  ? 

John.  Fear  me  not; 

I’ll  give  it  him,  and  boldly. 

[Exeunt  Petr,  and  Fred. 

Enter  Duke  and  his  faction. 

Duke.  Feed  the  haw  ks  up  ; [tunc  ! 

We’ll  fly  no  more  to-day.- -Oh,  my  blest  for- 

llave  I so  fairly  met  the  man - 

Johik.  You  have,  sir; 

And  him  you  know  Uy  this. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  honour 
And  love 

John.  I do  beseech  your  Grace  stay  there  ; 
(For  l kuow  you  too  uow  j that  lore  and  ho- 
nour 

I come  not  to  receive;  nor  can  you  give  it, 


18  Rut  Tarmont.]  i.  e.  Termagant.  Sczcnrd. 

**  Hirding-p«//s.]  Mr.  Seward,  not  finding  birding-pilh  in  * any  dictionary  or  glossary,* 
treats  the  reading  as  corrupt,  and  substitutes purging-pills.  We  have  no  doubt, that  bird - #• 

i«£-piii9  is  genuine : Wenches  arc  to  this  day  spoken  of  us  game  ; and  to  go  u-birding  is  used 
jin  other  parts  of  our  old  writers  for  trenching,  alluding  to  fowling. 

30  she  that’s  vise, 

J^eaps  at  occasion  first;  the  rest  pay  for  if.J  Mr.  Seward  thus  explains  this  passage: 

1 The  wise  seize  the  first  occasion;  the  rest,  wiio  do  not  do  so,  pay  or  suffer  for  it;’  but  we 
think  it  may  rneuu  more  literally,  4 purchase  it  at  great  expence,’  which  at  first  came  cheap. 
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Till  you  appear  fair  to  the  world.  I must 
beseech  you. 

Dismiss  your  train  a little. 

Duke.  Walk  aside,  [sir  ! 

And  out  of  hearing,  I command  ye. --Now, 
John.  Last  time  we  met,  I was  a friend. 
Duke.  And  nobly 

You  did  a friend's  office  : Let  your  business 

lie  what  it  may,  you  must  be  still 

John.  Your  pardon ; 

Never  a friend  to  him,  cannot  be  friend 
To  his  own  honour. 

Duke.  In  what  have  T transgress’d  it? 

You  make  a bold  breach  at  the  first,  sir. 
John.  Bolder 

You  made  that  breach  that  let  in  infamy. 
And  ruin,  to  surprize  a noble  stock. 

Duke.  Be  plain,  sir. 

John.  I will,  and  short : You’ve  wrong’d 
a gentleman 

little  behind  yourself,  beyond  all  justice. 
Beyond  the  mediation  of  ull  friends. 

Duke.  The  man,  and  manner  of  wrong? 
John.  Petruchio ; 

The  wrong,  you’ve  whor  d his  sister. 

Duke.  What’s  his  will  in’t?  [tleman, 

John.  His  will  is  to  oppose  you  like  agen- 
And,  single,  to  decide  all. 

* Duke.  Now  stay  you,  sir. 

And  hear  me  with  the  like  belief:  This  gen- 
tleman, [lov’d ; 

Ilis  sister  that  you  nam’d,  'tis  true  I have  long 
(Nor  was  that  love  lascivious,  as  he  makes  it) 
As  true,  I have  enjoy’d  her;  no  less  truth, 

1 have  a child  by  her : But  that  she,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  family  are  tainted, 

Suffer  disgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  pleasures, 

I wear  a sw  ord  to  satisfy  the  world  no , 

And  him  in  this  cause  when  he  please  ; for 
know,  sir, 

She  is  my  wife,  contracted  before  Heav’n ; 

( Witness  I ow  e more  tie  to,  than  her  brother) 
Nor  will  I fly  from  that  name,  which  Iona 
Had  had  the  church’s  approbation,  [since 
But  for  his  jealous  anger4’. 

John.  Sir,  your  pardon  ; 

And  all  that  was  my  anger,  now  my  service. 
Duke.  Fair  sir,  1 knew  I should  convert 
you.  Had  we 

But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

John.  And  you  shall,  sir. 

Whoa,  boa,  hoo ! 

Duke.  I hope  you’ve  laid  no  ambush  ? 

Enter  Petruchio . 

John.  Only  friends. 

Duke.  My  noble  brother  ? W elcome  ! 
Come,  put  your  anger  off;  we’ll  have  no 
fighting, 

Unless  you  will  maintain  I am  unworthy 
To  bcur  that  name. 


[Act  3.  Scene  4. 

Petr.  Do  you  speak  this  heartily  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  soul,  and  truly  : The  first 
Shall  put  you  out  of  these  doubts.  [priest 
Petr.  Now  I love  ye  ; 

And  1 bcseceli  you  pardon  my  suspicions. 
You  arc  now  more  than  a brother,  a brave 
friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man's  over-joy ’d. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How  now?  how  goes  it? 

John.  Why,  the  man  has  his  mare  again, 
and  all's  well,  Frederick  ; 

The  duke  professes  freely  he’s  her  husband. 
Fred.  Tis  a good  hearing. 

John.  Yes,  for  modest  gentlemen. 

I must  presentyou.  May  it  please  your  Grace, 
To  number  this  brave  gentleman,  my  friend, 
And  noble  kinsman,  amongst  those  your  ser- 
vants. [your  bounties  on  me  ! 

Duke.  Oh,  iny  brave  friend  ! you  show  V 
Amongst  my  best  thoughts,  Signor  ; in  which 
number 

You  being  worthily  dispos’d  already. 

May  place  your  friend  to  honour  me. 

Fred.  My  lore,  sir. 

And  where  your  Grace  dares  trust  me,  all 
ray  service.  [now,  brother, 

Petr.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  happy.  But 
Now  comes  the  bitter  to  our  sweet : Con- 
stantin— 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her? 

Petr.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I know. — 
Wing’d  with  her  fears,  last  night,  beyond 
my  knowledge, 

She  quit  my  bouse  ; but  whither 

Fred.  Let  not  that [much. 

Duke.  No  more,  good  sir;  I’ve  heard  too 
Petr.  Nay,  sink  not ; 

She  cannot  he  so  lost. 

John.  Nor  shall  not,  gentlemen:  [sir, 

Be  free  again ; the  lady’s  found ! — That  smile. 
Shews  you  distrust  your  servant. 

Duke.  I do  beseech  you  — — 

John.  You  shall  believe  me:  By  my  soul, 
she’s  safe — 

Duke.  Heav’n  knows,  I would  believe,  sir. 
Fred.  You  may  safely. 

John.  And  under  noble  usage:  This  fair 
gentleman  [his  guard 

Met  her  in  all  her  doubts  last  night,  and  to 
(Her  fears  being  strong  upon  her)  she  gave 
her  person,  [aJI  respect. 

Who  waited  on  her  to  our  lodging;  where 
Civil  and  honest  service,  now  attend  her. 
Petr.  You  may  believe  now. 

Duke.  Yes,  I do,  and  strougly. 

Well,  my  good  friends,  or  rather  my  good 
angels,  [virtues 

(For  ye  have  both  preserv’d  me)  when  these 
Die  in  your  friend’s  remembrance 


«>  But  for  his  jealous  danger. ] i.  e.  For  the  danger  arising  from  his  jealousy : But  from 
what  the  Duke  says  to  Petruchio  below,  anger  seems,  both  to  Mr.  Sympson  and  me,  to  be 
most  probably  the  true  word.  Seward. 
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Act.  3.  Scene  4 ] 

John.  Good  your  Grace, 

Lose  no  more  time  in  compliment ; ’tis  too 
precious: 

I know  it  by  myself,  there  can  be  no  hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes;  especially 
la  wny  of  lustly  pleasures 
Petr.  lle>.as  hit  it. 

Fred.  To  horse  again  then;  for  this  night 
I’ll  crown 

With  nil  the  joys  ye  wish  for. 

Petr.  Happy  gentlemen  ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Francisco. 

Fran.  This  is  the  maddest  mischief ! Never 
fool 

Was  so  fobb'd  off,  as  I am;  made  ridiculous, 
And  to  myself  mine  own  ass!  Trust  a woman  ? 
I’ll  trust  the  devil  first;  for  he  dare  be 
Better  thaw's  word  sometime.  What  faith 
have  I broke  ? 

In  wimt  observance  fail’d  r Let  me  consider. 

7 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick. 

For  this  is  monstrous  usage. 

Fred.  Let  them  talk  ; 

We’ll  ride  on  fair  and  softly. 

Frun.  Well,  Constantin 

Fred.  Constantin'. — What’s  this  fellow  ? 
Stay,  by  all  means. 

Frau.  You’ve  spun  yourself  a fair  thread 
now. 

Fred.  Stand  still,  John. 

Fran.  What  cause  had  you  to  fly?  What 
fear  possess’d  you  ? 

Were  you  not  safely  lodg'd  from  all  suspicion? 
Us’d  with  all  gentle  means?  Did  any  know 
llow  you  came  thither,  or  wlrat  your  sin  was? 
Fred.  John, 

I smell  some  juggling,  John  ! 

John.  Yes,  Frederick ; 

I fear  it  will  he  found  so. 

Fran.  So  strangely, 

Without  the  couuscl  of  your  friends,  so  de- 
sperately, 

To  put  all  dangers  on  you  ! 

Fred.  Tis  site. 

Fran.  So  deceitfully, 

After  a stranger’s  lure  ! 

John.  Did  you  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 
Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  monster, 
and  the  law 

More  cruel  to  reward  ye,  to  leave  all, 

AH  that  should  be  your  safeguard,  to  seek 

evils! 

Was  this  your  wisdom?  this  your  promise? 
Well, 

He  that  incited  you 

Fred.  Mark  that  too  ! 

John.  Yes,  sir! 


Fran.  Had  better  have  plough’d  further 
off.  ’ Now,  lady, 

What  will  your  last  friend,  be  that  should 
preserve  you, 

And  bold  your  credit  up,  the  brave  Antonio, 
Think  of  tuis  slip  ? He’ll  to  Pctruchio,  ^ 
Ami  call  for  open  justice. 

John.  'Tissue,  Frederick. 

Fred.  But  wlmt  that  he  is,  John  ? 

Fran.  1 do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  you  out ; for  1 know  certainly 
You  are  about  the  town  still.  11a  ! no  more 
words.  * [EriL 

Fred.  Well! 

John.  Very  well ! 

Fred . Discreetly! 

John.  Finely  carried ! 

Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  these  tricks? 
John.  Ten  to  one,  sir, 

I shall  meet  with ’em,  if  you  have. 

Fn  d.  Is  this  honest? 

John.  Was  it  iu  you  u friend’s  part  to  deal 
double? 

1 am  no  ass,  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  And,  Don  John, 

It  shall  appear  1 am  no  fool ! Disgrace  me. 
To  make  yourself  u letcher?  T is  boyish,  ’tis 
base. 

John.  Tis  false,  and  most  unmanly  to  up- 
braid me; 

Nor  w ill  1 be  your  bolster,  sir. 

Fred.  Thou  wanton  boy,  th’hadst  better 
have  been  eunuch, 

Thou  common-woman’s  courtesy  ^ than  thus 
Lascivious,  basely  to  have  bcut  mine  honour  ! 
A friend?  I’ll  make  a horse  my  triend  lirst. 
John.  Holla,  holla ! 

Yu  kick  too  fast,  sir!  What  strange  brains 
have  you  got, 

That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely ! I better 
been  an  eunuch  ? 

f privy  to  this  dog-trick  ? Clear  yourself ! 
(For  i know  where  the  wind  sits;  umj  most 
nobly, 

Or,  as  1 have  a life 

Fred.  No  more  : Their  horses. 

[A  noise  within  like  horses. 
Nor  shew  uo  discontent.  Tomorrow  comes; 
Iai’s  quietly  away  1 If  she  be  at  home, 

Our  jealousies  art*  put  off. 

John.  The  fellow ! 

Enter  Duke  and  Petruchio. 

We’ve  lost  him  iu  our  spleens,  like  fools. 

Duke  Come,  gentlemen, 

Now  set  on  roundly.  Suppose  ye  have  nil 
mistresses, 

And  mend  your  pace  according. 

Petr.  Theu  have  at  ye.  [E-rcunL 
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ACT 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke,  Pctruchio,  Frederick,  and  John. 
Petr.  'VF OW  to  Bologna,  ray  most-honour’d 
brother, 

I dare  pronounce  y’a  hearty  and  safe  welcome! 
Our  loves  shall  now  way-lay  ye.  Welcome, 
gentlemen ! [Frederick, 

John.  The  same  to  you,  brave  sir. — Don  I 
Will  you  step  in,  and  give  the  lady  notice 
Who  comes  to  honour  her? 

Petr.  Bid  her  be  sudden ; 

(We  come  to  see  no  curious  wench)  a night- 
gown [her  nearer. 

Will  serve  the  turn:  Here's  one  that  knows  I 
Fred.  I’ll  tell  her  what  you  say,  sir.  [Exit. 
Duke.  My  dear  brother, 

You  arc  a merry  gentleman, 

Petr.  Now  will  the  sport  be. 

To  observe  her  alterations ; how  like  wildfire 
She’ll  leap  into  your  bosom;  then  seeing  me, 
Her  conscience,  ami  her  fears  creeping  upon 
Dead  as  a fowl  at  souse,  she’ll  sink.  [her, 
Duke.  Fair  brother, 

I must  entreat  you- 

Petr.  I conceive  your  mind,  sir; 

I will  not  chide  her:  Vet,  ten  ducats,  Duke, 
She  tails  upon  her  knees ; ten  more,  she  dare 
not — 

Duke.  I must  not  have  her  frighted. 

Petr.  Well,  you  shall  not:  % 

Enter  Frederick  and  Peter. 

But,  like  a summer’s  evening  against  heat, 
Mark  how  I’ll  gild  her  cheeks. 

John.  How  now? 

Fred.  You  may,  sirM. 

Not  to  abuse  your  patience,  noble  friends, 
Nor  hold  ye  ufl*  with  tedious  circumstance—— - 

For  yc  must  know 

Petr.  What? 

Duke.  Where  is  she? 

Fred.  Gone,  sir. 

Duke.  How  ! 

Petr.  What  did  you  say,  sir  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  by  Hcav’n  ! remov’d  ! 

The  woman  of  the  house  too — 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick! 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  uot  well ! but — — 
Petr.  ( ione  ? 

Fred  1’his  fellow 
Can  testify  1 lie  nut. 


IV. 

Peter.  Some  four  hours  after 
My  master  was  departed  with  this  gentleman. 
My  fellow  and  myself  being  scut  of  business, 
(As  we  must  think,  of  purpose)  ■ , 

Petr.  Ilang  these  circumstances; 

They  appear  like  owls,  to  ill  ends. 

John.  Now  could  I eat 
The  devil  iu  his  own  broth,  I’m  so  tortur’d  ! 
Gone  ? 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred.  Directly  gone,  fled,  shifted  : 

What  would  you  have  me  say? 

Duke.  Well,  gentlemen. 

Wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  dukedom, 

I will  not  be  a knave,  sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 

A rot  run  in  his  blood  ! 

Petr.  "But  hark  vc,  gentlemen ; [this  ? 
A re  ye  sure  ye  hud  her  here  ? did  ye  not  dream 
John.  Have  you  your  nose,  sir? 

Petr.  Yes,  sir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her.  [having  her 
Petr.  Since  you’re  so  short,  believe  your 
Shall  suffer  more  construction. 

John.  Let  it  suffer : 

But  if  I be  not  clear  of  all  dishonour, 

Or  practice  that  may  taint  my  reputatiou, 
And  ignorant  of  where  this  woman  is. 

Make  me  your  city’s  monster! 

Duke.  I believe  you.  [reveng’d 

John.  I could  lie  with  a witch  now,  to  be 
Upon  that  rascal  did  this ! 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 
I would  desire  your  Grace;  (for  my  mind 
gives  roe, 

Before  night  yet  she’s  yours)  stop  all  opinion, 
And  let  no  anger  out,  ’till  full  cause  call  it; 
Then  every  man’s  own  works  to  justify  him  ! 
And  this  day  let  us  give  to  search.  My  mau 
here 

Tells  me,  by  chance  he  saw  out  of  a window 
(Which  place  he  has  taken  note  of)  such  a 
face  [too. 

As  our  old  landlady’s,  he  believes  the  same 
And  by  her  hood  assures  it : Let’s  first  thither ; 
For  she  being  found,  all’s  ended. 

Duke.  Come,  for  Heav'n's  sake ! 

And,  Fortune,  an  thou  be’st  not  ever  turning, 
If  there  be  one  firm  step  in  all  thy  reelings, 
Now  settle  it,  and  save  my  hopes.  Away, 
friends.  [Exeunt, 


m Fred.  You  may,  sir ; 

Mot  to  abuse  i/our  patience^c.]  I have  ventured  to  give  the  three  first  words  of  Frederick’s 
Speech  to  the  Duke : they  arc  a proper  answer  to  Pctruchio,  but  arc  not  intelligible  in  Frede- 
rick s mouth,  w ithout  considering  them  as  a broken  sentence  relating  to  the  mutual  suspicion 
between  John  and  him,  and  then  perhaps  too  much  would  be  left  wanting.  Setrara. 

Mr.  Seward  has,  we  think,  interpreted  the  words  right  in  the  place  they  stood  at  first, 
though  hp  has  changed  that  place.  n 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  hit  Servant. 

Ant.  With  all  my  jewel#? 

Serv.  All,  sir. 

Ant.  And  that  money 
I left  i’  ttr  trunk  ? 

■Serr.  The  trunk  broke,  nnd  that  gone  too. 
Ant.  Francisco  of  the  plot? 

Scrv.  Gone  with  the  wench  too. 

Ant.  The  mighty  pox  go  with  ’em!  Belike 
they  thought 

I was  no  man  of  this  world,  and  those  trifles 
Would  but  disturb  my  conscience. 

Scrv.  Sure  they  thought,  sir, 

You  would  not  live  to  persecute  ’em. 

Ant.  Whore  and  fidler? 

Why,  what  a consort  have  they  made  1 Hen 
and  baron?  [Mar-tail! 

Well,  my  sw  eet  mistress ! well,  good  madam 
You  that  have  hung  about  my  neck,  and 
lick’d  me, 

I'll  try  how  handsomely  your  ladyship 
Can  hang  upon  a gallows;  there’s  your  mas- 
ter-piece. 

But,  hark  ye,  sirrah;  no  imagination 
Of  where  they  should  be? 

Strv.  None,  sir;  yet  we’ve  search’d 
All  places  we  suspected.  I hetieve,  sir. 
They’ve  taken  tow’rds  the  ports. 

Ant.  Get  me  a conjurer,  [’em! 

One  that  can  raise  a water-devils  I’ll  port 
Play  at  duck  and  drake  with  my  money? 
Take  heed,  fuller ! 

I’ll  dance  ye,  by  this  hand;  your  fiddle-stick 
I’ll  grease  of  a new  fashion,  for  presuming 
To  meddle  with  my  de-gam  bos  Get  me  a 

conjurer; 

Enquire  me  out  a man  that  lets  out  devils. 
None  but  iny  C cliffe a|  serve  your  turn? 

Scrv.  I k now  not 

Ant.  In  every  street,  Tom  Fool!  Any 
blear-ey’d  people,  [it : 

With  red  heads,  and  flat  noses,  enn  perform 
Thou  sh.ilt  know ’em  by  their  half-gowns  uml 
no  breeches. 

Mount  ray  marc,  fidler ? Ha,  boy!  up  at 
first  dash  ? 

Sit  sure ; i’ll  clap  a nettle,  and  a smart  one, 
Shall  nmke  your  filly  firk,  J will,  fine  fidler; 
I’ll  put  you  to  your  plunge,  boy  ! Sirrah,  meet 
me  [time, 

Some  two  hours  hence  at  home;  in  the  mean 
Find  out  a conjurer,  and  know  his  price, 
How  ho  w ill  let  his  devils  by  the  day  out. 

I’ll  have  ’em,  an  they  be  above  ground  ! 

[Exit. 

Scrv.  Now  bless  me, 

W out  a mad  man  is  tins ! I must  do  something 


To  please  his  humour : Such  a man  I’ll  ask 
for,  [him. 

And  tell  him  where  he  is;  but  to  come  near 
Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  don  devils, 
I thank  ray  fear,  1 dare  not,  nor  I will  not. 

[Erif. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duke,  Petruehio,  Frederick,  John , 
Peter ; and  Servant  with  bottles. 

Fred.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us? 

Peter.  ’Tis  hard  by,  sir. 

And  ten  to  one  this  wine  goes  thither. 

Duke.  Forward. 

Petr.  Are  they  grown  so  merry  ? 

Duke.  Tis  most  likely,  [mines 

Sh’  has  heard  of  this  good  fortune,  anti  deter- 
To  wash  her  sorrows  off. 

Peter.  Tis  so ; that  house,  sir, 

Is  it:  Out  of  that  window  certainly 
I saw  my  old  mistress*  face. 

Petr.  They’re  merry,  indeed,  [Mustek. 
Hark ; I hear  musick  too. 

Duke.  Excellent  musick. 

John.  ’Would  I were  even  amongst ’em, 
and  alone  now ! 

A pallet  for  the  purpose  in  a corner, 

And  good  rich  wine  within  me;  what  gay 
Could  I make  in  an  hour  now ! [sport 

Fred.  Hark ; a voice  too  ! 

Let’s  not  stir  yet  by  any  means 
SOSO. 

Welcome,  sweet  Liberty,  and  Care  fare- 
I am  mine  own ! [well : 

She  is  twice  damn’d,  that  lives  in  Hell, 
When  Ileav’n  is  shewn. 

Budding  beauty,  blooming  years, 

Were  made  for  pleasure.  Farewell, 

fears;  [tnand, 

For  now  I am  myself,  mine  own  coui- 
My  fortune  always  in  my  hand. 

John.  Was  this  her  own  voice  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  sure. 

Fred.  Tis  a rare  one. 

Enter  Bawd,  above. 

Duke.  The  song  confirms  her  here  too;  for, 
if  ye  murk  it. 

It  spake  of  liberty,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  of  pleasure. 

Peter  Look  you  there,  sir: 

Do  you  know  that  head  ? 

rrul.  Tis  ray  good  Landlady. 

I find  fear  has  done  all  this. 

John.  She,  I swear;  [hood. 

Anil  now  do  1 know,  by  the  hanging  of  her 
She’s  parcel  drunk.  Shall  we  go  in? 

Dukd.  Not  yet,  sir. 

Petr.  No;  let  ’em  take  their  pleasure. 


93  To  meddle  with  my  de^amboys.]  Viol  de  gam  bo  is  often  mentioned  in  the  old  writers  as 
a musical  instrument,  played  on  at  the  time.  R. 

**  C.  Cliffe.]  A musical  term.  Cliffe  is  a key,  from  def,  French.  R. 

Hark  ; u voice  too  / 

Let's  not  stir,  &c.]  Till  this  edition,  the  Song  was  inserted  before  this  speech. 

S9 
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Duke.  When  ’tls  highest,  [ Afusick. 
We’ll  step  in,  and  amaze  ’em.  Peace;  more 
musick. 

John.  This  musick  murders  me:  What 
blood  have  I now ! 

Fred . 1 should  know  that  face. 

[Fran,  passes  by. 

John.  By  this  light,  'tis  he,  Frederick, 
That  bred  out  first  suspicions;  the  same  fel- 
low. [too, 

Fred.  He  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard 
Discoursing  of  Constantin. 

John.  Still  the  same. 

Now  he  slips  in. 

Duke.  Whnt’sthat? 

Fred.  She  must  be  here,  sir  : 

This  is  the  very  fellow,  I told  your  Grace* 

Enter  Francisco. 

We  found  upon  the  way;  nnd  whnt  his  talk 
was.  [*ris  he ; 

Petr.  WbJ,  surct  know'  this  fellow : Yes, 
Francisco,  Antonio’s  boy,  a rare  musician ; 
He  taught  mv  sister  on  the  lute,  and  is  ever 
(She  loves  his  voice  so  well)  about  her.  Cer- 
tain, 

Without  all  doubt,  she’s  here:  It  must  be  so. 
John.  Here?  that’s  no  question:  What 
should  our  hen  o'  th*  game  else 
Do  here  without  her  ? If  she  be  not  here 
(I  am  so  confident)  let  your  Grace  believe 
We  two  are  arrant  rascals,  and  Imvc  abus'd 
you. 

Fred.  I say  so  too. 

John.  Why,  there's  the  howl  again  now ; 
The  card  that  guides  us116;  1 know  the  fa- 
brick  of  it. 

And  know  the  old  tree  of  that  saddle  yet; 
’Twas  made  of  a hunting-hood  ; observe  it. 
Duke.  Who  shall  enter? 

Petr . I’ll  make  one. 

John.  I another. 

Duke.  But  so  carry  it, 

That  all  her  joys  flow  not  together. 

John.  If  \vc  told  her, 

Your  Grace  would  none  of  her? 

Duke.  By  no  means,  Signor; 

’Twould  turn  her  wild,  stark  frantick. 

John.  Or  assur’d  her 

Duke.  Nothing  of  that  stern  nature.  This 
ye  may,  sir, 

That’ the  conditions  of  our  fear  yet  stand 
On  nice  and  dangerous  kuiltings;  or  that  a 
little 

I seem  to  doubt  the  child. 


John.  'Would  I could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  Grace  with  these  things ! 

Petr.  Come,  let’s  enter. — 

And  now  he  sees  me  not,  I’ll  search  her 
soundly. 

Duke.  Now  luck  of  all  sides ! 

[Ereunt  Petr,  and  John. 
Fred.  Doubt  it  not. — More  musick? 

[Musick. 

Sure  she  has  heard  some  comfort. 

Duke.  Yes;  stand  still,  sir*7. 

Fred.  This  is  the  maddest  song  ! 

Duke.  Applied  for  certain 
To  some  strange  melancholy  she  is  louden 
with.  [ Chipping  of  a door. 

FrecL  Now*  all  the  sport  begins.  Hark  ! 
Duke.  They  arc  amongst  'em. 

The  fears  now,  and  the  shakings  ! 

[Trampling  above. 

Fred.  Our  old  lady 

(Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  this 
instant 

Ready  to  lose  her  head-piece  by  Don  John, 
Or  creeping  thro'  a cat-fiolc. 

Petr.  [ertt/hn.]  Bring  ’em  down  ; 

And  you,  sir,  follow  me. 

Duke.  lie’s  angry  w ith  ’em. 

I must  not  suffer  this. 

John  [within].  Bow^down  the  Bawd  there; 
Old  Erra-mater.  You,  lady  Lechery, 

For  the  eood-will  I bear  to  th’  game,  most 
tenderly 

Shall  be  led  out,  and  lash’d. 

Enter  Pctruchio , John,  Whore , and  Bated, 
with  Francisco. 

Duke.  Ts  this  Constantin? 

Why,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  mean?  Is  this 
she  ? 

Whore.  I am  Constautia,  sir. 

Duke.  A whore  you  ure,  sir! 

Whore.  ’Tis  very  true ; I ani  a w-hore  in* 
deed,  sir. 

Petr.  She  w ill  not  lie  yet,  tho’  she  steal. 
Whore.  A plain  whore. 

If  you  please  to  employ  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent! 

If  /tore.  Plain-dealing  now  is  impudence. 
One,  if  you  will,  sir,  can  shew  \ou  as  much 
sport 

In  one  half-hour,  nnd  with  as  much  variety. 
As  a far  wiser  woman  can  in  half-a-ycar: 
For  there  iny  way  lies. 

Duke.  Is  she  not  drunk  too? 


96  The  guard  that  guides  us.]  In  either  sense  of  the  word  guard  as  a watch  or  centinel , or 
as  a fringe,  or  hero  of  a garment,  the  word  is  intelligible  in  this  place;  but  sure  'tis  not  a 
very  natural  expression,  and  I have  then  fore  ventured  to  discard  It,  to  make  room  i«Sr  what 
I think  a very  huppy  conjecture  of  Mr.  Sympson’s,  card,  i.  e.  the  chart  or  mariner's  compass. 

Seti'ard. 

In  p.  117,  Frederick  says,  * We’re  all  like  sea  -cards;*  which  serves  to  confirm  Mr.  Symp- 
son's  conjecture. 

47  Yes ; stand  still,  fir.]  There  should  be  another  Song  here,  which  we  suppose  is  now 
lest. 
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!f!  Act  4.  Scene  8.] 

g Whore.  A little  gilded  o’er4*,  sir. 

(i  Old  sack,  old  sack,  boys! 

Petr.  This  is  ialiant. 

John.  A brave  bold  quean! 

Duke.  Is  this  your  certainty?  [men  ? 
jl  Do  ye  know  the  man  ye  wrong  thus,  gentle- 
I Is  this  the  woman  meant? 

I Fred.  No. 

Duke.  That  your  Landlady  ? 

John.  I know  not  what  to  say. 

Duke.  Am  1 n person 
™ To  be  your  sport,  gentlemen  ? 

John.  1 do  believe  now  certain 
I am  a knave!  But  how, or  when--  — 

Duke.  What  are  you  ? 

Petr.  Bawd  to  tins  piece  of  pye-meat. 

Bau  d.  A poor  gentlewoman, 

That  lies  in  town  about  law-business, 

An’t  like  vour  worships. 

Petr.  Vou  shall  have  law,  believe  it. 
Baud.  I’ll  shew  your  mastership  my  cose. 
Petr.  By  no  means ; 

I’d  rather  see  a custard. 

Based.  My  dead  husband 
Lett  it  e’en  thus,  sir. 

John.  Bless  mine  eyes  from  blasting; 

I was  never  so  frighted  with  a case. 

Bared.  And  so,  sir 

Petr.  Enough ; put  up,  good  vclvct-hcad ! 
Duke.  What  are  you  two  now, 

By  vour  own  free  confessions? 

Pred.  What  you  shall  think  us; 

TW  to  myself  I am  certain,  and  my  life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfect,  or  fall 
with  it 

John.  We  arc  sure  of  nothing,  Frederick, 
that’s  the  truth  on't: 

I do  not  think  my  name's  Don  John,  nor 
dare  not  [debts. 

Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my 
‘ Nor  those  in  way  of  payment.  Things  are  so 
carried,  [you 

What  to  entreat  your  Grace,  or  how  to  tell 
Wo  ore,  or  we  arc  not,  is  past  my  cunning ; 
But  1 would  fain  imagine  we  are  honest, 
And,  o’  mv  conscience,  I should  fight  in’t. 
Duke.  Thus  then ; 

For  we  may  be* all  abus’d 

Petr.  His  possible; 

For  how  should  this  concern  them? 

Duke.  Here  let's  part, 

Untd  tomorrow  this  time;  we  to  our  way, 
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To  make  this  doubt  out,  and  you  to  your  way; 
Pawning  our  honours  then  to  meet  again 

When,  if  she  he  not  found 

Fred.  We  stand  engag'd 
To  answer,  any  worthy  uay  we’re  call'd  to. 
Duke.  Wc  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  Ye’ve  done  with  us  then? 

Petr.  No,  dame. 

Duke.  But  is  her  name  Constantin? 

Petr.  Yes;  a moveable  [tidier; 

Belonging  to  a friend  of  mine.  Come  out, 
What  say  you  to  this  lady?  Be  not  fearful. 
Fran.  Saving  the  rev’rencc  of  ray  master’s 
pleasure,  [him, 

I say /she  is  a whore,  and  thnt  sh*  has  robb’d 
Hoping  his  hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok’d  me? 

Nny,sirruh, squeak;  I’ll  see  your  treble  strings 
Tied  up  too : if  I Imng,  I’ll  spoil  your  piping ; 
Your  sweet  face  shall  not  save  you. 

Petr.  Thou  damn’d  impudence, 

And  thou  dried  devil ! Where’s  the  officer? 
Peter.  lie’s  here,  sir. 

Fnter  Officer. 

Petr.  Lodge  these  safe, ’till  I send  for ’em: 
Let  none  come  to  ’em,  nor  no  noise  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are,  or  why.  Awny. 

John.  By  this  hand, 

A handsome  whore!  Now  will  I be  arrested, 
And  brought  home  to  this  officer's.  A stout 
whore;  [ness! 

I love  such  stirring  ware! — Pox  o’  this  busi- 
A man  must  hunt  out  morsels  for  another, 
And  starve  himself!  A quick-ey’d  whore; 
that's  wildfire. 

And  makes  the  l.luod  dance  thro*  the  veins 
like  billows. 

I will  reprieve  this  whore. 

Duke.  Well,  good  luck  with  ye! 

Fred.  As  much  attend  vour  Grace. 

Pitr.  Tomorrow,  certain— — 

John.  If  wc  out-live  this  night,  sir. 

Fred.  Come,  Don  John, 

We’ve  something  now  to  do. 

John.  L’in  sure  1 would  have. 

Fred.  Jf  she  be  not  found,  wc  must  fight. 
John.  I'm  clad  on't; 

I have  not  fought  a great  while. 

Fred,  if  we  die 

John.  There’s  so  much  money  sav’d  in 
lechery.  [jExennL 


•*  A little  gilded  o’er.]  The  phrase  of  being  gilded  is  frequently  used  to  signify  being  drunk. 
In  the  Tempest,  Alonzo  says, 

* And  Trmculo  is  reeling  ripe;  where  should  they 

* Find  this  grand  liquor,  that  hath  gilded  them?’  Jt» 
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[Act  3.  Scene  8. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duke,  Petruehio,  below;  and  Eeechio 
above.  / 

Duke  TT  should  be  hereabouts. 

A Petr.  Your  Grace  is  right; 

This  is  the  house,  1 know  it. 

Vec.  Grace? 

Duke.  Tis  further, 

By  the  description  we  receiv’d. 

Petr.  Good  my  lord  the  Duke, 

Believe  me,  for  I know  it  certainly. 

This  is  the  very  house. 

Vee.  My  lortl  the  Duke? 

Duke.  Pray  flcav’n  this  man  prove  right 
»ow ! [scholar, 

Petr.  Believe  it,  he’s  a most  sufficient 
And  can  do  rare  tricks  this  way;  for  a figure, 
Or  raising  an  a ppearance,  whole C hr isteudom 
Has  not  a better : I’ve  heard  strange  won- 
ders of  him. 

Duke.  But  can  he  shew  us  where  she  is? 
Petr.  Most  certain ; 

A ml  for  what  cause  too  she  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then ; 

For  l ain  great  with  expectation,  [ards; 
’Till  this  man  satisfy  me.  I fear  the  Spnni- 
Yet  they  appear  brave  fellows;  Can  he  tell  us? 
Petr.  With  a wet  finger,  whether  they  be 
Duke.  Away  then.  [false. 

Petr.  Who's  within  here? 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Vec.  Your  Grace  may  enter— 

Duke.  How  can  lie  kuow  me? 

Petr.  He  knows  all. 

Vec.  Jnd  you,  sir.  [l£r«/n/. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick . 

John.  What  do  you  call  his  name? 

Fred.  Why,  Peter  Vecchio. 

John.  They  say  he  can  raise  devils;  can 
he  make  ’em  [believe  it, 

Tell  truth  too,  when  h’  has  rais’d  'em?  for, 

1 hese  devils  are  the  Iving’st  rascals—- 
Fred.  He  can  compel  ’em. 

John.  With  what? 

Can  he  tie  squibs  i’  their  tails,  and  fire  the 
truth  out? 

Or  make  ’em  cat  a bawling  Puritan 
Whose  sanctified  zeal  shall  rumble  like  an 
earthquake  ? 

Fred.  With  spells,  man.  [think 

John.  Ay,  with  spoons  as  soon.  Dost  thou 
The  devil  such  au  ass  as  people  make  him  ? 
Such*  poor  coxcomb  ? such  a penny  foot-post? 

79  Hu  Wont.]  This  word  occurs  in  Beggars’ 
seems  here  to  signify  round  balls  or  bullets. 


Compel  I'd  with  cross  and  pile  to  run  of  er- 
rands ? 

With  Astcroth.and  Behemoth,  and  Belfagor? 
Whv  should  he  shake  at  sounds,  that  lives  in 
a smith’s  forge? 

Or,  if  he  do 

Fred.  Without  all  doubt  he  docs,  John. 
John.  Why  should  not  bilbo  raise  him,  or 
a pair  of  bullions4*? 

They  go  as  big  as  any ; or  an  unshod  car. 
When  he  goes  tumble,  tumble,  o’er  the  stones, 
Like  Anacreon’s  drunken  verses;  — Make  us 
tremble?  fcholick, 

These  make  as  fell  a noise.  Methinks  the 

Well  handled,  and  fed  with  small-becr 

Fred.  Tis  the  virtue — — • 

John.  The  virtue?  nay,  an  goodness  fetch 
him  np  once,  [tleman 

11  has  lost  a friend  of  me;  the  wise  old  gen- 
Knows  when,  and  how.  I’ll  lay  this  hand  to 
two-pence. 

Let  all  the  conjurers  in  Christendom, 

With  all  their  spells  and  virtues,  call  upon 
him, 

And  I hut  think  upon  a wench,  and  follow  it, 
lie  shall  be  sooner  mine  than  theirs ; Where’s 
Virtue? 

Fred.  Thou  art  the  most  sufficient,  (I'll  say 
for  thee)  J 

Not  to  believe  a thing 

John.  Oh,  sir,  slow  erbdit  [vou  ; 

Is  the  best  child  of  knowledge.  I’ll  go  with 
And,  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  I’ll  think 
As  you  would  have  me. 

Fred.  I^t’s  enquire  along; 

For  certain  we’re  not  far  olf. 

John.  Nor  much  nearer.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duke , Pctruc/uoy  and  Vecchio. 

Vec.  You  lost  her  yesternight. 

Petr.  How  think  you,  sir? 

Duke.  Is  your  name  Vecchio? 

Vec.  Yes,  sir. 

Duke,  And  you  can  shew  me 
These  things  you  promise? 

V ec.  Your  Grace’s  word  bound  to  me, 

No  hand  of  law  shall  seize  me. 

Duke.  As  I live,  sir  1 [too,  sir! 

Petr . And  ns  I live,  that  con  do  something 
Vec.  1 take  your  promises.  Stay  here  a 
little,  [tisfy  ye. 

Till  I prepare  some  ceremonies,  and  I’ll  sa- 
Thc  lady’s  name’s  Constantin  ? 

Petr.  Y'cs. 

Vec.  I come  straight.  [ Exit. 

jsh,  and  there  appears  to  mean  buttons.  It 
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Act  5.  Scene  3.] 

Duke.  Sure  he’s  a learned  man  *. 

Petr.  The  most  now  living. 

Did  your  Grace  mark,  when  we  told  all  these 
circumstances, 

How  ever  and  anon  he  bolted  from  us, 

To  use  his  study’s  help? 

Duke.  Notv  l think  rather 
To  talk  with  some  familiar. 

Petr.  Not  unlikely; 

For  sure  he  lias  ’em  subject. 

Duke.  I low  could  he  else 
Tell  when  she  went,  and  who  went  w-ith  her? 
Petr.  True.  [sure  me, 

Duke.  Or  hit  upon  mine  honour31  ? or  us- 
Thc  lady  lov'd  me  dearly  ? 

Euler  Vecchio,  in  his  habiliments. 

Petr.  Twas  so. 

Vec.  Now,  [sir: 

I do  beseech  your  Grace,  sit  down;  and  you, 
Nay,  pray  sit  close,  like  brothers. 

Petr.  A rare  fellow ! [a  word, 

Vec.  And  what  ve  see,  stir  not  at,  nor  use 
Until  I ask  yon  ; tor  what  shall  appear 
Is  but  weak  anparitiou,  and  thin  air, 

Not  to  be  held,  nor  spoken  to. 

[ Knocking  within. 
Duke.  We  arc  counselled. 

Vcc.  What  noise  is  that  without  there? 
Trcd.  [within.]  We  must  speak  with  him ! 
Serv.  [aulAjft.1  He’s  busy,  gentlemen.  # 
John  [*rifA»n].That’s  all  one,  friend; 

We  must  and  w ill  speak  with  him. 

Duke.  Let  ’em  in,  sir : [own, 

We  know  their  tongues  and  business;  *tis  our 
And  in  this  very  cause  that  we  now  come  for, 
They  al»o  come  to  be  instructed. 

Vec.  Let  ’em  ip  then. 

Enter  Frederick , Johnf  and  SercaJit. 

Sit  down ; I know  your  meaning. 

Fred.  The  Duke  before  us? 

Now  wc  shall  sure  know  something, 

Vcc.  Not  a question; 

But  make  your  eyes  your  tongues. 

John.  This  is  a strange  juggler  ; 

Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  payment, 
Nor  know  the  breadth  o’  th’  business?  Sure 
his  devil  [winds 

Conics  out  of  Lapland,  where  they  sell  men 
For  dead  drink  and  old  doublets. 

Fred.  Peace;  he  conjures. 

John.  Let  him ; he  cannot  raise  my  devil. 
Fred.  ’Prithee  peace! 

Vec.  Appear,  appear! 

Ami  you  soft  winds  so  clear, 

That  dance  upon  the  leaves,  and  make 
them  sing 

Gentle  love- lays  to  the  spring, 


Gilding  all  the  vales  below 
With  your  verdure,  as  ye  blow, 
liaise  these  forms  from  underground. 
With  a soft  and  happy  sound  ! 

[Soft  music  k, 

John.  This  is  an  honest  conjurer,  and  a 
pretty  poet:  [’em. 

T like  his  words  well ; there’s  no  bombast  in 
But  do  you  think  now  be  can  cudgel  up  the 
devil 

With  this  short  staff  of  verses^ 

Fred.  Pence;  the  spirits. 

[ Two  shapes  of  women  passing  by. 

John.  Nay,  an  they  be  no  worse 

Vec.  l)o  you  know  these  faces? 

Duke.  No. 

Vec.  Sit  still,  upon  your  lives  then,  and 
mark  what  follows. 

Away,  away ! 

John.  These  devils  do  not  paint  sure? 

Have  they  no  sweeter  shapes  in  hell? 

Fred,  llark  now,  John. 

Enter  Constantin. 

John.  Ay,  marry,  this  moves  something  like; 
this  devil 

Carries  some  mettle  in  her  gait. 

Vec.  I find  you ; 

You’d  see  her  face  unveil’d? 

Duke.  Yes. 

Vec.  Be  uncover’d. 

Duke.  Oh,  Heav'n! 

Vec.  Peace ! 

Petr.  Sec  how  she  blushes. 

John.  Frederick, 

This  devil  for  my  money ! this  is  she,  hoy. 
Whv  dost  thou  shake?  I burn. 

Vec.  Sit  still,  and  silent. 

Duke.  She  looks  back  at  me;  now  she 
smiles,  sir. 

Vec.  Silence ! 

Duke.  I must  rise,  or  I burst. 

[Exit  Constantin. 
Vec.  Yc  sec  what  follow  s. 

Duke.  Oh,  gentle  sir,  this  shape  again! 
Vec.  I cannot; 

Tis  all  dissolv’d  again.  This  was  the  figure? 
Duke.  The  very  same,  sir.  No  hope  once 
more  to  see  it? 

Vec.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer,  had 
you  spar’d  it; 

Now  ’tis  impossible. 

Duke.  No  means  to  find  it? 

Vec.  Yes,  that  there  is;  sit  still  awhile  ; 
there’s  wine, 

To  thaw  the  w onder  from  your  hearts ; drink 
well,  sir.  [ Exit  Vccchio. 

John.  This  conjurer  is  a right  good  fellow 
too. 


3®  Sure  Ac’s  a learned  man.]  The  ridiculous  absurdity  of  believing  in  conjurers  and  witches 
is  finely  exposed  both  here  and  im4iollo;  yet  it  is  but  h few  years  since  our  whole  legislature 
have  freed  themselves  from  the  imputation  of  this  absurd  belief,  and  it  is  to  this  day  far 
from  being  w orn  out  of  the  minds  of  the  vulgar.  Seward. 

3»  Ujwn  mine  honour.]  Meaning  here,  my  rank  and  title. 
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A lad  of  mettle ; two  such  devils  more  [it  ? 
Would  make  me  a conjurer.  What  wine  is 
Fred.  Hock34. 

John.  The  devil's  iu  it  then;  look  how  it 
dances. 

Well,  ifl  he 

Petr.  Wc  are  all  before  ye, 

That’s  your  best  comfort,  sir. 

John.  By  th*  tnriSs,  brave  wine  ! 

Nay,  an  the  devils  jive  in  this  hell,  I dare 
venture 

Within  these  two  months  yet  to  he  deliver’d 
Of  a large  legion  ot  ’em. 

Enter  Vecckio. 

Duke.  Here  lie  comes. 

Silence  of  all  sides,  gentlemen. 

l ee.  Good  your  Grace, 

Observe  a stricter  temper;  and  you  too,  gal- 
lants; 

You’ll  be  deluded  all  else.  This  merry  devil 
That  next  appears,  (for  such  a one  you’ll  find 

it) 

Must  be  call'd  up  by  a strange  incantation; 
A song,  and  I must  sing  it:  ’Pray  bear  tyith 
me,  [iug. 

And  pardon  my  rude  pipe ; for  yet,  ere  part- 
Twenty  to  one  1 please  ye. 

Duke.  We  are  arm’d,  sir. 

Petr.  Nor  shall  you  see  us  more  transgress. 
Fred.  What  tlnnk’st  thou 
Now,  John  ? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I think,  Frederick, 
(And,  if  I think  amiss,  lleav’n  pardon  me  I) 
This  honest  conjurer,  with  some  four  or  five 
Of  bis  good  fellow-devils,  and  myself, 

Shall  hr  yet  drunk  err  midnight. 

Ftrd.  Peace;  lie  conjures33. 


so\«. 

Vtc.  Come  away,  thou  lady  gay  s 
lioist ! how  she  stumbles  ! 

Hark  how  she  mumbles. 

Dame  Gillian ! 

A i Mirer:  I come,  I come. 
Fee.  Bv  old  Claret  I t'lilargc  thee, 

By  Canary  thus  1 charge  thee, 

^ly  Britain  Mrthrglin,  and  Pocter3*, 
Appear,  and  answer  me  in  metre. 
Why  when? 

Why,  Gill ! 

Why  when? 

Answer.  You’ll  tarry  till  I am  ready, 
Vec. Once  again  I conjure  thee, 

By  the  pose  in  thy  nose35, 

And  tin  gout  in  thy  toes: 

By  thine  old  dried  skill, 

And  the  mummy  within; 

By  thy  little,  little  ruff, 

■And  thy  hood  thut’s  make  of  stuff; 
By  thy  bottle  at  thy  breech, 

And  thine  old  salt  itch; 

Bv  the  stakes,  ami  the  stones. 

That  have  worn  out  thy  bones, 
Appear, 

Appear, 

Appear! 

Answer.  Oh,  I am  here. 
John.  Why,  this  is  tfie  song,  Frederick. 
Twenty  |>oumi  now, 

To  see  but  our  don  (Julian  ! 

Enter  Landlady  and  the  child. 

Fred.  Pence  ; it  appears. 

John.  I cannot  peace ! Devils  in  French 
hoods,  Frederick  ? 

Satan’s  old  syringes? 


3J  Hol/ock.]  The  difficulty  of  pronouncing  German  names  often  makes  great  confusion  in 
the  spelling,  Baehnruch  mid  Jlochst , two  neighbouring  towns,  one  upon  the  Rhine  and  the 
other  a little  higher  upon  the  Main,  give  names  to  the  two  wines  Bachrackand  Hock  ; the  for- 
mer oftenest  occurs  in  our  Authors  and  the  writers  of  their  age,  though  now  all  the  wines 
that  come  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Ilochst  receive  their  name  from  thence.  Sward. 

w Pence ; he  conjures. j Hitherto  the  ixmg  preceded  this  speech;  the  absurdity  of  which 
must  he  obvious  to  every  ouc. 

3*  By  Britain-met  hegl  in,  and  pcetcr.]  Prefer  is  the  name  of  a liquor  that  neither  Mr. 
Sympson  or  I can  find  in  an^r  dictionary.  It  may,  perhaps,  be  n wine  from  sonic  part  of  the 
Pope's  dominions,  or  Peters  Patrimony;  hut  this  is  a mere  conjecture.  Another  has  since 
occurred  that  seems  more  probable.  Wc  find  the  Rhenish  wines,  Backmck  and  llock  tube 
in  much  repute  in  our  Authors*  age:  Now  Ilochst  stands  near  the  contlucncc  of  the  river 
I Veter  with  the  Main;  might  not  Wcctcr  therefore  he  the  true  reading?  Seward. 

Wc  apprehend  perter  to  be  an  English  liquor,  as  well  as  incthrgUn,  and  think  wc  have 
somewhere  else  seen  it  mentioned. 

35  By  the  pose.J  The  pose  is  an  old  English*  word  used  by  Chancer  for  a catarrh  or  de- 
fluxion  of  rheum.  Mr.  Sympson  says  that  ll<v  .ngslied  tells  us,  that  the  pose  is  a distemper 
which  was  rarely,  if  ever,  known  among  the  English  till  chimneys  were  introduced,  which  was 
not  long  before  his  time;  that  before  then  fires  were  made  against  ra  e-dosses,  and  the  smoke 
got  out  how  it  could.  This  maybe  true:  Rich  people  burnt  chiefly  coke  or  charcoal  in 
the  middle  of  their  halls,  as  many  of  the  colleges  of  Cambridge  and  Oxford  do  still  ; but 
why  either  this  or  smoky  houses  should  so  cntiiely  prevent  colds  and  rheums  in  the  head 
seems  somewhat  strange,  Ilolliugshcd,  perhaps,  meant  no  more  than  that  catarrhs  wero 
much  more  rife  than  formerly.  I verily  believe  chimneys  to  be  pernicious  to  health  in  general, 
and  could  wish  to  see  stoves  as  customary  here  as  they  are  both  iu  wanner  and  colder  cli* 
mutes  abroad.  Seward, 
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Duke.  What’s  this? 

Vec.  Peace ! 

John,  bhe,  boy, 

Fred.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

John.  She,  boy,  1 say, 

Fred.  Ha? 

John.  She,  hoy ; 

The  very  child  too,  Frederick, 

Fred.  She  Inuglto  on  us 
Aloud,  John : Has  the  devil  these  affections  ? 
1 do  believe  ’tis  she,  indeed. 

Fee.  Stand  still. 

John.  I will  not! 

( Who  culls  Jeronimo  36  from  his  naked  bed?’ 
Sweet  lady,  was  it  you?  if  thou  be’st  the 
devil,  * [wild  tire, 

First,  having  cross’d  myself,  to  keep  out 
Then  said  some  special  prayers  to  defend  me 
Aga.nst  thy  most  un hallow'd  hood,  have  at 
thee  ! 

Land.  Hold,  sir!  I am  no  devil 

John.  That’s  ail  one. 

Jutnd.  1 am  your  very  Landlady. 

John.  I defy  thee ! 

Thus,  as  St.  Duostan  blew  the  devil's  nose 
With  a pair  of  tongs,  even  so,  right  worship- 
ful— 

Ixnid.  Sweet  son,  I am  old  Gillian. 

Duke.  This  is  no  spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian,  flesh  and  bone? 
Jjund.  i am,  son.  • 

Vec . Sit  still,  sir;  now  I’ll  shew  ye  all. 

[£r<7, 

John.  Where’s  thy  bottle? 

fund.  Here,  I beseech  you,  son 

John.  For  1 know  the  devil 
Cannot  assume  that  shape. 
j Fred.  Tis  she,  John,  certain. 

John.  A hog's  pox  o’  your  mouldy  chaps ! 
what  makes  you 
Tumbling  and  juggling  here? 

JmuJ.  I’m  quit  now,  Signor,  [me; 

For  all  the  pranks  you  play'd,  and  railings  at 
For,  to  tell  true,  out  of  a trick  I put 
U|M>n  your  high  behaviours,  (which  was  n lie, 
iiut  then  it  serv'd  my  turn)  I drew  the  lady 
Uuto  my  kinsman’s  here,  only  to  torture 
Your  douships  for  a day  or  two,  and  secure 
her 
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Out  of  all  thoughts  of  danger.  Here  she 
comes  now. 

Fnter  Vecchio  and  Constant  ia. 

Duke.  May  I yet  sj>eak? 

Vec.  Yes,  ami  embrace  her  too, 

For  one  that  loves  you  dearer 

Duke.  Oh,  iny  sweetest! 

Fetr.  Blush  not;  1 will  not  chide  you. 
('on.  To  add  more 

Unto  the  joy  1 kuow,  I bring  you  (sec,  sir) 
The  happy  fruit  of  all  our  vows  ! 

Duke,  lleav'u's  blessing 
Be  round  about  thee  ever ! 

John.  'Pray  bless  me  too; 

For  if  your  Grace  be  well  instructed  this  way, 
You’ll  fintkthe  keeping  hulf  the  getting. 
Duke.  How,  sir? 

John.  I’ll  tell  you  that  anon. 

Con.  Tis  true,  this  gentleman 
11ns  done  a charity  wortiiy  your  favour, 

Ami  let  him  have  it,  dear  sir. 

Duke.  My  best  lady,  [sir. 

He  lias,  and  ever  shall  have.  So  must  you. 
To  whom  Pin  equal  bound  us  to  my  being. 
Fred.  Your  Grace’*  humble  servant ! 
Duke.  Why  kneel  you,  sir? 

Vec.  For  pardon  for  my  boldness;  yet 
’twas  harmless,  [saw. 

And  all  the  art  1 liKve,  sir.  Those  your  Grace 
Which  you  thought  spirits,  were  iny  neigh 
hours’ children, 

Whom  I instruct  in  grammar  here. and  musick ; 
Their  shapes  (the  people’s  fond  opinions, 
Believing  i can  conjure,  and  oft  repairiug 
To  know  of  things  stol'n  from  'em ) 1 keep 
about  ine, 

And  alw  ays  have  in  readiness.  By  conjecture. 
Out  of  t heir  own  confessions,  1 oft  tell  ’em 
Things  that  by  chance  have  fall’u  out  so; 

which  way  [for) 

(Having  the  persons  here,  I knew  you  sought 
1 wrought  upon  your  Grace.  Aly  end  is  mirth. 
And  pleasing,  if  i can,  all  parties. 

Duke.  1 believe  it,  [me. 

For  you  have  pleas'd  me  truly ; so  well  pleas'd 

That,  when  1 shall  forget  it 

Vctr.  Here’s  old  Antonio, 

(I  spied  him  at  u window;  coming  mainly  ; 
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* Who  calls  Jeronimo,]  This  play,  which  had  a great  run  in  oucen  Elizabeth's  reign,  is  the 
butt  which  Shakespeare,  Jonson,  and  our  Authors,  are  continually  shooting  their  wit  at.  For 
the  fullest  account  of  it,  see  Jon  son’s  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  act  i.  sc.  5.  Seuard . 

We  are  told,  that  it  was  the  production  of  Thomas  Kyd,  author  of  a play  entitled  Cor- 
nelia. It  is  printed  in  Dodsleyrs  Collection  of  Old  Ploys,  undin  the  Origin  of  the  Drama, 
by  Mr.  Hawkins,  vol.  ii.  In  the  latter  work,  notice  is  taken  of  Langbaiue  s assertion,  that 
there  vyere  two  plays.  First  and  Second  Paris;  ‘ But  this,’  says  Mr.  Hawkins,  * is  n mis- 

* take:  They  are  both  but  one  play,  with  varied  titles  by  different  printers  the  same  year/ 
In  this  particular,  however,  Mr.  llawkins  was  himself  mistaken;  there  were  two  different 
plays,  but  whether  by  the  same  author  we  cannot  hut  have  some  doubt.  The  former  is 
entitled,  ‘ The  First  Part  of  Jeronimo , with  the  W arret  of  Portugal,  und  the  Life  and  Death 
1 of  Don  Audrea.  Printed  at  London  for  Thomas  Pauyer,  and  are  to  be  soldo  at  his  shop 

* at  the  entrance  into  the  Exchange/  1605.  4to.  It  is  the  Second  Part  which  is  so  constantly 
the  object  of  ridicule  by  contemporary  writers.  1U. 

Vol.  II,  T 
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I know,  about  hi?  whore ; the  man  you  Jit  on, 
As  you  discover’d  unto  me.  Good  your  Grace, 
let  s stand  by  all ; ’twill  be  a mirth  above  all, 
T’  observe  his  pelting  fury. 

Vcc.  About  a wench,  sir? 

Petr.  A young  \\  bore  that  lias  robb’d  him. 
Vcc.  But  d’you  kuovv,  sir, 

Where  she  is? 

Petr.  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfect. 
Vcc.  I am  instructed  well  then. 

John.  If  lie  come 

To  have  a devil  shewu  him,  by  all  uicaus 
Let  me  be  he ; 1 can  roar  rarely. 

Petr.  Be  so ; 

But  take  heed  to  his  apger. 
l ee.  Slip  in  quickly  ; 

There  you  shall  find  suits  of  nil  sorts.  When 
I call, 

Be  ready,  and  come  forward.  Who’s  there 
comes  tu  ? [Exeunt  ull  but  Vecchiu. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Arc  von  the  conjurer? 

Vcc.  Sir,  I can  do  a little 
That  way,  if  you  please  to  employ  me. 

Ant.  Presently, 

Shew  me  a devil  that  can  tell 

Vcc.  Where  your  wench  is. 

Ant.  You  are  f tli*  right ; as  ulso  w here  the 
fidler, 

That  was  consenting  to  her. 

Vic.  Sit  you  there,  sir;  [heartily? 

You  shall  know'  presently.  Can  you  pray 
Ant.  Why,  is  your  devil  so  furious? 

Vcc.  J must  shew  you 
A form  may  chance  ufiVight  you. 

Ant.  He  must  fart  tire  then: 

Take  you  no  care  for  inc. 

Vcc.  Ascend,  Asht’roth ! 

Enter  Don  John,  like  a spirit. 

Why,  when?  appear,  I say! — Now  question 
him. 

Ant.  Where  is  my  whore,  don  devil? 

John.  Gone  to  China, 

To  he  the  great  chum’s  mistress. 

Ant.  That’s  a lie,  devil. 

Where  are  my  jewels  ? 

John.  Pawn VI  for  petticoats. 

Ant.  That  may  be.  Where’s  the  fidler? 


[Act  5.  Scene  S. 

i 

John.  Condemn’d  to  tli*  gallows 
For  robbing  of  a mill. 

Ant.  The  lymg’st  deyil 
That  e’er  1 dealt  w ithal,  and  the  unlikeliest! 
What  was  that  rascal  hurt  me? 

John.  I. 

A ut.  IIow ! 

John.  1. 

Ant.  Who  was  he?  * 

John.  1. 

Ant.  Do  you  hear,  conjurer  ? 

Dare  you  venture  your  devil?  ' 

Vic.  Yes. 

Ant.  Then  I’ll  venture  my  dagger. 

Have  at  your  devil’s  pate  ! D'  you  mew  ? 

Enter  All . 

Vcc.  Hold  ! 

Petr.  Hold  there! 

I do  command  you  hold. 

Ant.  Is  this  the  devil? 

Why,  conjurer 

Petr.  11’  has  been  a devil  to  you,  sir ; 

But  now  you  shall  forget  all.  Your  w hore’s 

safe, 

And  uli  your  jewels;  your  boy  too. 

John.  Now  the  devil  indeed 
Lav  his  ten  claws  upon  thee  ! for  my  pate 
Finds  what  it  is  to  be  a fiend. 

Ant.  All  safe? 

Petr.  ’Pray  ye  know  this  person;  all’s 
right  now. 

Ant.  Your  Grace  [whore? 

May  now  command  uie  then.  Bnt  where's  my 
Petr.  Heady  to  go  to  w hipping. 

Ant.  Mv  whore  whipp’d: 

Petr.  \cs,  your  whore,  without  doubt,  sir. 

Ant.  Whipp’d!  ’Pray,  gentlemen 

Duke.  Why,  would  you  have  her  once 
more  rob  ye  ? The  young  boy  ✓ 

You  may  forgive;  lie  was  entic’d. 

John.  The  whore,  sir, 

Would  rather  carry  pity ; a handsome  whore ! 
Ant.  A gcutleinau,  i warrant  thee. 

Petr.  Let’s  in  ail ; 

A ud  if  we  see  contrition  in  your  whore,  sir, 
Much  may  he  done. 

Duke.  Now, n iy  dear  fair,  to  you, 

And  the  full  consummation  of  my  vow  ! 

[£r<«nh 


EPILOGUE. 


Wr.  have  not  held  you  long;  nor  do  I see 
One  brow  in  this  selected  company 
Assuiing  a dislike.  Our  pains  were  eas’d, 
Could  we  be  coulidcut  that  all  r.se  pleas'd; 


| But  such  ambition  soars  too  high:  If  we 
I Have  satisfied  the  best,  and  tiny  agree 
I In  a fair  censure,  w«:  have  our  rew  ard, 

I And,  in  them  arm’d,  desire  no  sure  guard. 
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The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher,  anil 
bis  name  alone  appears  in  the  title  of  the  first  copy  wo  meet  with,  which  was  printed  at 
Oxford  in  1040,  under  the  name  we  have  adopted;  Instead  of  which  the  Editor  of  the 
second  folio  calls  it,  * The  Bloody  Brother;  or,  Uollo.  A Tragedy ; ' which  variation  the 
subsequent  Editors  have  followed.  We  do  not  know  of  any  alterations  hnving  been  mad* 
iii  this  tragedy;  and  it  lias  been  neglected  at  the  Theatres  for  very  many  years  past; 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED; 


Rollo, "l  Sons  to  the  deceased  Duke  of  Nor- 
Om,  / mainly. 

Aubrey,  their  Kinsman. 

G is  b ERT,  the  Chancellor. 

Baldwin,  the  Princes'  Tutor. 

Vlrd^v  llFF>  | Cdptoin*  °f  Rollo* t Faction. 

Du^'tETR,  \ of  Otto's  Faction. 

I.ATORCII,  Favourite  to  Rollo. 

HaMOND,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Kollo. 
Allan,  his  Brother. 


NpRBUETTjN 

La  Fisk,  / 

Ruffe,  > Jive  cheating  lionet. 

Db  Bure,  V 

Pipeau,  y 1 

Cook. 

Yeoman  of  the  Cellar. 

Butler; 

Pander. 

Lords,  Sheriff,  Guard , Officers , and  Boyli 

Sophia.  the  old  Duchess. 

Matilda,  her  Daughter. 

Edith,  Daughter  to  Baldwin; 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  !. 

F.utcr  Gisbcrt  and  Bufdwin. 
BefWarin.n^HE  brothers  then  are  met? 

4 Gis.  They  are. 

Bald.  Tis  thought 
IV;  may  I e reconcil'd. 

G is.  ' l'is  rather  wish'd  ; 

For  such,  whose  reason  doth  direct  their 
thoughts,  # 

M ithuut  scll-tlatterv,  dare  not  hope  it,  Bald- 
win. * [Mov'd 

The  firc*s  of  love,  which  the  dead  duke  be- 
lli* equal  cafe  of  both  Wthdd  have  united, 

And  ition  hath  divided  : And  there  are 
Too  many  on  both  parts,  that  know  they 
cannot 

Or  ris«  to  wealth  or  houuur,  (their  main  ends) 

Ti 


Unless  the  tempest  of  the  princes'  fury 
Make  troubled  seas,  and  those  k-As  yield  fit 
billows  [practis'd 

To  heave  then**  tip;  and  these  arc  too  well 
In  their  bad  nrts  to  give  way  to  a calm. 
Which,  yielding  rest  to  good  men,  proved 
their  ruin. 

Bald.  And  in  the  shipwreck  of  their  hopes 
a tnl  fortunes. 

The  dukedom  might  ho  sav'd,  had  it  hut  ten 
That  stood  affected  to  the  general  good, 
With  that  confirm'd  leal  which  brave  Aubrey 
d<*e«. 

Gis.  He  is  indeed  the  perfect  character 
Of  a good  man,  and  so  his  actions  speak  him. 

Bald.  But  did  you  observe  the  many 
doubts  and  cautions 

The  brothers  stood  upon  before  they  met? 


1 
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Git.  I did;  and  yet,  that  ever  brothers 
should 

Stand  on  more  nice  terms  than  sworn  enemies 
After  a war  proclaim’d,  would  w ith  a stranger 
Wrong  the  reporter’s  credit,  limy  sainted 
At  distance;  and  so  strong  was  the  suspicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that,  before  they  durst 
Embrace,  they  were  by  several  servants 
search’d, 

As  doubting  conceal’d  weapons;  antidotes 
Ta’cn  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  room 
Appointed  for  the  interview  was  poison’d; 
The  chairs  and  cushions,  with  like  care  sur- 
vey’d ; 

And,  in  a word,  in  every  circumstance, 

So  jealous  on  both  parts,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  he  fear’d,  concord  can  never  join 
Minds  so  divided. 

Bald.  Yet  our  best  endeavours 
'Should  not  be  wanting,  Gisbcrt. 

Git.  Neither  shall  they. 

Enter  Grandpree  and  Verdun . 

But  what  are  these  ? 

Bald.  They  are  without  my  knowledge; 
But,  by  their  maimers  and  behaviours, 

They  should  express  themselves. 

Grand p.  Since  we  serve  Rollo, 

The  eldest  brother,  w e’ll  he  Rollians,  [mans. 
Who  will  maintain  us,  lads,  as  brave  as  Ro- 
You  stand  for  him? 

Vrrd.  I do. 

Grandp.  Why  then,  observe  fsiness, 

How  much  the  business,  the  so-!ong*d-for  bu- 
By  men  that  arc  nam’d  from  their  swords, 
concerns  you.  [uuder 

Lecliery,  our  common  friend,  so  long  kept 
With  whips,  nnd  beating  fatal  hemp,  shall  rise, 
And  Bawdry,  in  a French  hood,  plead  before 
her; 

Where  it  shall  be  concluded,  after  twelve 
Virginity  shall  be  carted. 

Verd.  Excellent! 

Grandp.  And  Hell  hut  grant,  the  quarrel 
that’s  between 

The  princes  may  continue,  and  the  business 
That's  of  the  sword,  t’ out-last  three  suits  in 
law ! 

And  we  will  make  nttornies  lance-prhndoes1, 
And  our  brave  gown-men  practiscrs  of  back- 
sword ; 

The  pewter  of  all  sergeants'  maces  shall 
Be  melted,  and  turn’d  into  common  flaggons, 
In  which  it  shall  he  lawful  to  carouse 
To  their  most  lousy  fortunes. 

Bald.  Here’s  a statesman  ! [petition, 
Grandp.  A creditor  shall  not  dare,  but  by 
To  make  demand  of  any  debt;  and  that 
Only  once  every  leap-year,  in  which,  if 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 

The  debtor  may  he  won,  for  a French  crown 
To  pay  a sous,  he  shall  be  register’d 
His  benefactor. 

Verd.  The  chancellor  hears  you. 

Grandp.  Fear  not;  I now  dare  speak  as 
loud  as  he, 

And  w ill  he  heard,  and  have  all  I speak  law. 
Have  you  no  eyes?  There  is  a reverence  due 
From  children  of  the  gown,  to  men  of  action. 
(iis.  How's  this? 

Grandp.  F.ven  so : The  times,  the  times  are 
chanc’d ; 

All  business  is  not  now  preferr’d  in  parch- 
ment, 

Nor  shall  a grant  pass  which  wants  this  broad 

seal ; 

This  seal,  d’you  see?  Your  gravity  once  laid 
My  head  and  heels  together  in  the  dungeon, 
For  cracking  a scald  officer's  crown,  for  which 
A time  is  come  for  vengeance,  and  expect  it; 
For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  hours  to 
Git.  Yes,  somewhat  longer.  [live* 

Grandp.  To  what  end? 

Git.  To  hang  you  ; 

Think  on  that,  ruffian! 

Grandp.  For  you,  schoolmaster, 

You  have  a pretty  daughter:  Let  roe  see; 
Near  three  o’clock,  (by  which  time,  I much 
fear; 

I shall  he  tir’d  with  killing  some  five  hundred) 
Provide  a hath,  and  her  to  entertain  me. 

And  that  shall  he  your  ransom. 

Bald.  Impudent  rascal ! 

Enter  Trcvilc  and  Duprete . 

Gif.  More  of  the  crew? 

Grundp.  What  are  you  ? Rollians? 

Trcv.  No;  this  for  Kollo,  and  all  such  as 
sene  him ! 

Wc  stand  for  Otto. 

Grandp.  You  seem  men  of  fashion, 

And  therefore  I’ll  deal  fairly ; you  shall  have 
The  honour  this  day  to  he  chronicled 
The  first  inen  kill’d  by  Grandprec.  You  see 
this  sword ; 

A pretty  foolish  toy,  my  valour's  serv  ant. 
And  I may  boldly  say  a gentleman. 

It  having  made,  when  it  was  Charlcmaign’s, 
Three  thousand  knights;  this,  sir,  sliult  cut 
your  throat. 

And  do  you  all  fair  service  else. 

Trev.  I kiss 

Your  hands  for  the  good  offer : Here’s  an- 
other, [proud 

The  servaut  of  your  servant,  which  shall  be 
To  be  scoured  in  your  sweet  guts;  ’till  when, 
’Pray  you  command  me. 

Grundp.  Your  idolater,  sir*. 

[E.retinf  omnes prater  Git.  Sf  Bald. 


1 La  n*-prt  «/</<«.]  As  we  enn  annex  no  meaning  to  font,  we  have  varied  it  to  lance9  and 
suppose,  front  the  context,  it  is  meant  they  should  fight  for  prizet  w ith  the  lance. — Hut  it  is 
not  improbnl  le,  that  the  original  was  lanccpesude , which  Dr.  Johnson  tells  us  4 is  the  officer 
• under  the  corporal.’ 

•Grand.  Your  idolater , tirj]  The  politeness  of  the  French  duellists  is  inimitably  bur- 
lesqued, both  here  and  in  the  first  act  of  The  Little  French  Lawyer.  Scu,urd. 
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Act  1.  Scene  1.] 

Gis.  That  ever  such  should  bear  the  names 
of  men. 

Or  justice  he  held  cruelty,  when  it  labours 
To  pluck  such  weeds  up) 

Hold.  Yet  they  arc  protected, 

And  by  the  great  ones. 

Gis,  Not  the  good  ones,  Baldwin. 

Enter  Aubrey. 

Aub.  Is  this  a time  to  be  spent  thus,  by 
such 

As  arc  the  principal  ministers  of  the  state, 
When  they  that  are  the  heads  have  fill'd  the 
court 

With  factions,  a weak  woman  only  left  [arm 
To  stay  their  bloody  hands?  Can  her  weak 
Alone  divert  the  dangers  ready  now 
To  fall  upon  the  com mou weal th,  and  bury 
The  honours  of  it,  leaving  not  the  name 
Of  what  it  was?  Oh, Gilbert,  the  fair  trials 
And  frequent  proofs  which  our  late  master 
made,  [ranee. 

Both  of  your  love  anrl  faith,  gave  him  assu- 
To  chose  yon  at  his  death  a guardian,  nay, 
A father  to  his  sons:  and  that  great  trust 
How  ill  do  you  discharge!  I must  be  plain, 
That,  at  the  best,  you’re  a sad  looker-on 
Of  those  bad  practices  you  should  preveut. 
And  where’s  the  use  of  your  philosophy 
In  this  so  needful  time  ? Be  not  secure; 


For,  Bald  win, be  assur'd,  since  that  the  princes 
(When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  any 
form)  [ordering. 

Were  given  to  your  instruction  and  grave 
'Twill  be  expected  that  they  should  be  good, 
Or  their  had  manners  will  b’ imputed  yours. 
Bald.  ' Twas  dot  in  iuc,  my  lord,  to  alter 
nature*  [that  will  not 

Gis.  Nor  can  my  counsels  work  on  them, 
Vouchsafe  me  hearing. 

Aub.  Do  these  answers  sort 
Or  with  your  place,  or  persons,  or  your  years? 
Can  Gisbert,  being  the  pillar  of  the  laws. 
See  them  trod  under  font,  or  forc'd  to  serve 
The  princes*  unjust  ends,  and,  with  a frown. 
Be  silenc'd  from  exclaiming  on  th* abuse? 

Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  despYatc  madness 
Of  his  seduced  pupils?  see  those  minds, 
(Which  with  good  arts  he  labour'd  to  build  up, 
Examples  of  succeeding  times)  o’erturn’d 
By  undermining  parasites?  No-  one  precept, 
Leading  to  any  act  or  great  or  good. 

But  is  forc’d  from  their  memory ; in  whose 
room  [ moots 

Black  counsels  are  receiv'd,  an  l their  rctire- 
And  secret  conference  producing  only 
Dcv’Jish  designs,  a man  would  shame  to  fa- 
ther ! 

But  I talk  when  I should  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that  1 now  offend  in  *. 


* But  I talk  when  I should  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that  1 now  offend  in  : Sce't  confirm'd , 

A oic  do,  or  never  speak  more. 

Gisb.  We  arcyours. 

Enter  Hollo,  Tut  torch,  See. 

Hollo.  You  shall  knew,  &c.]  Thus  the  two  last  editions,  without  any  regard  to  the 
quarto,  which  prints  it  thus : 

* But  1 talk  when  T should  do,  and  chide  others 

* For  that  I now  offend  in/ 


SCENE  V. 

Hollo , Latorch,  Trevile , Grandprcf,  Otto,  Verdon , Duprete,  Gisbert , Baldwin,  Aubrey . 
Gisb.  4 Sec't  confirm’d : 

4 Now  do,  or  never  speak  more. 

4 We  are  vours. 

Hollo.  4 You  shall  know,*  Arc. 

This  is  certainly  much  preferable  to  the  former,  but  yet  I believe  there  is  a small  mistake 
in  it.  4 See  it  confirm'd,’  is  a mere  pleonasm  either  in  Gisbert's  or  Aubrey's  mouth  ; but  in 
Rollo's  it  is  a fine  continuation  of  a supposed  previous  dispute  between  the  brothers.  Otto 
having  insisted  upon  the  confirmation  of  his  father’s  will,  which  appointed  him  coheir  of 
the  dukedom,  Hollo  with  indignation  replies, 

‘ See't  confirm’d  ? ' 

The  abrupt  opening  of  a play  or  scene  in  this  manner  is  a very  great  beauty.  Terence 
almost  always  introduces  his  characters  in  the  continuance  of  some  passion,  and  it  has  the 
same  effect  winch  the  like  conduct  has  in  the  epic  poem, 

4 in  medias  res 

4 Non  secusac  notas  auditorem  repit/  Senxtrd. 

After  a very  close  examination  of  this  passage  fwlnch  is  a very  difficult  one)  we  are  con- 
vinced that  none  of  the  hooks  have  yet  exhibited  the  genuine  reading.  The  quurto  very 
properly  finishes  Aubrey's  speech  with, 

4 But  I talk  when  l should  do,  and  chide  others 
* For  that  l now  offend  in/ 

The  two  duke3  and  their  several  followers  then  enter,  and  commence  a new  scene,  which 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1. 


T.ntrr  7»'*7n,  T/:  torch,  Traitc,  Grandprec , 
Otto,  Vcrdott,  and  Du etc. 

Trm.  Sect  confirm'd. 

Now  do, or  never  speak  more  ! We  arc  yours. 
Jhdh.  You  shall  know  who  I am ! 

Otto.  T do ; my  equal ! 

Ilo'to.  Thv  priurc.  Give  wav! — Were  we 
awine.  I’d  force  thee, 

In  thy  l est  blood,  to  write  thyself  iny  subject. 
And  clad  I would  receive  iu 
Auh.  Sir ! 

Glxb.  Dear  lord! 

Olio.  Thy  stilt ject?  [me. 

Doth.  Yes;  n«*r  shill  tnmr  patienre  hold 
A minute  longer,  onlv  half  mvsclf.  [sword 
My  birth  pave  me  this  dukedom,  and  my 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  crave  of  n!! 
That  tread  upon  her  bosom,  ere  I part  with 
A piece  of  earth,  or  title,  that  is  mine  ! 
Otto.  I need,  it  not,  and  would  scorn  to  re- 
re*  re, 

Tho*  offer'd,  what  I want  not:  Therefore 
know 

From  me,  'tl  o’  not  deliver’d  in  great  word*, 
red  with  rage,  poor  pride,  and  threutning 
action) 

O'T  father  at  hi*1  death,  then,  when  no  accent 
(W»  rt  thou  aFon;coi)Id  fall  from  him  in  vain, 
Made  us  co-heirs,  our  part  of  laud  and  ho- 
nours 

Of  equal  pvcizht ; and,  to  see  this  confirm’d, 
The  oaths  of  these  arc  yet  upon  record. 
Who,  tho’  they  should  forsake  me,  and  call 
down 

The  plagues  of  perjury  on  their  sinful  heads, 
I would  not  leave  myself. 


Trer.  Nor  will  we  sec 
The  will  of  the  dead  duke  infring'd. 

Lot.  Nor  I 

The  elder  rohh’d  of  what's  his  right. 

G randp.  N or  you  ? 

Lot  me  take  pined— I say,  I will  not  see’tf 
Aiy  sword  is  sharpest. 

A iib.  Peace,  you  tinder-boxes, 

That  only  carry  matter  to  make  a flame 
Which  will  consume  you  ! 

Doth.  You  are  troublesome : [7b  Jlatdrrin „ 
This  is  no  time  for  arguments ! Aiy  title 
Needs  not  your  school -defences,  but  my 
sword. 

With  which  the  pordian  of  vour  sophistry 
Being  cut,  shall  shew  th'  imposture. — For 
vour  laws, 

It  is  in  me  to  change  them  as  I please, 

[ To  Gixbcrt . 

I being  nhnvc  them,  Oishert!  Would  you 
have  me  protect  them?  [rigor. 

Let  them  then  now  stretch  their  ext  ret  nest 
And  seize  upon  that  traitor ; and  vour  tongue 
Make  him  appear  first  dang’rous,  and  then 
odious ; 

And  after,  under  the  pretence  of  safetv 
For  the  sick  state,  the  land’s  and  people’squict, 
Cut  off  his  head:  And  I’ll  give  up  my  sword. 
And  fight  with  them  at  n more  certain  weapon 
To  kill,  and  with  authority. 

G is.  Sir,  I grant 

The  laws  are  useful  weapons,  hut  found  out 
1 ’ assure  the  innocent,  not  to  oppress. 
Doth.  Then  you  conclude  him  innocent? 
Gix.  The  power 

Your  iiithor  gave  him  must  not  prove  a crime. 
Aub  Nor  should  you  so  receive  it. 


opens  abruptly,  it  is  true ; hut  the  first  line  nod  half  have  never  yet  been  assigned  to  the  real 
•penker.  From  all  that  lias  gone  before,  it  is  absolutely  impossible  that  Gilbert,  Baldwin, 
or  .Aubrey  should  utter  words  tending  to  foment  the  dispute  which  they  had  shewn  themselves 
so  nnxious  to  extinguish:  They  certainly  belong  to  one  or  other  of  the  adherents  to  the  diffe- 
rent dukes.  If  the  point  of  interrogation  is  adopted,  one  of  Kollo's  captains,  Grandprec 
or  Verdon,  i«  the  speaker,  advising  him  by  no  means  to  listen  to  the  confirmation  ot  his 
father’s  will  (for  which  Otto  and  Ids  party  contend),  and  assuring  him  of  their  entire  support 
in  opposing.  If  the*  point  of  interrogation  is  rejected,  then  Trevileor  Duprefe,  the  captains 
of  f )tto,  must  he  the  speaker,  counselling  him  to  enforce  the  confirmation  of  the  late  duke's 
will.  As  Rollo  immediately  after  says,  * You  shall  know  who  I am  /*  asserting  his  right  of 
eldership,  had  the  quarto  exhibited  the  point  of  interrogation,  we  should  have  inclined  to 
the  first  of  these  conjectures,  and  have  assigned  the  speech  to  Grandprec;  the  initial  letter 
of  who*c  name  being  tlwi  same  with  that  of  Gisbert,  might  have  occasioned  the  mistake. 
But  ns  the  point  of  interrogation  occurs  in  no  edition  hut  that  of  Mr.  Seward,  we  hate  given 
the  words  to  one  of  Otto's  faction:  Their  proceeding  from  that  party,  and  Trevite  in  parti- 
cular, we  think  confirmed  by  Otto  himse  lf  saying  afterwards, 

‘ and.  to  tec  this  confirm'd, 

* The  oaths  of  these  arc  yet  upon  record  ;* 
when  Trevite  immediately  subjoins, 

* . ..  — Nor  will  we  «cc 

* The  w ill  of  tlie  Hoad  duke  infring'd.' 

Tho  words  ‘ Sect  confirm cl?*  do  not  want  spiriecoiniug  from  Kollo,  hut  no  editions  warrant 
Mr.  Seward's  assigning  them  to  him,  nor  docs  the  sense  render  it  necessary.  To  confirm 
what  we  have  «aid  relative  to  Gisbert  and  Aubrey,  we  cannot  close  ibis  long  note  without 
observing,  that  the  very  next  words  they  deliver  arc  entirely  consonant  to  what  tve  have  suui 
of  them,  and  tending  to  make  peace  between  the  two  dukes,  not  to  errihune  their  dispute*: 
Aub.  1 Sir  !*  Gith. 1 Dear  lord  F 
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Bold.  To  which  purpose,. 

All  that  da»e  challenge  any  part  in  goodness 
Will  become  suppliants  to  you. 

Holla.  They  have  none  [vou  ! 

That  dare  move  me  in  this.  Hence  ! IdcTy 
lie  or'  hi$  party,  bring  it  fo  your  laws, 

And  tliou  ttiy  double  heart,  thou  popular  fool, 
^ our  moral  rules  of  justice,  a. id  Her  balance  : 
1 stand  oil  my  own  guard  ! 

('  tu.  Wuich  thy  injustice 
W ill  make  thy  enemy's,  By  the  memory 
Ol  him  whose  better  part  now  sulfers  for  thee, 
W hose  reverend  ashes,  with  an  impious  hand, 
Thou  throv.  st  out  to  contempt,  (in  tliy  repi- 
ning 

At  !iis  so  just  decree)  thou  art  unworthy 
Ot  what  .'us  last  w ill.  not  thy  merit, cave  thee  ! 
That  art  so  swulu  within,  with  all  those  mis- 
chiefs 

That  e’er  made  up  a tyrant,  that  thy  breast, 
The  prison  of  thy  purposes,  caiuiot  hold  them, 
Rut  that  they  lirc.ik  forth,  and,  m thy  own 
words, 

Discover  w hat  a monster  they  must  serve 
That  shall  acknowledge  thee  ! 

Hallo.  Thou  shall  not  live 
To  be  so  bappy  ! [He  offers  his  sword  at  Otto, 
t he  fact  ion  jni/t  i uy . 

Aub.  [cWfi/ig  between  the  brothers. j Nor 
your  misery 

Jtegiu  in  murder.  Duty,  allegiance, 

And  all  respects  of  w hat  you  arc,  forsake  me  ! 

* Do  ye  stare  on  ? Is  this  a theatre  ? 

Or  &. »ull  these  kill  themselves,  like  to  rum] 
fencers, 

v Tp  make  ye  sport?  Keep  them  asunder,  or, 
Jiv  Ueav’u,  ril  charge  on  alt ! 

(Jrundp.  Keep  the  peace ! fmo, 

I am  for  you,  my  lord ; ami,  if  you’ll  have 
I’ll  act  the  constable's  part. 

Aub.  Live  I to  see  this? 

M ill  yon  do  that  your  enemies  dare  not  wish. 
And  cherish  iu  yourselves  those  furies,  which 
Jleil  would  cast  out?— Do,  (I  am  ready)  kill 
me. 

And  these,  that  would  fall  willing  sacrifices 
^ *1  o any  power  that  would  restore  your  reason. 

And  make  ye  men  again,  which  now  ye  are 
not ! 

Hallo.  These  are  your  bucklers,  boy! 

Otto.  My  hindrances ; 

Ami,  were  1 not  con  firm'll,  my  justice  in 
rl  he  taking  of  thy  life  could  uut  weigh  down 
i lie  wrong  in  shedding  the  least  drop  of  blood 
Ot  these  whose  goodness  only  now  protects 
thee,  [self 

'1  hou  shouldst  feel  I iu  act  would  prove  my-* 
'V  hat  thou  in  words  dost  labour  to  appear] 
Hollo.  I lear  this,  and  talk  again  ? I ’ll  break 
thro*  all, 

Rot  1 will  reach  tbv  heart. 


Otto.  'Tis  better  guarded. 


Enter  Sophia, 

Soph.  Make  way,  or  1 will  force  it ! Who 
are  these?  [on  me, 

My  sons?  my  shames  * Turn  all  your  swords 
And  make  this  wretched  body  but  our  wound, 
•So  this  unnatural  quarrel  bud  a grave* 

In  the  unhappy  womb  that  bro  ghtyc  forth  ! 
Dare  you  icmemhcr  that  you  had  a mother, 
Or  look  <>u  these  grey  hairs,  (made  so  with 
tears,  [yet 

T or  both  your  goods,  and  not  with  age)  and 
bland  doubtful  to  oLey  her?  From  me  you  had 
Lile,  nerves,  and  faculties,  to  use  those  wea- 
pons; 

And  dure  you  raise  them  against  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  vou  are? 
Otto.  All  peace  is  meant  to  you. 

Soph,  W liy  is  this  war  theuf 
As  if’your  arms  could  be  advanc’d,  and  I 
Not  sit  upon  the  rack?  Your  blond  is  mine, 
\our  danger’s  mine;  your  goodness  1 should 
share  in, 

And  must  be  branded  with  those  impious 
marks  [mine. 

You  stamp  on  your  own  foreheads  and  ou 
ll  you  go  on  thus,  j or  my  good  name,  there- 
fore, 

Tho’  all  respects  of  honour  in  yourselves 
Re  in  your  lury  choak’d,  throw  down  your 
swords, 

(\  our  duly  should  lie  swifter  than  mv  tongue) 
And  join  your  hands  while  they  arc  innocent! 
\ ou’ve  heat  of  blood,  and  youth  apt  to  am- 
bition, 

To  plead  an  easy  pardon  for  what’s  past ; 

Rut  all  the  ills  beyond  this  hour  committed. 
From  gods  or  men  must  hope  for  no  excuse. 
Ois,  Can  vou  near  this  uoaiov’d? 

Aub.  N o syllable  ' 

Of  this  so  pious  charm,  but  should  have 
power 

To  frustrate  all  the  juggling  deceits. 

With  which  the  devil  blinds  vou. 

Of  to.  I begin 
To  milt,  1 know  not  how. 

Hullo.  Mother,  I’ll  leave  you : 

And,  Mr,  be  thank  I id  lor  the  time  vou  live, 
'Dll  vie  meet  next,  (which  shall  be  soon  and 
To  her  persuasion  for  you.  [sudden) 

Saph.  Oli,  yet  stay,  [ inuring 

And,  rather  lhati  part  tipis,  vouchsafe  me 
As  enemies ! — How  is  iuy  soul  divided  ! 

Mv  love  brboth  is  equal,  as  my  wishes. 

Rut  is  return'd  by  neither.  My  griev'd  heart. 
Hold  yet  a little  longer,  and  then  break  ! 

1 kneel  -o  both,  and  will  speak  so,  but  this 
’lakes  the  authority  oil' a mother's  power4; 
And  therefore,  like  myself,  Otto,  to  thee: 
(And  yet  observe,  sou,  how  liijr  mother's  tern  % 

4 Takct  irom  me  \!i  authority  of  a mother’s  power.]  Quarto  reads, 

4 Takes  the  authority  of  a mother’s  power:’ 

II  this  latter  be  not  more  corrupt,  it  is  evident  that  if  should  be  ojff  us  I first  intruded  to 

• read. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


Out'®  ip  hen  forward  words,  to  make  way 
for  'em) 

Thou  art  the  vpunger,  Otto;  yet  be  now 
The  first  example  of  obedience  to  me, 

And  grow  the  elder  in  uiy  love. 

Otto.  The  means 
To  he  so  happy  ? 

Soph,  This;  yield  up  thy  sword, 

And  let  thy  piety  give  thy  mother  streneth 
Totake  that  front  thee,  which  linetiemies’force 
Could  e’er  despoil  thee  of! — Why  dost  thou 
tremble, 

And  with  a fearful  eye,  fix’d  on  thy  brother, 
Observ'st  his  ready  sword,  as  bent  against 
thee  ? 

I am  thy  armour,  and  will  he  pierc’d  thro* 
Ten  thousand  times,  before  I will  give  way 
To  any  peril  may  arrive  at  thee; 

And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otto.  Tis  not  for  myself, 

But  for  you.  mother:  You  are  now  engag’d 
In  more  than  lies  in  your  unquestion'd  virtue ; 
For,  since  you  have  disarm'd  me  of  defence, 
Should  I fall  now,tho’by  his  hand,  the  world 
Way  say  it  was  your  practice. 

Soph.  All  worlds  perish, 

Before  iny  piety  turn  Treason’s  parent ! 
Take  it  again,  and  stand  upon  your  guard, 
And,  while  your  brother  is,  continue  arm’d  : 
And  yet  this  fear  is  needless;  for  I know 
My  Kollo,  tho*  he  dares  as  much  as  man, 

So  tender  of  his  yct-untaintcd  valour. 

So  noble,  that  lie  dares  do  nothing  buscly. 
You  doubt  him ; he  fears  you ; 1 doubt  and 
fear 

Both,  for  each  other’s  safety*,  not  mine  own. 
Know  yet,  my  suns,  wlifcn  of  necessity 
You  must  deceive  or  be  deceiv’d,  ’tis  better 
To  suffer  treason,  than  to  act  the  traitor; 
And  in  a war  like  this,  in  which  the  glory 
Is  his  that's  overcome — Consider  then 
What  ’tis  for  which  you  strive  ! Is  it  the 
dukedom? 

Or  the  command  of  these  so- ready  subjects? 


, [Act  1.  Scene  1. 

Desire  of  wealth  ? or  whatsoever  else 
Fires  your  ambition,  ’tis  still  desp’rate  mad- 
ness, [of; 

To  kill  the  people  which  you  would  he  lords 
With  fire  and  sword  to  lay  that  country  waste 
Whose  rule  you  seek  for ; to  consume  the 
treasures, 

Which  are  the  sinews  of  your  government, 
Jn  cherishing  the  factions  that  destroy  it : 
Far,  far  he  this  from  you  ! Make  it  not  ques- 
tion’d fdoin 

Whether  you  can  hnvc  interest  in  that  aukc* 
Whose  rum  both  contend  for. 

Otto.  J desire 

But  to  enjoy  my  own,  which  I will  keep. 
lio/lo.  And  rather  than  posterity  shall  have 
cause 

T£>  say  I ruin'd  all,  divide  the  dukedom : 

I will  accept  the  moiety. 

Otto.  I embrace  it-  [limb, 

Soph.  Divide  me  first,  or  tear  me  limb  by 
And  let  them  find  as  inariy  several  graves 
As  there  are  villages  in  Normandy  : 

And  'tis  less  sin,  than  so  to  weaken  it. 

To  hear  it  mention’d  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  lord,  and  almost  blaspheme 
Those  powers  which  heard  my  pravers  for 
fruitfulness,  [womb ! 

And  did  not  with  my  first  birth  close  my 
To  me  alone  my  second  blessing  proves 
My  first,  my  first  of  misery6;  for  if  Henv’n, 
That  gave  me  Kollo,  there  had  staid  his  bounty, 
And  Otto,  iny  dear  Otto,  ne’er  had  been, 

Or  being,  had  not  been  so  worth  my  love, 
The  stream  of  my  affection  had  run  constant 
Jn  one  fair  current ; nil  my  hopes  had  been 
Laid  up  iu  one,  and  fruitful  Normandy 
In  this  division  had  not  lost  her  glories: 

For  as ’tis  now,  ’tis  a fair  diamond. 

Which  being  preserv’d  entire,  exceeds  all 
value, 

But  cut  in  pieces  (though  these  pieces  are 
$et  in  fine  gold  by  the  best  workman’s  cun- 
ning) 


read,  and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  read  so  too:  But  there  is  a pleonasm  and  impropriety  in 
taking  authority  from  power,  which  I scarce  think  gcuuitie,  and  I therefore  iusert  in  the 
text  w hat  seems  the  natural  expression.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  reads, 

* Takes  from  me  the  authority  of  a mother .* 

Off  for  of  is  all  the  emendation  necessary.  Mr.  Seward  goes  too  far  in  rectifying  what  he 
thinks  4 pleonasm  and  impropriety;*  for  which  he  substitutes  a text  of  frigidity. 

6 Both;  for  othcrs.s<//Wy,  not  tny  own.']  Mr.  Seward  added  the  word  each. 

To  me  alone  my  second  blessing  proves  my  jirs! , 

My Jint  of'  misery  ; J'or  if  lica&n,  &c.J  Sophia  says,  that  her  second  blessing  made  her 
first  becuine  a curse  to  her,  which  was  certainly  the  case,  as  Rollo  was  the  incendiary. 

Seward. 

We  do  not  think  she  means  to  reflect  on  either  Ottp  or  Rollo  ; but  to  say,  4 that  her  ha- 
ving a second  son,  rendered  it  unhappy  for  her  that  she  had  a first;’  that  is,  that  her  misery 
arose  from  her  having  more  than  one,  which  fruitfulness  was  to  other  women  commonly  n> 
blessing.  This  is  plum  from  her  saying  immediately  before,  that  she  could 
4 ■■■.-almost  blaspheme 

4 Those  powers  that  heard  her  prayers  for  fruit  fulne.ut 
4 And  did  not  with  her  first  birth  close  her  womb.’ 

The  rest  of  the  speech  coulirms  this  interpretation. 
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Parts  with  nil  estimation  : .So  this  dukedom, 
As  ’tis  yet  whole,  die  neighbouring  kings  may 
covet. 

But  chu not  compass  ; w hich  divided,  will 
lie  come  tl»e  spoil  of  every  barbarous  foe 
Tliat  will  invade  it. 

Cis.  How  this  works  in  both!  [fire. 

Bo/d.  Prince  Ratio’s  eyes  have  lost  their 
Cis.  And  anger, 

Tlmt  but  CV'u  now  wholly  possess’d  good 
Otto, 

Hath  given  place  to  pity. 

Aub.  End  not  thus, 

Madam,  but  perfect  wfmt’s  so  well  begun. 
&>/)/*.  I sec  in  both  fair  signs  of  reconcile- 
ment; [offer 

Make  them  sure  proofs  they  arc  sot  The  f ates 
To  your  free  choice,  cither  to  live  examples 
Of  piety,  or  wickedness:  If  tile  latter 
Blinds  so  your  understanding,  that  you  cannot 
l'i<  ive  tin  o’  her  puinted  outside,  uud  discover 
That  she  is  all  deformity  within, 
boldly  transcend  all  precedents  of  mischief, 
And  let  the  last  and  the  worst  act  of  tyrants7, 
The  murder  of  a mother,  hut  begin 
Tlie  scene  of  blood  you  after  are  to  heighten ! 
Lut  if  that  Virtue,  and  her  sure  rewards, 
Can  w in  you  to  accept  her  for  your  guide, 
To  lead  you  up  to  llcaven,  and  there  fix  you 
Till.'  fairest  stars  in  the  bright  sphere  of  ho- 
nour; 

Make  me  the  parent  of  an  hundred  sons, 

Ail  brought  into  the  world  with  joy,  not 
sorrow. 

And  every  one  a father  to  his  country, 

Iu  being  now  made  mother  of  your  concord  ! 
Iloilo.  Such,  and  so  good,  loud  Fame  for 
ever  speak  you  ! 

bald.  A y,  now  they  meet  like  brothers. 

[The  brothers  throw  down  their 
swords,  and  embrace. 

, Gis.  My  heart’s  joy 
Flows  thro’  my  eyes. 

Aub.  May  never  woman’s  tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus’d,  for  this  one’s  goodness ! 


Otto.  If  wc  contend,  from  this  hour,  it 
shall  he 

IIow  to  o’ercome  in  brotherly  affection. 

Kollo.  Otto  is  Hollo  now,  and  Iloilo, Otto  1 
Or,  as  they  have  one  mind,  rather  one  name. 
From  this  atonement8  let  our  lives  begin ; 

He  nil  the  rest  forgotten  ! 

Aub,  Spoke  like  Roilo ! f merit. 

Soph.  And,  to  the  honour  of  this  reconcile- 
We  all  this  night  will,  at  a publick  feast. 
With  choice  wines,  drown  our  late  fears,  and 
with  inusick 
Welcome  our  comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones.  [sons, 
Soph.  Supported  thus,  I am  secure . Oh, 
This  is  your  mother's  triumph ! 

Rolto.  You  deserve  it;  [£recmf» 

Manent  Grundprct,  Ycrdon , Trevile , and 
Duprctc. 

Grand}).  Did  ever  such  a hop’d- for  business 
end  thus?  [Grandprcc, 

Ycrd.  Wis  fatal  to  us  all;  and  yet  you. 
Have  the  least  cause  to  fear. 

Grand}).  Why,  what’s  my  hope?  [bang’d: 
Verd.  The  certainty  that  you  have  to  be 
You  know  the  chancellor’s  promise. 

Grandp.  Plague  upon  you ! 

Vcrd.  What  think  you  of  a bath,  and  a 
lord’s  daughter, 

To  entertain  y ou  ? 

Grandp.  '1  hose  desires  are  of 
Frail  thoughts9.  All  friends;  no  Rollians 
now,  nor  Otto’s ! [vants 

The  several  court’sies  of  our  swords  mid  ser- 
Defer  till  apter  consequence ; let’s  niuke  use 
Of  this  night's  freedom,  a short  parliament 
to  us, 

In  which  it  will  he  lawful  to  walk  freely  *•; 
Nay,  to  our  drink  wc  shall  have  meat  too, 
and  that’s 

No  usual  business  to  the  men  o’th’  sword. 
Drink  deep  with  me  to-night,  wc  shall  to* 
Or  whip  or  lutug  the  merrier.  [morrow 
Tree.  Lead  the  way  then.  [Eacuw/. 


7 And  let  the  last  and  the  worst  det  of  tyrannies, 

The  tuurtker  of  a mother , tkc.j  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympson  both  concur  with  me 
in  preferring  tyrants  to  tyrannies,  as  the  allusion  to  Nero’s  murdering  his  mother  becomes 
more  evident.  Seward. 

b A/ahednnl.]  i.  c.  according  to  the  old  writers,  reconciliation. 

9 Those  desires  are  of  / rail  thoughts. 

AU  Jrunds,  no  Roll  iu  ns  now,  &c.l  Quarto.  The  subsequent  editions  read, 

*  Those  desires  are  off. 

* Frail  thoughts,  no  Rollians  now,  nor  Otto’s/ 

i*  ■ — cf$  main-  use 

Of  this  night* s freedom,  a short  parliament  to  us, 

In  whuh  it  wili  be  luu/ul  to  walk  Mr.  Sympson  thinks  that  to  carry  on  th« 

metaphor  from  the  parliament  wc  should  read,  * talk  freely,’ and  indeed  I at  first  altered  it  so 
uiyarfdf;  but  considering  the  privilege  of  parliament  exempting  the  members  from  imprison- 
ment, and  the  I cur  Uruudprce  was  in  of  having  only  uuc  night’s  exemption  from  it,  lit 
present  reading  seems  unexceptionable.  S.aurd* 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lntorch  and  Rolto. 

Ltd.  T7C7HY  should  this  trouble  you  ? 

* * Hollo.  It  docs,  aiid  must  do 
Till  I find  ease. 

Lot.  Consider  then,  and  quickly;  [you, 
And,  like  a wise  roan,  take  the  curreut  with 
Which,  onre  turn’d  head,  will  sink  you. 
Blest  Occasion 

Offers  herself  in  thousand  safeties  to  you; 
Time  standing  still  to  point  you  out  your 
purpose, 

And  Resolution  (the  true  child  of  Virtue) 
Ready  to  execute.  What  dull  cold  weakness 
Has  crept  into  your  bosom,  whose  mere 
thoughts,  [rests, 

Like  tempests,  ploughing  up  the  sailing  fo- 
Ev’n  with  their  swing  were  wont  to  shake 
down  hazards? 

What  is’t?  your  mother’s  tears 

Rnl/o.  Prithee  be  patient. 

Lot.  Her  hands  held  up  ? her  prayers,  or 
her  curses?  j woman 11  ! 

Oil,  power  of  pray’r  and  tears  dropp’d  by  a 
Take  heed  the  soldiers  see  it  not : ’tis  misera- 
ble, [friends, 

In  Rollo  below  miserable ; take  heed  your 
The  sinews  of  your  cause,  the  strength  you 
stir  by, 

Take  heed,  I say,  they  find  it  not;  take  heed 
Your  own  repentance  (like  a passing-hell) 
Too  late  and  too  loud,  tell  the  world  you’re 
perish’d  ! 

What  noble  spirit,  eager  of  advancement, 
Whose  employment  is  his  plough;  what  sword 
whose  sharpness 


Waits  but  the  arm  to  wield  it ; or  what  hope, 
After  the  world  has  blown  abroad  this  weak- 
ness, 

Will  move  again,  or  make  n wish  for  Rollo? 
Rollo.  Are  we  not  friends  again,  by  each 
oath  ratified? 

Our  tongues  the  heralds  of  our  hearts  ? 
bit.  Poor  hearts  then  ! 

Ratio.  Our  worthier  friends 

lot.  No  friends,  sir,  to  your  honour ; 
Friends  to  your  fall ! Where  is  your  under- 
standing, 

The  noble  vessel  that  your  full  soul  sail’d  in, 
Ribb’d  round  with  honours?  where  is  that? 
'tis  ruin’d* 

The  tempest  of  a woman’s  sighs  Ims  sunk  it. 
Friendship  (take  heed,  sir !)  is  a smiling  harlot. 
That,  when  she  kisses,  kills!  A solder’d 
friendship, 

Piec’d  out  with  promises?  Oh,  painted  ruin! 
Rollo.  Latorch,  he  is  my  brother. 
bat.  The  more  doubted  ; 

For  hatred  hatch’d  at  home  is  a tame  tiger, 
May  fawn  and  sport,  but  never  leuve  his  na- 
ture. 

The  jars  of  brothers,  two  such  mighty  ones, 
Are  like  a small  stone  thrown  into  a river, 
The  breach  scarce  heard,  but  view  the  beaten 
current, 

And  you  shall  see  a thousand  angry  rings 
Rise  In  his  face,  still  swelling  and  still  growing: 
So  jars  circle  in  distrusts;  distrusts  breed 
dangers,  [shadow, 

And  dangers  death  (the  greatest  extreme) 
Till  nothing  bound  ’em  but  the  shore,  their 
graves  **. 

There  is  no  manly  wisdom,  nor  no  safety. 


11  Oh,  power  of  prayer,  drop'd  through  by  a tinman.  ] I suspect  that  there  is  a mistake  in 
the  latter  part  of  this  line ; for  what  is  the  antecedent  to  ‘ drop’d  through  by  a woman  ?*  W« 
must  go  back  to  tfwuuhts  or  resolution , and  then  indeed  it  is  intelligible : But  I rather  think 
the  true  reading  to  he, 

‘ Oh,  pow’r  of  pray’r  and  tears  drop’d  by  a woman  !*  Seward. 

We  think  Mr.  Seward’s  conjecture  so  right  that  wc  have  given  it  n place  in  the  text. 
Lntorch  asks,  * What  is’t?  your  mother’s  tears , or  her  prayas'f ’ and  then  exclaims, 

* Oh,  pow’r  of  prayers  and  tears  drop’d  by  a woman  !’ 

This  reading  meets  with  instill  stronger  continuation  by  Iloilo’s  afterwards  saying  (p.  147) 

* My  mother’s  tears , and  womanish  cold  prayers, 

1 Farewell  I’ 

M Sojars  circling  distrusts,  distrusts  breed  dangers , 

And  dangers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  shadow, 

9TiU  nothing  bound  'em  but  the  shore,  their  grazes.]  The  old  quarto  reads, 

‘ So  jars  circling  in  distrusts,  distrusts  pull  down  dangers, 

* And  dangers  death,  the  greatest  extreme  shadow, 

‘ ’Till  nothing  bound  them  but  the  shoteers,  their  graves.’ 

The  late  editions  have  corrected  showers  right;  but  how  does  the  word  shadozox*rrj  on  the 
metaphor?  and  what  \toor  measure  is  the  first  line!  i hope  I have  restored  the  true  reading, 
as  it  perfects  the  measure,  and  makes  the  whole  metaphor  consistent.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  thus  alters  tliis  passage  : 

* So  jars  distrusts  encircle;  distrusts  dangers, 

* And  dangers  death  the  greatest  extreme  follows, 

1 Till  nothing  hound  ’em  but  the  slioar,  their  graves.* 

We  apprehend  the  Editor  of  the  folio  made  a mistake  when  intending  to  correct  the  Urst 
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Id  leaning  to  this  league,  tikis  piecc-patcht 
friendship. 

This  rear'd- up  reconcilement  on  a billow; 
Which,  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  for- 
tune. [cure 

Is’t  not  your  own  you  reach  at,  law  and  na- 
U shoring  the  way  before  you?  Is  not  he 
Born  and  bequeath’d  your  subject  ? 

Hollo.  (Ia  ! 

Ijit.  What  fool 

Would  give  a storm  leave  to  disturb  his  peace, 
When  he  may  shut  the  casement?  Can  that 
man 

Has  won  so  much  upon  you  by  your  pity » 
And  drawn  so  high  >3,  that  like  an  ominous 
comet  [lion 

He  darkens  all  your  light;  can  this  couch’d 
(Tho*  now  lie  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  paws, 
Craftily  humming,  like  a cat  to  cozen  you) 
But  (when  ambition  whets  him,  and  time  fits 
him)  [heart  out  ? 

Dap  to  his  prey,  and  seiz’d  once , suck  your 
D’you  make  it  conscience? 
hollo.  Conscience,  Latorch  ! what’s  that  ? 
Lat.  A fear  they  tie  up  fools  in,  Nature’s 
coward,  [rits 

Taking  the  blood'4,  and  chilling  the  full  spi- 
Witii  apprehension  of  mere  clouds  and  sha* 
d ows. 


Hollo.  I know  no  conscience,  nor  I fear  no 
shadows! 

Jjut.  Or  if  you  did,  if  there  were  conscience. 
If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a curb1*; 
The  fiery  mind  such  puddle  to  put  it  out ; 
Must  it  needs,  like  a rank  vine,  run  up  rudely. 
And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  happiness, 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  sit  shading  of 
us  '•?  [satisfied. 

Hollo.  It  shall  not,  nor  it  must  not!  I am 
And  once  more  nm  myself  again. 

My  mother’s  tears,  and  womanish  cold  pray- 
ers, [Conscience, 

Farewell!  I have  forgot  you.  If  there  be 
Let  it  not  coine  betwixt  a crown  und  me, 
(Which  is  my  hope  of  bliss)  and  I believe  it. 
Otto,  our  friendship  thus  I blow  to  air, 

A bubble  for  a hoy  to  play  w ithal ; [this* 
And  all  the  vows  my  weakness  made,  iike 
Like  this  poor  heartless  rush,  I rend  a-pieccs. 
Ixtt.  Now  you  go  right,  sir ! now  your  eyes 
are  open.  [he  is, 

Hollo.  My  father’s  last  petition’s  dead  as 
And  all  the  promises  I clos’d  Ins  eyes  with, 
In  the  some  grave  I bury. 

Lut.  Now  you  are  a man,  sir. 

Hollo.  Otto,  thou  shew’st  my  w inding-shcet 
before  me,  [fire, 

Which,  ere  I put  it  on,  like  HcavVs  blest 


line,  and  left  circling  instead  of  altering  it  to  circle,  omitting  in,  which  should  have  remained. 
This  small  variation  from  the  second  folio  is  all  which  seems  necessary,  instead  of  the  vio- 
lent alterations  made  by  Mr.  Seward.  His  asking,*  How  does  the  won!  shadow  carry  on  the 
* metaphor?’  must  have  arose  from  his  thinking  it  a substantive,  instead  of  a verb. 

13  And  drawn  so  high.]  Mr.  Seward,  thinking  the  sense  incomplete,  introduces  an  auxiliary 
verb,  reading, 

4 And"*  drawn  so  high * 

We  see  no  necessity  for  the  addition,  but  think  it  flattens  the  text. 

14  Tasting  the  blood  ] So  quarto.  The  two  following  editions  read,  palling;  and  Mr.  Sew- 
ard proposes  either  tainting  or  taking,  and  adopts  the  former.  We  think  the  latter  prefer- 
able; it  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  context.  An  ex- 
planation of  taking  will  be  found  in  note  & of  The  False  One. 

13  If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a curb 

lo  the Jiery  wind,  such  puddles  to  put  it  out.]  The  old  quarto  rends  this  passage  thus: 

* If  the  free  soul  could  suiter 


4 The  fiery  mind,  such  puddle  to  put  it  out/ 

Mr.  Sympson  thinks  that  we  should  strike  out  the  additions  of  the  late  editions,  and  that 
the  old  reading  is  right.  To  me  it  does  not  seem  so;  for  two  metaphors  are  t unfounded 
and  have  but  one  verb,  which  suits  to  the  Jury  mind , hut  not  so  well  to  the  former ; or  if  it 
docs,  the  Jree  soul  and  Jury  wind  will  be  mere  tautology.  I therefore  approve  the  additions 
of  the  late  editions,  and  believe  them  genuine,  however  they  cutuc  by  them.  That  they 
had  them  from  some  manuscript,  and  not  from  conjecture,  1 am  persuaded  : Because  they 
have  so  printed  them  as  evidently  to  shew  that  they  did  not  understand  the  least  syllable  of 
them.  They  make  the  sense  thus; 

4 If  the  free  soul  could  suflfor  such  a curb 
4 To  the  fiery  mind  ? ’ 

Here,  therefore,  is  all  the  tautology  and  confusion  of  metaphors  which  is  found  in  the  defi- 
cient text  of  the  old  quarto;  hut  liow  infinitely  is  it  improved  when  each  metaphor  is  pre- 
served distinct  and  separate ! 

4 If  the  free  soul  could  suffer  such  a curb; 

4 The  fiery  mind  such  puddle  t’  put  it  out;* 

Mr.  Theobald  overlooked  the  corruptions  of  this  passage,  so  I cannot  tell  his  sentiments. 

Seward. 

16  Sit  shaking  of  us.]  Mr.  Sympson  proposes  the  variation  in  the  text,  and  wc  think  it  a 
happy  conjecture. 
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In  mv  descent  FI!  make  it  blush  in  blood ! 
(A  crown,  a crown ! Oh,  sacred  rule,  now 
fire  me!) 

Nor  shall  the  pity  of  thy  youth,  false  brother, 
Altho’  a thousand  virgins. kneel  before  me, 
Anri  every  dropping  rye  a court  of  merevt 
The  same  blood  with  me,  nor  the  reverence 
Due  to  my  mothers  blessed  womb  that  bred 
us, 

Redeem  thee  from  my  doubts : Thou  art  a 
wolf  here. 

Fed  with  mv  fears,  and  I must  cut  thee  from 
No  safety  else ,7.  [me* ; 

Lat.  But  bo  not  too  much  stirr’d.  sir, 
Nor  too  high  in  your  execution  : Swallowing 
waters 

Run  deep  and  silent,  ’till  they’re  satisfied, 
And  smile  in  thousand  curls,  to  gild  their 
craft;  [wit  work, 

l et  your  sword  sleep,  and  let  my  two-edg’d 
This  happy  feast,  the  full  joy  of  your  friend- 
Shsvll  he  his  last ! [ship, 

Bol/o.  How,  my  Latorch  ? 

Lat.  Why  thus  sir: 

T’ll  presently  go  rlis  c into  the  officers 
That  minister  at  table ; gold  and  goodness'1, 
Wit!*  promise  upon  promise,  and  time  nece»- 
sarv’j 

I’ll  Lour  into  them. 

Ro!h.  Const  thou  do  it  neatly? 

Ut.  Let  me  alone ; and  such  a bait  it  shall 
Shall  take  off  all  suspicion.  [be, 

Roth.  Go,  and  prosper ! 


Ldt.  Walk  in  then,  and  your  smoothest 
face  put  on,  sir.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Master  Cooky  Butler,  Pant/er, 
VeorMu i of  the  Cellar,  with  a jack  of  beer, 
und  a dish. 

Cook.  A hot  day,  a hot  day,  vengeance 
hot , boys  ! [ ter ! 

Give  tne  some  drink  ; this  fire’s  n plaguy  fr^r- 
Body  of  n»t»,  I am  dry  still!  give  me  the 
jack,  boy; 

This  wooden  skiff  holds  nothing. 

Bunt . And  ’faith,  master,  [eating. 

What  brave  new  meats?  for  here  will  be  old[ 
Cook.  OKI  and  young,  boy,  let  ’em  all  eat, 
1 have  it ; [name. 

I've  ballast  for  their  bellies,  if  they  eat  a god’s 
Let  ’em  have  ten  tire  of  teeth  n-piecc,  1 car© 
But.  But  what  new  rare  munition?  [not. 
Conk.  Pho ! a thousand : 

I’ll  make  you  pigs  speak  French  at  table  i9, 
and  a fat  swan  [lengc; 

Come  sculling**  out  of  England  with  a clfal- 
Hl  make  you  a dish  of  calves’  feet  dance  the 
canaries.  Pent; 

And  a consort  of  cram m’d  enpons  fiddle  to 
A calf’s  head  speak  an  oracle,  and  a dozen 
of  larks 

Rise  from  the  dish, and  sinjr  nil  supper-time; 
Tis  nothing,  boys.  I’ve  fram’d  n fortification 
Out  of  rye-paste,  which  is  impregnable ; 


* Fed  Ti  ith  my  fears,  and  I must  cut  thee  from  me,  m 

A crown,  a crown,  oh,  sacred  rule,  now  fire  me! 

No  safety  else.]  We  believe  the  second  of  these  lines  to  he  improperly  repeated  here, 
by  some  accidental  interpolation. 

17  jY-»  safety  else. 

Lat.  But  be  not  loo  much  stirrd,  sir, 

A or  too  high  in  your  r recut  ion  : Sa  n i lowing  waters 

Bun  deep , &c.j  Mr.  Seward  here  objects,  ‘ the  measure  is  quite  lost,’  and  4 the  sensa 
very  stiff;*  and  then  prints  as  follows: 

4 No  safety  else.  Lot.  But  he  not  too  much  stirr’d,  sir, 

4 Nor  too  higli-tAjrrtfmMg  in  your  execution, 

4 Ever  remimt^er.  sir,  that  swallow  ine  waters,’  Sec. 

Jn  which  interpolations  he  professes  to  have  copied  a passage  in  Shakespeare’s  Henry  VTTL 
But  we  see  no  reason,  nor  shadow  of  authority,  for  departing  from  the  old  text,  mere!)'  to 
shew  Mr.  Seward’s  talent  of  imitation. 

Gold  and  gdodness.]  As  goodness  seems  an  odd  motive  to  persuade  people  to  murder, 
I at  first  thought  we  should  read, 4 Gold  and  greatness,  or  goods  f but  I now  believe  the  old 
reading  right  As  Vice  always  assumes  some  pretence  of  good,  so  Latorch,  in  persuading 
the  servants  to  the  murder,  urges  the  good  of  the  state,  and  the  general  blessing.  Seward. 

Goodness  means  good  things : Mr.  Seward  might  have  remembered  4 tilling  the  hungry 
with  good  things 

•9  17/  make  you  pigs  speak  French  at  table,  and  a fat  lawn.]  Mr.  Theobald  very  justly 
strikes  out  the  words  at  table,  as  unnecessary  to  the  sense  and  injurious  to  the  measure. 

Scnurd. 

We  cannot  think  Thcobuld  had  any  right  to  strike  out  the  words,  which  are  not  foreign 
to  the  sense,  and  do  not  render  the  measure  more  irregular  than  it  is  in  many  other  places. 
Editors  are  not  to  correct  their  Authors,  but  to  publish  them  as  the  Authors  left  them.  The 
measure  too  in  this  speich  is  particularly,  and  perhaps  purposely,  licentious. 

**  &'ulingA  So  quarto.  Mr.  Svnipson  reads  sculling , which  Mr.  Seward  calls  an  4 ingeni- 
ous emendation:'  To  be  sure,  it* modernizing  the  orthography  of  a \vord  which  could  not 
be  mistaken  is  ingenious,  this  is  so.  The  folio  reads,  sailing. 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 

And  against  that,  for  two  long  hours  together, 
Two  dozen  of  marrow-bones  shall  play  con- 
tinually. [white-nroth, 

For  fish,  I'll  make  you  a standing  lake  of 
And  pikes  come  plowing  up  the  plums  before 
them ; 

Arinu  on  a dolphin,  playing  Lnchrymie  ! 

And  brave  king  herring  with  his  oil  and  onion 
Crown’d  with  a lemon  peel,  his  way  prepar’d 
With  his  strong  guard  of  pitchers. 

Pant.  Av  marry,  master ! 

Cook . Ail  these  are  nothing:  I’ll  make  you 
a stubble  goose  Jseutly, 

Turn  o’th*  toe  thrice,  do  a cross  point  p re- 
An  d then  sit  down  again,  and  cry,  * Come 
eat  me  ! ' [mourning, 

These  arc  for  mirth.  Now,  sir,  for  matter  of 
I'll  bring  you  in  the  lady  Loin-of-veal, 

With  the  long  love  she  bore  the  prince  of 
Omnes.  Thou  boy,  thou  ? [Orange. 

Cook.  I have  a trick  for  thee  too, 

And  a rare  trick,  and  I have  done  it  for  thee. 
Yco.  What’s  that,  good  master? 

Cook.  Tis  a sacrifice : 

A full  vine  bending,  like  an  arch,  and  under 
The  blown  god  Bacchus,  sitting  on  a hogshead, 
II is  nltar  here;  before  that,  a plump  vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offering  incense  to  his  deity, 
Which  shall  be  only  this,  red  sprats  and 
pitchers.  [the  wine  on. 

But.  This  when  the  table's  drawn,  to  draw 
Cook.  Thou  hast  it  right;  and  then  comes 
thy  song,  Butler. 

Pant.  This  will  he  admirable! 

Yen.  Oh,  sir,  most  admirable  ! 

Cook.  If  you'll  have  the  paste  speak,  ’tis 
in  my  power; 

I've  fire  enough  to  work  it.  Come,  stand  close, 
And  now  rehearse  the  song,  we  may  be  per- 
fect, [tliors. 

The  drinking  song ; and  say  I were  the  bro- 

THE  SONG. 

Drink  to-day,  and  drown  all  sorrow. 

You  shall  perhaps  not  do  it  tomorrow. 
Best  while  you  have  it  use  your  breath; 
There  is  no  drinking  after  death. 

Wine  works  the  heart  up,  wakes  the  wit, 
There  is  no  cure  ’gainst  age  but  it. 

It  helps  the  hcad-uch,  cough  and  ptisick, 
And  is  for  all  diseases  physick. 

Then  let  us  swill,  boys,  for  our  health ; 
Who  drinks  well,  loves  the  commonwealth. 
And  he  that  will  to  bed  go  sober, 

Falls  with  the  leaf,  still  in  October. 

Well  have  you  home  yourselves.  A red  deer 
pie,  boys, 

And  that  no  lean  one, I bequeath  your  virtues. 
What  friends  hast  thou  to-day?  uo  citizeus? 
Punt.  Yes,  father,  the  ojd  crew* 


Cook.  By  the  mass,  true  wenches ! 

Sirrah,  set  by  a chine  of  href,  and  a hot  pasty, 
And  let  the  joll  of  sturgeon  he  corrected: 
And^do  you  mark, sir?)  stalk  mo  to  a pheasant, 
And  see  an  you  can  shoot  her  into  th*  cellar. 
But.  God-n -mercy,  lad,  send  me  thy  roar- 
ing bottles51, 

And  with  such  nectar  I will  see  ’em  fill’d, 
Dint  all  thou  speak ’st  shall  he  pure  Helicon. 

Enter  Tm  torch. 

Monsieur  Latorch?  What  news  with  him? 
Save  you  ! [men  ! 

Jjut.  Save  you,  master ! save  you,  gcntle- 
You’ro  casting  for  this  preparation, 

This  joyful  supper  for  the  royal  brothers. 
1’mglud  I’ve  met  you  fitly,  for  toyourcharge. 
My  bountiful  brave  Butler,  I must  deliver 
A bevy  of  young  lasses,  that  must  look  on 
This  night’s  solemnity,  and  see  the  two  dukes. 
Or  1 shall  lose  my  credit : You  have  stowage? 
But.  For  such  freight  I’ll  find  room,  and 
be  your  servant. 

Coftk.  Bring  them  ; they  shall  not  starvo 
here ; I’ll  send  ’em  victuals 
Shall  work  you  a good  turn,  though’t  be  ten 
days  hence,  sir. 

Lat.  God-a-mercy,  noble  master ! 

Cook*  Nay,  I’ll  do’t. 

Yco.  Ami  wine  they  shall  not  want,  let  ’em 
drink  like  ducks. 

Lat.  W hat  misery  it  is  that  minds  so  royal. 
And  such  most  honest  bounties,  as  vours  are, 
Should  be  confin’d  thus  to  uncertainties! 

But.  Ay,  were  the  ^tate  once  settled,  then 
we  had  places ! 

Yro,  Then  wo  could  shew  ourselves,  nnd 
help  our  friends,  sir.  [where  now 

Cook.  A v,  then  there  were  some  savour  m’t, 
Wc  live  between  two  stools,  every  hour  ready 
To  tumble  on  our  noses;  und  for  aught  wo 
know  yet. 

For  all  this  supper,  ready  to  fast  the  next  day. 
Jjat.  I would  fain  speak  unto  you,  out  of 

Out  ol  the  love  I bear  you,  out  of  honesty, 
For  your  own  goods ; nav,  for  the  general 
blessing.  [ ’pioiy  go  forward! 

Cook.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you; 
Lat.  Dare  you  but  think  to  make  your- 
selves up  certainties,  [bled? 

Your  places  and  your  credits  ten  times  dou- 
Thc  prince’s  favour  ? Iloilo’s  ? 

But.  A sweet  gentleman ! 

Yco.  Ay,  and  as  bounteous,  if  he  had  hit 
right  too.  * [deed, boys! 

Cook.  By  the  mass,  a royal  gentleman  iu- 
Ile’ll  make  thcchimnics  smoak  ! 

Lat.  lie  would  do,  friends  ; [crs. 

And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  right,  true  courti- 
NVhat  could  you  want  then  ? — Dare  you? 


51  Punt.  God-a-mercy,  lad,  send  me  thy  roaring  bottles.]  Mr.  Seward*  wc  think  properly, 
gives  this  speech  to  the  Butler,  instead  of  the  1 sober,  grave,  honest  Pantler,  to  whom  it  be- 
longs neither  by  character  nor  office.*  For  God-a-mercy  lie  reads,  Gruweicyf  which  iv« 
cannot  think  allowable.  The  quarto  says,  dud;  the  folio,  tad. 
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Tim  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


[Act  t . Scene  3. 


Cook.  ’Pray  be  short,  sir.  [sure  you, 
Lat.  And  this,  my  soul  upon’t,  I dare  as- 

If  you  but  dare  your  ports 

Cook.  Dure  not  me,  monsieur; 

F«ir  I that  fear  neither  fire  nor  water,  sir, 
Dare  do  enough,  a man  would  think. 

Yeo.  Believe't,  sir, 

Be  t make  this  pood  upon  us  you  have  promis’d, 
You  shall  not  tind  us  Hinchers. 

Jjot.  Then  I’ll  be  sudden. 

Punt.  What  may  this  mean  ? and  whither 
would  he  drive  us? 

Lat.  And  first,  for  what  you  must  do  (be- 
cause all  danger 

Shall  be  apparently  tied  up  and  muzzled, 
The  matter  seeming  mighty)  there’s  your  par- 
dons ! [God,  defend  us ! 

Pant.  Pardons?  is’t  coiuc  to  that?  Good 
Lat . And  hcrc’s  live  hundred  crowns,  in 
bounteous  earnest: 

And  now,  behold  the  matter. 

[Greet  each  a paper. 
But.  What  are  these,  sir  ? 

Yeo.  And  of  wlmt  nature?  to  what  use? 
jMt.  Imagine.  [abominably) 

CooL  Will  they  kill  rats?  (they  eat  my  pies 
Or  work  upon  a woman  cold  as  Christmas? 

J have  an  old  jade  sticks  upon  my  fingers. 
Way  I taste  them  ? 

Lat.  Is  your  will  made?  [pay  you. 

And  have  you  said  your  prayers?  for  they’ll 
And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  for  your  know- 
ledue, 

And  for  the  pood  you  never  shall  repent  you, 

If  you  be  w ise  men  now' 

Cook.  Wi«*e  ns  you  will,  sir. 

Lat.  These  must  be  put  then  into  th* 
sev’rul  meats 

Y’oting  Otto  loves;  by  you  into  his  wine,  sir, 
Into  his  bread  by  you  ; by  you  into  his  linen. 
Now,  if  yon  desire,  you  have  found  the  means 
To  make  ye;  and.  if  ye  dare  not,  ye  have 
Found  your  ruin  : Resolve  me  ere  I go. 

But.  You'll  keep  faith  with  us? 

Lat.  May  I no  more  see  light  else! 

Cook.  Why,  *tis  done  then. 

But.  Tis  done. 

Punt.  It  is  done  which 
Shall  be  uiidon6. 

Lat.  About  it  then  ! farewell ! 

Ye're  all  of  one  mind? 

Cook.  All. 

Omnes.  All,  all. 

Jjst.  Why  then,  all  happy ! [Exit. 

But.  What  did  we  promise  him  ? 

Yeo.  D’you  ask  that  now? 

But.  I would  lie  glad  to  know  what  'tis. 
Pant.  I’ll  tell  you ; 

It  is  to  be  all  villains,  knaves,  and  traitors. 
Cook.  Fine  wholesome  titles ! 


But.  But,  if  w e dare  go  forward 

Cook.  We  may  be  hang’d,  drawn, and  quar- 
Pant.  Very  true,  sir ! [ter'd. 

Cook.  Oh,  what  a goodly  swing 
Shall  I give  the  gallows!  Yet  l think  too 
This  may  be  done,  and  we  may  be  rewarded, 
Not  with  a rope,  but  with  a royal  master: 
And  yet  we  may  be  hang’d  too. 

Yeo.  Say  ’twere  dene  ; 

Who  is  it  done  for?  Is  it  not  for  Rollo, 

And  for  his  right? 

Cook.  And  yet  we  may  be  bang’d  too. 
But.  Or  say  he  take  it,  say  we  be  disco- 
ver’d ? [protect  us  ? 

Yeo.  Is  not  the  same  man  bound  still  to 
Are  we  not  his? 

But.  Sure  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Cook.  If  he  do,  friends,  we  shall  find  that 
w ill  hold  us.  [po*e, 

And  yet,  mctbinks,  this  prologue  to  our  pur- 
These  crowns  should  promise  more.  Tis  ea- 
sily done. 

As  easy  ns  a man  would  roast  an  egg, 

If  that  be  all : For,  look  you,  gentlemen  ! 
Here  stand  my  broths ; my  finger  slips  a little, 
Dow  n drops  a dose;  I stir  him  with  my  ladle, 
And  there’s  a dish  for  a duke;  olla  podrida. 
Here  stands  a bak’d  meat,  he  wants  a little 
seasoning ; 

A foolish  mistake!  my  spice-box,  gentlemen, 
And  put  in  some  of  this,  the  matter’s  ended; 
Dredge  you  a dish  of  plovers,  there's  the  art 
Or  in  a galingale,  a little  docs  it**.  [on’t; 

Yen.  Or  ns  I fill  my  wiiy? 

Cook.  Tis  very  true,  sir,  [neatly  first. 
Blessing  it  with  your  hand,  thus  quick  and 
Tis  past. 

Yeo.  And  done  once,  ’tis  as  easy 
For  him  to  thank  us  for  it,  and  reward  us. 
Punt.  But  *tis  n damned  sin  ! 

Cook.  I never  fear  that;  [boys. 

The  fire’s  my  play-fellow.  Now  I’m  resolv’d, 
But.  Why  then,  have  w ith  you. 

Yeo.  The  same  for  me. 

Pant.  For  me  too. 

Cook.  And  now,  no  more  our  worships,  but 
our  lordships. 

Pant,  [aside. \ Not  this  year,  on  mv  know- 
ledge; I’ll  uulord  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  * 

Enter  Servant  and  Seucr. 

Sere.  Perfume  tlie  room  round,  and  pre- 
pare the  tabic. 

Gentlemen  officers,  wait  in  your  places. 

Seacr.  Make  room  there; 

Room  for  the  dukes’  meat!  Gentlemen,  be 
bare  there ; [ gapers ; 

Clear  all  the  entrauce.  Guard,  put  by  those 


22  Or  in  a galingale,  a little  docs  if.]  This  line  is  restored  from  the  old  quarto.  G a! ingale , 
the  dictionaries  tell  us,  is  un  Indian  herb,  verv  savoury.  It  was  probably  eaten  cither  as  a 
sallad,  or  pickle,  or  used  in  some  sauce ; otherwise  it  is  scarcely  iutdligible  in  this  place. 

Seward. 
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Act  J.  Scene  8.] 

And,  gent1emen-ushors,see  the  gallery  clear; 
The  dukes  arc  coming  on. 

• Hautboys  ; a banquet. 

Enter  Sophia , between  Kollo  and  Otto , Au- 
brey, JMtorch,  Gisbert , Baldwin,  attend- 
ants, Humond,  Matilda , and  Edith. 

Serv.  Tis  certainly  inform’d. 

Otto.  Reward  the  fellow, 

And  look  you  mainly  to  it. 

Serv.  My  life  for  yours,  sir  ! 

Soph.  Now  am  1 straight,  ray  lords,  and 
young  again ; [sums. 

My  long-since-blasted  hopes  shoot  out  in  blos- 
Thc  fruits  of  everlasting  love  appearing. 

Oh ! my  blest  boys,  the  honour  of  my  years, 
Of  all  ray  cares  the  bounteous  fair  rewarders, 
Oh  ! let  me  thus  embrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a mother’s  love  lock  up  your  friend- 
ships! [twinings. 

And,  ray  sweet  sons,  once  more  with  rautunl 
As  one  chaste  bed  begot  ye,  make  one  body  ! 
Blessings  from  lleav’n  in  thousand  shov/rs 
fall  on  ye ! [equalled  ! 

Aub.  Oh,  woman’s  goodness  never  to  be 
May  the  most  sinful  creatures  of  thy  sex. 

But  kneeling  at  thy  monument,  rise  saints ! 
Soph.  Sit  down,  my  worthy  sons ; my  lords, 
your  places. 

Ay,  now  methinks  the  table’s  nobly  furnish’d ; 
Now  the  meat  nourishes;  the  wine  gives  spirit; 
And  all  the  room,  stuck  with  a general  plea- 
sure. 

Shews  like  the  peaceful  bower  of  happiness. 
Aub.  l^ong  may  it  lost ! and,  from  a heart 
lill’d  with  it 

Full  as  my  cup,  I give  it  round,  my  lords. 
Bald.  And  may  that  stubboru  heart  be 
drunk  with  sorrow 

Refuses  it ! Men  dying  now  should  take  it, 
And,  by  the  virtue  of  this  ceremony. 

Shake  off  their  miseries,  and  sleep  in  peace. 
Kollo.  You’re  sad,  my  noble  brother. 
Otto.  No,  indeed,  sir. 

Soph.  No  sadness,  my  street  son,  this  day. 
Kollo.  I’ray  you  eat ; 

Rome  thing  is  here  you’ve  lov’d ; taste  of  this 
It  w ill  prepare  your  stomach.  [dish, 

Otto.  Thank  you,  brother: 

I am  not  now'  dispos’d  to  eat. 

Kollo.  Op  that; 

(You  put  us  out  of  heart,  umn)  come,  these 
bak’d  meats 

Were  ever  your  best  diet. 

Otto  None,  J thank  you. 

Soph.  Are  you  well,  noble  child  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  gracious  mother. 


Rollo.  Give  him  a enp  of  wine,  then. 
Fledge  the  health ; 

Drink  it  to  me;  I’ll  give  it  to  my  mother. 
.Soph.-  Do,  my  best  child. 

Otto.  I must  not,  iny  best  mother, 

Indeed  I dare  not;  for,  of  late,  my  body 
Has  been  much  weaken’d  by  excess  of  diet; 
The  promise  of  a fever  hanging  on  me, 

And  e’en  now  ready,  if  not  by  abvtineuce 

Rollo.  And  will  you  keep  itiu  this  geueral 
freedom  *■*  ? 

A little  health  preferr’d  before  our  f 'Headship  ? 
Otto.  I pray  you  excuse  me,  sir. 

Kollo.  Excuse  yourself,  sir ; 

Come,  'tis  your  fear,  and  not  your  fever, 
brother,  fncss!— 

And  you  have  done  me  a most  worthy  kind- 
My  royal  mother,  and  you.  noble  lords, 

Hear,  for  it  now  concerns  ine  to  speak  boldly  : 
What  faith  can  he  expected  from  his  vows; 
From  his  dissembling  smiles,  what  fruit  of 
friendship; 

From  all  his  full  embraces,  what  blest  issue ; 
When  he  shall  brand  me  hexe  for  base  su spi- 
ll e takes  me  for  a poisoner [cion  ? 

Soph.  Gods  defend  it,  son  ! 

Rollo . For  a foul  kuave,  u villain,  and  so 
fears  me**. 

Ottu.  I could  say  something  too. 

Soph.  You  must  not  so,  sir, 

Without  your  great  forgetfulness  of  virtue : 
This  is  your  brother,  and  your  honour’d  bro- 
I n deed  your  loving  brother.  [ther, 

Rollo.  If  be  please  so. 

Soph.  One  noble  father,  with  ns  noble 
thoughts,  | you  ; 

Begot  your  minds  and  bodies;  one  care  rock’d 
And  one  truth  to  you  both  was  ever  sacred. 
Now  fy,  iny  Otto  ! whither  flics  your  good- 
ness? ftin^t 

Because  the  right-hand  has  the  power  of  cut- 
Shall  the  left  presently  cry  out  Tis  maim’d  7 
They’re  one,  my  child,  one  power,  and  one 
performance, 

And,  join’d  together  thus,  one  love,  one  body. 
Aub.  I do  beseech  your  Grace,  take  to 
your  thoughts 

More  certain  counsellors  than  doubts  and 
feurs;  [selves 

They  strangle  nature,  and  disperse  them- 
(If  once  believ’d/  into  such  fogs  and  errors. 
That  the  bright  truth  herself  can  never  sever. 
Your  brother  is  a royal  gentleman, 

Full  of  himself,  honour,  and  honesty; 

Aud  take  heed,  sir,  how  nature  bent  to 
goodness,  * • 

So  straight  a cedar  in  itself,  uprightuess, 


•a  Iiollo.  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general freedom ; 

A little  hi  tilth  pref err'd  before  our  friendship  f 
Otto.  1 prau  you  excuse  sue,  sir.J  These  lines  are  not  found  in  the  old  quarto,  yet  no 
one  can  well  doubt  of  their  being  genuine.  . Seward . 

**  Fora  foul  knave , &c.J  The  octavos  of  1711  aud  1750  omit  this  line ; not,  as  we  suppose, 
meaning  to  reprobate  it,  but  through  inattention  m the  Editors  of  1711,  nut  s tribe it-utly 
adverted  to  by  those  of  1750. 
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Being  crested  from  its  true  base,  prove  not 
dangerous  *.  f too  patient. 

Iloilo.  Nay,  my  good  brother  knows  / am 
Lot.  Why  should  your  Grate  think  him  a 
poisoner  ? 

HaS  lie  no  more  respect  to  piety  ? 

And,  but  he  Ims  by  oath  tied  up  his  fury. 
Who  durst  but  think  that  thought? 

Aub.  Away,  thou  firebrand ! [place, 

hat.  If  men  of  his  sort,  of  his  power,  and 

The  eldest  son  in  honour  to  this  dukedom 

Bald.  For  slmnic,  contain  thy  tongue,  thy 
poisonous  tongue, 

That  with  her  burning  venom  will  infect  nil, 
And  once  more  blow  a wildfire  thro’  the 
dukedom ! [man, 

Git.  La  torch,  if  thou  bc’st  honest,  or  a 
Contain  thyself. 

Aub.  Go  to ; no  more ! by  Iloav’n, 

Tou^l  find  you’ve  plaid  the  fool  else ! not  tl 
word  more  ! 

Soph.  Prithee,  sweet  son  ! 

Hollo.  Let  him  alone,  street  inothet*.  And, 
my  lords, 

To  make  yon  understand  how  much  I honour 
This  sacred  peace,  and  next  uiy  innocence, 
And  to  avoid  nil  further  difference 
Discourse  may  draw  on  to  a way  of  danger, 
1 quit  my  place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this 
night, 

Wishing  a general  joy  may  dwell  among  you. 
Aub.  Shall  we  wait  on  your  Grace? 

Hollo.  I dare  not  break  you. 

Latorch  ! [Exeunt  Hollo  and  hut. 

Soph . D’  you  now  perceive  your  brother's 
sweetness*6?  [had  eyes, 

Otto.  OI»,  mother,  that  your  tenderness 


[Att  2.  Scene  S. 

Discerning  eyes,  what  would  this  in  an  appear 
then  ! 

The  tale  of  Sinon,  when  he  took  upon  him 
To  ruin  Troy ; v\ith  what  a cloud  of  cunning 
lie  hid  his  heart,  nothing  appearing  outw  ards 
Rut  came  like  innocence  and  dropping  pity, 
Sighs  ihht  would  ‘fink  a navy,  and  had  talcs 
Able  to  take  the  ears  of  saints’  belief  too; 
And  what  did  all  these?  blew  the  lire  to 
Ilium ! 

II is  crafty  art  (hut  more  rcfiif d by  study  *?) 
My  brother  Ims  put  on  : Oh,  I could  tell  you, 
Rut  for  the  reverence  I bear  to  nature. 
Things  that  woujd  make  your  honest  blood 
move  backward. 

Soph,  You  dure  tell  nfe  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  in  your  private  closet, 

Where  I will  presently  attend  you.  Rise ! 

1 am  a little  troubled,  hut  ’twill  ofl*. 

Soph.  Is  this  the  joy  I look’d  for? 

Ottd.  All  will  mend; 

Be  not  disturb’d,  dear  mother;  I’ll  not  fail 
you.  [Exeunt  Sophia  and  Otto. 

Bold.  I do  not  like  this. 

Aub.  That’s  still  in  our  powers  ; 

But  how  to  make  it  so  that  we  m:ty  like  it — 
Bald.  Beyond  us  ever ! — Latorch,  me- 
thought,  was  busy  ; 

That  fellow,  if  not  look’d-to  narrowly, 

Will  do  a sudden  mischief. 

Aub.  Hell  look  to  him  ! 

For  if  there  may  he  a devil  above  all  yet; 
That  rogue  will  make  him.  Keep  vou  up 
this  night; 

And  so  will  I,  for  much  I fear  a danger. 
Bold.  I will,  and  in  my  watches  use  my 
prayers.  [Exeunt. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  HOLLO, 


« And  take  herd , sir,  how  Nature  bent  to  goodness , 

(So  straight  a cedar  to  himself)  uprightness 

Be  wrested  Jrom  his  true  use,  prove  not  dangerous .]  This  passnge,  which,  as  it  hns  beeit 
hitherto  printed,  seemed  to  Mr.  Sympson  quite  unintelligible,  like  a crystal  stream  disturbed 
in  a bright  contains  the  glittering  trngmenis  of  a most  poetic  sentiment.  I strike  out 
the  parenthesis,  and  read  itself  for  himself  it  being  evident  that  uprightness  is  the  straight 
cedar.  Being  for  be  restores  the  grammar,  and  line,  growth , or  course , instead  of  use,  will 
either  of  them  carry  on  the  metaphor:  so  will  base ; and  as  that  is  nearest  the  trace  of  the 
letters,  though  it  but  this  instant  occurred,  I shall  venture  it  into  the  text.  Seward. 

* Soph.  Do  you  now  perceive  your  brother's  sweetness?]  This  line  is  restored  from  the  old 
quarto.  Seward. 

97  His  crafty  art  ( but  more  refin'd  ly  .i/udy).]  This  line,  so  necessary  to  the  sense  and 
undoubtedly' genuine,  is  n<K  iu  die  quo!  to,  but  in  the  folio  of  1079:  Seward* 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  t. 

Enter  Sophia , Otto,  Matilda , and  Edith. 
Otto.  "yOU  wonder,  madam,  that,  for  all 
A the  shows 

My  brother  Iloilo  makes  of  hearty  love,  [us, 
And  free  possession  of  the  dukedom  ’twixt 
I notw  ithstanding  should  stand  stilUuspicious, 


As  if,  beneath  those  veils,  he  did  convey 
Intents  and  practices  of  hate  and  treasod  I 
Soph.  It  breeds  indeed  my  wonder. 

Olio.  Which  makes  mine, 

Since  *tis  so  safe  and  broad  a beaten  way, 
Beneath  the  name  of  friendship  to  betray. 
Soph.  Tho’,  in  remote  and 
feolious, 
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Act  8.  Scene  1.] 

These  falshoods  sire  so  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  so  force  nature. 

Otto.  The  more  near  f sever, 

The  bands  of  truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they 
Being  better  cloaks  to  cover  falshood  ever. 
Soph.  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits  the  tree  so 
blasting*8, 

Can  grow  in  nature.  Take  heed,  gentle  son, 
Lest  some  suborn'd  suggester  of  these  trea- 
sons, 

Believ'd  in  him  by  you,  provoke  the  rather 
His  tender  envies  to  such  foul  attempts; 

Or  that  your  too-much  love  to  rule  alone 
Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  passion  *9: 
There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear, 

Were  not  our  good  held  at  a price  too  dear. 

Otto.  So  apt  is  Treachery  to  he  excus’d, 
That  Innocence  is  still  aloud  abus'd ; 

The  fate  of  Virtue  ev'n  her  friends  perverts, 
To  plead  for  Vice  oft-times  against  their 
hearts : 

Hcav'n’s  blessing  is  her  curse,  which  she  must 
bear, 

That  she  may  never  love  herself  too  dear*. 


Soph.  Alas,  my  son,  nor  fate,  nor  Heav’n 
itself,  [good 

Can  or  would  wrest  my  whole  care  of  your 
To  any  least  secureness  in  your  ill : 

What  1 urge  issues  from  my  curious  fear, 
Lest  you  shou/d  make  your  means  to  'scape 
your  snare: 

Doubt  of  sincereness  is  the  only  mean, 

Not  to  incense  it,  hut  corrupt  it  clean. 

Otto.  I rest  as  far  from  wrong  of  all  sin- 
cereness, [madam, 

As  he  flies  from  the  practice.  Trust  me, 
I know  by  their  confessions  he  suborn’d, 
What  I should  eat,  drink,  touch,  or  only  have 
scented, 

This  evening- fenst,  was  poison'd : But  I fear 
Ilis  open  violence  more,  that  treacherous 
odds, 

Which  he,  in  his  insatiate  thirst  of  rule. 

Is  like  to  execute. 

Soph.  Believe  it,  son, 

If  still  his  stomach  be  so  foul  to  feed 
On  such  gross  objects,  and  that  thirst  to  rule 
The  state  alone  be  yet  unquench’d  in  him, 


38  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits,  the  tret  so  blasting.]  Mr.  Theobald,  from  the  old  quarto, 

put* -C  the  tree  so  blasting’)  in  a parenthesis  : and  Mr.  Sympson  would  read  blasted ; both 

join  in  the  same  sense,  * the  tree  being  so  blasted,  or  of  such  a blasting  nature.'  But  if  the 
tret*  is  so  blasted,  or  blasting,  where  is  the  wonder  that  it  should  produce  bad  fruit?  I strike 
out  even  the  comma,  and  understand  it  in  this  sense.  ‘ It  cannot  be  that  fruits  so  hlastiug 
the  tree  from  whence  they  sprung  should  grow  in  nature.'  Here  Hollo  is  the  fruit,  she 
herself  the  tree,  one  of  whose  natural  branches  Uollo  would  blast,  and  by  consequence  tbe 
tree  itself.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward  is  certainly  right  in  his  reading  and  explanation;  and  yet,  by  a strange 
confusion  of  ideas,  quite  wrong  in  his  commentary.  It  is  plain  from  the  speech  of  Otto, 
to  which  this  is  an  immediate  answer,  that  Futshood  is  the  supposed  fruit,  and  Truth  tlie 
tree;  Kollo  being  here  accused  of  engrafting  treachery  on  friendship,  aud  murder  on  the 
shews  of  natural  affection  ami  consanguinity. 

*9  . . - — Take  heed , gentle  son, 

K Lest  some  suborn'd  suggest  er  of  these  treasons, 

’Believ'd  in  him  bp  you,  provok'd  the  rather 
His  tender  envies  to  such  foul  attempts ; 

Or  that  your  too  much  love  to  rule  alone , 

Bred  not  of  him  this  jealous  passion.]  So  quarto.  The  two  following  editions  read  the 
last  line, 

* Bned  not  in  him  this  jealous  passion.* 

Mr.  Seward,  in  the  third  line,  reads  provoke  instead  of  provok'd;  * which  word,'  says  he, 
1 would  imply  Sophia’s  belief  of  Hollo's  attempt,  which  sue  did  not  give  credit  to.'  In  this 
variation  we  think  him  perfectly  right;  bqt  not  in  his  restoring  the  last  line  from  the  quarto, 
which  appears  evidently  corrupt.  The  meaning  of  the  passage  is,  ‘ Take  care  lest  your 
suspicion  should  provoke  his  violence,  or  your  ambition  breed  his  jealousy/ 

* Metro  n's  blessing  is  her  curse , which  she  must  bear , 

That  she  map  never  face. 

Soph.  Alas,  mp  son,  &c.J  The  second  line  is  left  thus  imperfect  ill  sense  and  measure  in 
all  tbe  editions.  By  observing  the  tendency  of  the  sense  one  may  ask,  What  is  the  moral 
reason  why  Virtue  in  this  life  should  be  permitted  by  Heaven  to  fall  under  obloquy  and  dis- 
grace? Lest  self-approbation  and  self-love  should  puff  up  the  heart  of  the  virtuous  man  to 
pride  and  vanity.  The  following  words  give  this  souse,  and  complete  the  rhune  : 

*  which  she  must  bear, 

* That  she  may  never  love  herself  too  dear.' 

After  thishad  occurred,  by  looking  back  1 found  this  made  a direct  parody  to  the  conclusion 
of  Sophia's  last  speech : 

1 There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear, 

* Were  not  our  good  held  at  a price  too  dear  ' 

This  therefore  odds  greatly  to  the  probability  of  the  conjecture.  Seward. 
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Poisons,  and  such  close  treasons,  ask  more 
time 

Than  can  suffice  his  fiery  spirit’s  haste  : 

And,  were  there  in  him  such  desire  to  hide 
So  false  a practice,  there  would  likewise  rest 
Conscience  and  fear  in  him  of  open  force; 

And  therefore  close  nor  open  you  need  fenr. 

Mat.  Good  madam,  stand  not  so  inclin'd 
to  trust 

What  proves  his  tend’rest  thoughts  to  doubt 
it  just. 

Who  k nows  not  the  unbounded  flood  and 
sen51. 

In  which  my  brother  Rollo's  appetites 
Alter  and  rage?  with  every  puff  and  hreath, 

Ilis  swelling  blood  exhales;  and  therefore 
hear,  [use 

What  gives  mv  temperate  brother  cause  to 
Ilis  readiest  circumspection,  and  consult 
For  remedy  ’gainst  all  his  wicked  purposes. 

If  he  arm,  arm  ; if  lie  strew  mines  of  treason, 

Meet  him  with  countermines : Tis  justice 
still 

(For  goodness’  sake)  t’  encounter  ill  with  ill. 

Soph.  Avert  from  us  such  justice,  equal 
Heav’n  **, 

And  all  such  cause  of  justice ! 

Otto.  Past  all  doubt 
(For  all  the  sacred  privilege  of  night) 

This  is  no  time  for  us  to  sleep  or  rest  in : 

Who  knows  not  nil  things  holy  are  prevented 
With  ends  of  all  impiety  ? all  but 
Lust,  gain,  ambition  35  ? 

Enter  Ro/lo  armed , and  Latorch. 

Rol/o.  Perish  till  the  world 
Ere  I but  lose  one  foot  of  possible  empire, 

S'  Who  knnu's  not  the  unbounded  flood  and  sea , 

Jn  zchich  my  brother  Rot to' s appetites 
Alter  and  rape  u ith  every  pufl'und  breath  ? 

His  spelling  blood  exhales.]  ‘ This  punctuation,’  Mr.  Seward  truly  remarks,  1 greatly 
4 diminishes  the  extreme  l**auty  of  the  metaphors.  Exhales  signifies  boils  and  flings  off"  va- 
4 pours,  as  the  sea  in  storms  does  its  spray.  This  is  the  true  meaning  of  the  wort!,  from 
* the  Latin  erhalare.  We  corrupt  it  when  we  say  the  sun  exhales  vapours  from  the  sea.’ 

3*  Equal  f/car’n.]  Equal  is  here  used  in  the  sense  of  the  Latin  word  enjuus,  and  means 
favourable , propitious. 

33  HTio  knorcs  not  all  things  holy  arc  prevented, 

With  ends  of  all  impiety , all  but 

Lust , gain , ambition  Y)  When  a passage  is  utterly  darkened,  as  this  before  us,  and  almost 
evidently  by  the  loss  of  a whole  sentence,  it  is  impossible  to  restore  it  with  certainty ; but 
a due  observance  of  the  tendency  of  the  context,  the  character  that  utters  it,  and  the  genius 
and  spirit  of  the  Author,  may  lead  us  with  high  probability  to  the  sentiment,  though  not  to 
the  exact  words  of  the  original.  I suppose  a mall  corruption  both  in  the  first  and  second 
line.  The  good  Otto  is  in  all  his  speeches  full  of  moral  and  political  reflectious,  and  there- 
fore the  following  one  seems  to  suit  both  what  precedes  and  follows  it : 

4 Who  know*  not  all  things  holy  arc  perverted 
4 To  lhf  ends  of  all  impiety  ? thus  darkness 
* Lulls  all  things  in  security,  all  hut 
4 Lust,  gain,  ambition.’  Seu'ard. 

These  variations  and  additions  Mr.  Seward  inserts  in  the  text;  but  though  the  passage 
really  seems  to  be  corrupt,  wc  cannot  venture  to  adopt  them.  It  has  been  suggested,  that, 
by  understanding  the  word  prevented  in  a tense  which  it  not  unfrcquently  bears,  that  of  being 
beforchund , or  taking  place , Otto  here  inculcates  the  doctrine,  1 Thar  impiety  via  so.  uys 
righteousness,  and  all  considerations  but  those  of  lust,  gain,  aud  ambition.’ 


By  sleights  and  colour  us'd  by  slaves  and 
wretches  ! 

I am  exempt  by  birth  from  both  those  curbs, 
And  sit  above  them  in  all  justice,  since 
I sit  above  in  power  : Where  power  is  giv’n, 
Is  all  the  right  suppos’d  of  earth  and  Heav’n. 
Lat.  Prove  both,  sir  ; sec  the  traitor  1 
Otto.  He  comes  arm’d  ; 

See,  mothor,  now  your  confidence  ! 

Soph.  What  rage  affects  this  monster  ? 
Rol/o.  Give  me  way,  or  perish ! 

Soph.  Mnke  thy  way,  viper,  if  thou  thus 
affect  it ! 

Otto  This  is  a treason  like  thee  ! 

Ratio.  Let  her  go ! 

Soph , Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  shield, 
my  son  ; 

And  thro’ my  breast  let  his  rude  weapon  run, 
To  thy  life’s  innocence  ! 

Otto.  Play  not  two  parts, 

Treacher  and  coward  both,  butyicld  a sword, 
And  let  thy  arming  thee  he  odds  enough 
Against  my  naked  bosom  ! 

Ro/lo.  Loose  his  hold  ! 

Mat.  Forbear,  base  murderer ! 

Ro/lo.  Forsake  our  mother! 

Soph.  Mother  dost  thou  name  me, 

And  put  off  nature  thus? 

Ro/lo.  Forsake  her,  traitor, 

Or,  by  the  spoil  of  nature,  thorough  hers, 
This  leads  unto  thy  heart ! 

Otto.  Hold  ! 

Soph.  Hold  me  still.  [not  hazard 

Otto,  l or  twenty  hearts  and  lives,  1 will 
One  drop  of  blood  m yours. 

Sttph.  Oh,  thou  art  lost  then  ! 

Otto.  Protect  my  innocence,  llenv’n  ! 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Soak.  Call  out  ‘Murder!* 

Mat.  He  murder’d  all,  but  save  him ! 

Edith.  Murder!  murder ! 

Hollo.  Cannot  I reach  you  yet? 

Otto.  No,  fiend. 

Hollo.  Latorch, 

Rescue ! I’m  down. 

Lot.  Up  then;  your  sword  cools,  sir: 

Ply  it  i’  th’  flame,  and  work  your  ends  out. 
RoUo.  Ila ! 

Have  at  you  there,  sir ! 

Enter  Aubrey . 

Aub.  Author  of  prodigies, 

What  sights  are  these? 

Otto.  Oh,  give  me  a weapon,  Aubrey  ! 
Soph.  Oh,  part  ’em,  part  ein  ! 

Aub.  For  Heav’n’s  sake,  no  more ! 

Otto.  No  more  resist  his  fury ; uo  rage  can 
Add  to  his  mischief  done ! [Die*. 

Soph.  Take  spirit,  my  Otto; 

Heav’n  will  not  see  thee  die  thus. 

Mut.  lie  is  dead, 

And  nothing  lives  but  death  of  every  goodness. 
Soph.  Oh,  he  hath  slaiu  his  brother;  curse 
him.  Heaven ! 

Hollo.  Curse  and  be  curs’d  ! it  is  the  fruit 
of  cursing. 

, Latorch,  take  off  here;  bring  too  of  that 
blood 

To  colour  o’er  my  shirt ; then  raise  the  court. 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us, 

In  our  bed  uaked.  Shall  the  name  of  Brother 
Forbid  us  to  enlarge  our  state  and  powers? 
Or  place  affects  of  blood  above  our  reason, 
Thai  tells  us  all  things  good  against  another. 
Are  good  in  the  same  line  against  a brother? 

[Exeunt  Kollo  and  Latorch. 

Enter  Gisbert  and  Baldwin . 

Git.  What  fears34  inform  these  outcries? 
Aub.  .See,  ami  grieve. 

Gii.  Prince  Otto  slain? 

Bald.  Oh,  execrable  slaughter ! 

What  haud  hath  author’d  it? 

Aub.  Your  scholar’s,  Baldwin. 

Bald.  Unjustly  urg’d,  lord  Aubrey ; as  if  I, 
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For  being  his  schoolmaster,  must  teach  this 
doctrine. 

You  are  his  counsellor;  did  you  advise  him 
To  this  foul  parricide?  [live 

Git.  If  rule  affects  this  licence,  who  would 
To  worse  than  die,  in  force  of  his  obedience? 
Bald.  Heav’n’s  cold  and  liug’ring  spirit  to 
punish  sin, 

And  human  blood  so  fiery  to  commit  it, 

One  so  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  never 
Be  turn’d  to  tit  obedience. 

Aub.  Burst  it  then  [bound, 

With  his  full  swing  given.  Where  it.  brooks  no 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain  ; and  all  that  rests 
To  be  our  refuge  (since  our  powers  uro 
strength  less) 

Is,  to  conform  our  wills  to  suffer  freely  35 
What  with  our  murmurs  we  can  never  master. 
Ladies,  he  pleas’d  with  what  lleav’n’s  plea- 
sure suffers ; 

Erect  your  princely  countenances  and  spirits, 
And,  to  redress  the  mischief  now  resistless. 
Sooth  it  in  show,  rather  than  curse  or  cross 
it; 

Wish  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  best. 
But,  ’till  you  may  perform  it,  let  it  rest. 

Git.  Those  temporizings  are  too  dull  and 
servile 

To  breathe  the  free  air  of  a manly  soul, 
Which  shall  in  me  expire  in  execrations, 
Before  for  any  life  I sooth  a murderer  ! 
Bald.  Pour  lives  before  him,  ’till  his  own 
be  dry 

Of  all  life  s services  and  human  comforts ! 
None  left  that  looks  at  Heav’n’s  left  half  so 
base  ^ 

To  do  these  black  and  hellish  actions  grace  ! 

Enter  Kollo , Latorch , Hatnond , and  Guard . 

Kollo.  Haste,  Latorch, 

And  raise  the  city,  as  the  court  is  rais’d, 
Proclaiming  the  ubhorr’d  conspiracy 
In  plot  against  my  life. 

Lut.  I shall,  my  lord,  [ Exit. 

Kollo.  You  there  that  mourn  upon  the 
justly  slain, 

Arise  and  leave  it,  if  you  love  your  lives ! 


3*  What  affairs  inform  these  outcries  ?]  Varied  by  Mr,  Theobald. 

35  Is  to  conform  our  wills  to  suffer  freely .]  Passive  obedience  and  non-  resistance  to  princes 
being  the  absurd  but  almost  universal  doctrine  of  our  Authors’  age,  Aubrey  is  upon  that 
principle  a very  complete  character.  And  every  reader,  who  wants  to  form  a true  taste  of 
any  poem,  should  always  use  an  occasional  conformity  to  the  doctrines  and  tenets  of  the  age 
the  Poet  wrote  in.  Without  this,  the  characters  of  Amintorin  The  Maid’s  Tragedy,  of  Aecius 
in  Valcntiuian,  and  Aubrey  here,  together  with  many  inferior  characters,  will  not  be  near  so 
interesting  as  they  really  deserve  to  be.  Seward. 

**  None  less  that  looks  at  Ilcuv'n  is  half  so  base 

To  do  those  black  and  hellish. actions  grace.]  There  is  a stiffness  in  the  first  line  which 
gives  suspicion  of  a mistake.  The  old  quarto  reads, 

* None  left  that  looks  at  Heaven ’s  If  ft  half  so  base.* 

This  was  evidently  wrong,  and  the  folio  and  octavo  are  only  the  conjectural  emendation  of 
the  former,  Mr.  Synipson  has,  I believe,  restored  the  original,  a-»  he  gives  it  a stronger 
connexion  with  the  foregoing  lines,  and  renders  the  sentence  natural  and  easy: 

• fTiS  none  that  looks  at  Heaven ’s  left  half  so  base.’  Seward, 

We  think  tbc  quarto  right,  and  perfectly  intelligible. 
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And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may 
save  you.  [stir. 

3 hit.  What  will  the  butcher  do?  I will  not 
Kollo.  Stir,  and  unforc’d  stir,  or  stir  never 
more ! [better 

Command  her,  you  grave  beldame,  that  know 
My  deadly  resolutions,  since  I drew  them 
From  the  infective  fountain  of  your  own; 
Or,  if  vou  have  forgot,  this  fiery  prompter 
Shall  fix  the  fresh  impression  on  your  heart ! 
Soph.  Rise,  daughter!  sene  his  will  in 
what  wc  may, 

Lest  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 
Is  this  ull  you  command  us  ? 

Kollo.  This  addition 

Only  admitted  ; that,  when  I endeavour 
To  quit  me  of  this  slaughter,  you  presume 
not 

To  cross  me  with  a syllable,  nor  your  souls 
Murmur37  nor  think  against  it;  but  weigh 
well, 

It  will  not  help  your  ill,  but  help  to  more, 
And  that  my  nand,  wrought  thus  far  to  my 
will, 

Will  check  at  nothing  ’till  his  circle  fill. 

Mat . Fill  it,  so  I consent  not;  but  who 
sooths  it  [it. 

Consents,  and  who  consents  to  tyranny,  does 
Kollo.  False  traitress,  die  then  with  him  ! 
Auh.  Are  you  mad, 

To  offer  at  more  blood,  and  make  yourself 
More  horrid  to  your  people?  I’ll  proclaim, 
It  is  not  as  your  instrument  will  publish. 
Kollo.  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you.— 
So  nimble  ! [Aub.  disarms  him. 

Resign  my  sword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  soul 
To  other  what  thou  insolently  threat’nest. 
One  word  proclaiming  cross  to  what  La  torch 
Hath  in  commission,  and  intends  to  publish. 
Aub.  Well,  sir,  not  for  your  threats,  but 
for  your  goad. 

Since  more  hurt  to  you  would  more  hurt  your 
country, 

And  that  you  must  make  virtue  of  the  need 
That  now  compels  you.  I’ll  consent,  as  tar 
As  silence  argues,  to  your  will  proclaim’d. 
And  since  no  more  sons  of  your  princely  fa- 
ther 

Survive  to  rule  but  you,  and  that  I wish 
You  should  rule  like  your  father,  with  the  love 
And  zeal  of  all  your  subjects,  this  foul 
slaughter 

That  now  you  have  committed,  made  asham’d 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 

With  that  fair  blessing,  that,  in  place  of 
plagues, 

Heav’n  tries  our  mending  disposition  with, 
Take  here  your  sword ; which  uow  use  like 
a prince, 

And  no  more  like  a tyrant. 

Kollo.  This  sounds  well ; 

Live,  and  be  gracious  with  us. 

Gis.  4*  Kuld.  Oh,  lord  Aubrey  ! 

Mat.  lie  flutter  thus? 
i&i/j/r.  lie  temporizes  fitly. 

Gis.  4 Kald.  Wonder  invades  me"  ! 

Kollo.  Do  you  two  think  much 
That  he  thus  wisely,  and  w ith  need,  consents 
To  what  1 author  for  your  country’s  good, 
You  being  my  tutor,  you  my  chancellor? 

Gis.  Your  chancelior  is  not  vour  flatterer, 
sir.  [such  d«>ctrine. 

Bald.  Nor  is’t  your  tutor’s  part  to  shield 
Kollo.  Sir,  first  know  you, 

In  pmiscofyour  pure  oratory  that  rais’d  you, 
That  when  the  people  (w  ho  1 know  by  this 
Are  rais’d  out  of  their  rests,  and  hast’uing  hi- 
ther 

To  witness  what  is  done  here)  arc  arriv’d 
With  our  Latorch,  that  you,  ex  tempore , 
Shall  fashion  an  oration  to  acquit 
And  justify  this  forced  fact  of  mine  ; 

Or  for  the  proud  refusal  lose  your  head. 

Gis.  I fashion  an  ointion  to  acquit  you  ? 
Sir,  know  you  then,  that  *tisa  tiling  less  easy 
T’  excuse  n parricide  than  to  commit  it. 
Kollo.  I do  not  wish  you,  sir,  to  excuse 
me, 

But  to  accuse  my  brother  as  the  cause 
Of  his  own  slaughter,  by  attempting  mine. 
Gis.  Not  for  the  world;  I should  pour 
blood  on  blood ! 

It  were  another  murder,  to  accuse 
Him  that  fell  innocent. 

Kollo.  Away  with  him  ! 

Hence,  hale  him  straight  to  execution  ! 

Aub.  Far  fly  such  rigour  your  amend  ful  hand. 
Hollo.  lie  perishes  with  him  that  speaks 
for  him  ! [pain. 

Guard,  do  your  office  on  him,  on  your  lives’ 
Gis.  Tyrant,  ’twill  haste  thy  own  death. 
Kollo.  Let  it  wing  it ! 

He  threatens  rne : Villains,  tear  him  piece- 
meal hence ! 

Guard.  Avant,  sir. 

Ham.  Force  him  hence ! 

Kollo.  Dispatch  him,  captain: 


To  cross  me,  &rcj  Wc  have  here  followed  the  quarto.  All  other  copies  exhibit, 

* To  cross  me  with  a syllable,  for  your  souls; 

4 Murmur,  nor  think,  & c.’ 

31  Rollo.  Wonder  intaU:s  me;  do  you  two  think  much , &c.]  The  words  4 Wonder  invades 
me,’  which  express  a person  wrnpt  up  in  wonder  and  horror,  seemed  at  first  sight,  both  to 
Mr.  'rympson  and  me,  to  be  out  of  character  in  Kollo’s  mouth,  mid  by  joint  consent  w e give 
it  to  Sophia,  though  it  would  be  equally  proper  to  Matilda,  Baldwin,  or  Gisbcrt.  As  the 
verses  are  often  divided  between  the  speakers,  this  alone  has  produced  several  hundred 
mistakes  m Mjcnkors  in  our  Authors’  plays.  Seward. 

Wc  think  the  speech  should  be  placed  to  Gisbert  and  Baldwin,  as  the  words  4 Oh,  lord 
Aubrey !’  arc.  Kollo’s  reply  authorizes  it.  , 


Digitized  by  Google 


DUKE  OF  NORMANDY. 


137 


Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


And  bring  me  instant  word  he  is  dispatch’d, 
And  how  his  rhetorick  takes  it. 

Ham . HI  not  fail,  sir.  [chief ; 

Rullo.  Captain,  besides  remember  this  in 
That,  being  executed,  you  deny 
To  all  his  friends  the  ntes  of  funeral, 

And  cast  his  carcase  out  to  dogs  and  fowls. 
Ham.  Tis  done,  my  lord. 

Kollo.  Upon  your  life,  not  fail ! 

[Exeunt  Hum,  Gis,  and  Guard. 
Bald.  What  impious  daring  is  there  here 
of  Hr  av’n  ! [the  people 

Kollo.  Sir,  now  prepare  yourself,  against 
Make  here  their  entry,  to  discharge  th’  oration 
lie  hath  denied  tny  will. 

Bald.  For  fear  of  death  ? 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Rol/o.  Is  death  ridiculous  with  you? 
Works  misery  of  age  this,  or  thy  judgment? 
Bald.  Judgment,  false  tyrant! 

Rol/o.  You'll  make  no  oration  then  ? 

Bald.  Not  to  excuse. 

But  aggravate  thy  murder,  if  thou  wilt;  [it 
Which  I will  so  enforce.  I’ll  make  thee  wreak 
(With  hate  of  what  thou  win’stby’t)on  thyself, 
With  such  another  justly-merited  murder! 
Rullo.  I’ll  answer  you  anon ! 

Enter  Latorch. 

Lat.  The  citizens 

Are  hasting,  sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  resolv’d, 

By  my  persuasion,  of  your  brother’s  treasons. 
Rol/o.  Honest  Latorch ! 

Enter  Jlumond. 

Ham.  See,  sir,  here’s  Gisbert’s  head. 
Rol/o.  Good  speed.  Was’t  with  a sword  ? 
Ham.  An  axe,  my  lord.  [have  hail 

Kollo.  An  nxe?  'twas  vilely  dune  ! I would 
My  own  fine  headsman  done  it  with  a sword. 
Go,  take  this  dotard  here,  und  take  his  head 
Off  with  a sword. 

Ham.  Your  schoolmaster  ? 

R'dlo.  Ev’n  he.  [best 

Bald.  For  teaching  thee  no  better ; ’tis  the 
Of  all  thy  damned  justices!  Away, 

Captain;  I’ll  follow. 

Edith.  Oh,  stay  there,  duke ; 

And,  in  the  midst  of  nil  thy  blood  and  fury, 
Hear  a poor  maid’s  petitions,  hear  a daughter, 
The  only  daughter  of  a wretched  father! 
Ob,  stay  your  haste,  us  you  shall  need  this 
mercy! 

Rol/o.  Away  with  this  fond  woman  ! 
Edith.  You  must  hear  me, 

If  there  be  any  spark  of  pity  in  you, 


If  sweet  humanity  and  mercy  rule  you  ! 

I do  confess  you  are  a prince,  your  anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  execution  greater— 
Kollo.  Away  witli  him ! 

Edith.  Oh,  captain,  by  thy  manhood, 

By  her  soft  soul  that  bare  thee — I do  con- 
fess, sir,  [righteous — 

Your  doom  of  justice  on  your  foes  most 
Good  noble  prince,  look  oil  me ! 

Rullo.  Take  her  from  me!  [me? 

Edith.  A curse  upon  his  life  that  hinders 
May  father’s  blessing  never  fall  upon  him. 
May  HeavTi  ne’er  hear  his  prayers ! I beseech 
you,  [hands  wooe  you. 

Oh,  sir,  these  tears  beseech  you,  the  so  chaste 
Tlmt  never  vet  were  heav’d  hut  to  things  holy. 
Things  like  yourself!  You  are  a god  above  us; 
Be  ns  a god  theu,  full  of  saving  mercy! 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  sir,  for  his  sake  mercy* 
That,  when  your  stout  heart  weeps,  shall  give 
you  pity ! 

Here  I must  grow. 

Rol/o.  By  ileav’n.  I’ll  strike  thee,  woman  ! 
Edith.  Most  willingly ; let  all  thy  anger 
seize  me,  [man. 

All  the  most  studied  torments,  so  this  good 
This  old  man,  and  this  innocent,  escape  thee ! 
Rullo.  Carry  him  away*  I say  ! [pity, 
Edith.  Now  blessing  on  thee!  Oh,  sweet 
I gee  it  in  thy  eyes.  I charge  you,  soldiers, 
Ev’n  by  the  prince’s  power, release  my  father! 
The  prince  is  merciful;  why  do  you  hold  him? 
The  prince  forgets  his  fury  ; why  do  you  tug 
him?  [speak,  sir! 

lie  is  old;  why  do  you  hurt  him?  Speak,  oh. 
Speak,  as  you  are  a man  ! a man’s  life  hangs, 
sir, 

A friend’s  life,  and  a foster  life,  upon  you. 
Tis  but  a word,  but  mr/ry'quickly  spoke,  sir. 
Oh,  speak,  prince,  speak  ! 

Rol/o  Will  no  man  here  obey  me? 

Have  I no  rule  yet  ? AS  I live,  lie  dies 
Tlmt  does  not  execute  my  will,  and  suddenly  ! 
Bald.  All  thou  canst  do  takes  but  oue  short 
hour  from  me. 

Rnllo.  Hew  off  her  hands  ! 

Hum.  La  ly,  hold  off! 

Edith.  No,  hew  ’em ; 

Ilew  off  my  innocent  hands,  as  he  commands 
you!  [JEUil  Raid,  with  the.  Guard. 
They’d  hang  the  faster  on  for  death’s  convul- 
sion— [then  I 

Thou  seed  of  rocks,  w ill  nothing  move  thee 
Are  all  my  tears  lost  ? all  my  righteous  prayers 
Drown’d  in  thy  druuken  wrath?  I stand  up 
thus  tbeu», 


30 Island  up  thus  then ; 

Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant , 

And  to  thy  face  in  Hearn’s  high  name  defy  thee.  ] I am  far  from  Blinking  it  necessary 
to  fill  up  hemistichs  where  the  sense  docs  not  require  it:  Here  it  does  not,  and  yet  I verily 
think  there  lias  been  aa  omission.  This  is  one  of  the  noblest  and  most  correct  scenes  in 
die  whole  play,  and  a repetition  of’ her  defiance  filling  up  the  measure,  and  giving  a fine 
climax  to  tne  workings  of  her  passion,  I have  ventured  to  insert  it,  and  to  divide  the  sen- 
tence into  separate  parts.  Seuurd. 

Mr. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1, 


Thus  boldlv»  bloody  tyrant,  [thee ! 

And  to  thy  face,  in  Heav’n’s  high  name,  defy 
And  may  sweet  Mercy,  when  thy  sold  sighs 
for  it;  [trembles; 

When  under  thy  black  mischiefs  thy  tlcsh 
When  neither  strength, nor  youth, nor  friends, 
nor  gold,  [conscience, 

Can  stay  one  hour ; when  thy  mostwietched 
Wak’d  from  her  dream  of  death,  like  lire  shall 
melt  thee;  . [wounds, 

When  all  thy  mother’s  tears,  thy  brother’s 
Thy  people's  fears,  and  curses,  and  my  loss, 
My  aged  father’s  loss,  shall  stand  before 

thee [her  father; 

Hallo.  Save  him,  I say;  run,  save  him,  save 
Flv,  and  redeem  his  head!  [Exit  Latorch. 

Edith.  May  then  that  pity, 

That  comfort  thou  expect’st  from  Ilcav'n, 
that  Mercy,  [thoe. 

Be  lock’d  up  from  thee, flv  thee  ! how  lings  find 
Despair,  (oh,  my  sweet  father!)  storms  of 
Blood  till  thou  burst  again  * [terrors, 

j Kollo,  Oli,  fair  sweet  anger ! 

Enter  La  torch  and  Hamond,  with  a head. 
Lat.  1 came  too  late,  sir;  ’twas  dispatch’d 
His  head  is  here.  [before; 

Rollo.  And  my  heart  there  ! Go,  bury  him  ; 
Give  him  fair  rites  of  funeral, decent  honours. 
Edith.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  monster? 
Highest  Ileav’n, 

Give  him  a punishment  lit  for  his  mischief ! 
Lat.  I fear  thy  prayer  is  heard,  and  he 
rewarded. 

Fady,  have  patience ; ’twas  unhappy  speed  ; 
Blame  not  the  duke,  ’twas  not  his  fault,  but 
Fate’s;  , [ed, 

He  sent,  you  know,  to  stay  it,  and  command* 
In  care  of  you,  the  heavy  object  hence 
$oon  as  itcainc : Have  better  thoughts  of  him ! 

Enter  the  Citizens. 

1  Ci/.  Where’s  this  young  truitor? 

Lat.  Noble  citizens,  here ; [lord. 

And  here  the  wounds  lie  gave  your  sovereign 
1 Cit.  This  prince,  of  force,  must  be 


Bclov’d  of  Ileav’n,  whom  Ileav’n  hath  thus 
preserv’d.  [know, 

2  Cit.  And  if  he  be  belov'dof  Heav’u,you 
Hr  must  be  just,  and  all  his  actions  so. 

Rollo.  Concluded  like  an  oracle.  Oh,  how 
great 

A grace  of  Ileav’n  is  a wise  citizen ! [just, 
For  Hcav’n  ’tis  makes  'em  wise,  as’t  made  me 
As  it  preserv’d  me,  as  1 now  survive 
By  his  strong  hand  to  keep  you  ail  alive: 
Your  wives,  your  children,  goods  and  lands 
kept  yours,  [power, 

That  had  been  else  prey  to  his  tyrannous 
That  would  have  prey’d  on  me,  in  bed  as- 
saulted me, 

In  sacred  time  of  peace.  My  mother  here, 
My  sister,  this  just  lord,  and  all  had  till’d 
'1  lie  Curtian  gulf  of  this  conspiracy4®, 

Of  which  my  tutor  and  my  chancellor  [nest, 
(Two  of  the  gravest,  and  most  counted  ho- 
In  all  mv  dukedom)  were  the  monstrous 
heads. 

Oh,  trust  no  honest  men  for  their  sake?  ever, 
My  politick  Citizens;  but  those  that  bear 
Die  names  of  cut-throats,  usurers,  and  tv- 
rants,  [world 

Oh,  those  believe  in;  for  the  foul-moutli’d 
Can  give  no  better  terms  to  simple  goodness. 
Ev’n  me  it  dares  blaspheme,  and  thinks  me 
tyrannous  [ther : 

For  saving  my  own  life  sought  by  my  bro- 
Yct  those  that  sought  his  life  before  by  poison 
(Tho’  mine  own  servants,  hoping  to  please  me) 
I’ll  lead  to  death  for’t,  which  your  eyes  shall 

1 Cit.  Why  what  a prince  is  here  ! [see. 

2 Cit.  How  just! 

3 Cit,  How  gentle ! 

Rollo.  Well,  now,  my  dearest  subjects,  or 
much  rather 

My  nerves,  my  spirits,  or  my  vital  blood. 
Turn  to  your  needful  rest,  and  se  ttled  pence, 
Fix’d  in  this  root  of  steel,  from  whence  it 
sprung, 

In  Hcav’n ’s  great  help  and  blessing41 : But, 
ere  sleep 

Bind  in  his  sweet  oblivion  your  dull  senses. 


Mr.  Seward  reads, 

* — 1 stand  up  thus  th^n; 

* Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  I defy  thee; 

‘ And  to  thy  face;  in  HeavVs  high  name  defy  thcc.* 

But  were  it  necessary  to  fill  up  the  hemistich,  we  should  recommend  this  mode; 

*  1 stand  up  thus  then, 

4  Thus  boldly,  bloody  tyrant,  I stand  up, 

4 And  to  thy  face/  £tc. 

which  supposes  an  omission  easily  accounted  for;  viz.  tho  transcriber  taking  the  words  for 
an  accidental  repetition;  or,  finding  words  he  had  but  just  wrote,  liustdy  passing  on  to  the 
follow  ing  line. 

40.  — And  all  had  fa  It 

The  Curtian  gulf  of  this  conspiracy.]  To  feel  a gulf  is  certainly  a poor  if  not  an  absurd 
expression ; but  to  Jill  the  gulf,  as  Mr.  Sympsoa  reads,  is  the  exact  poetical  idea  which  the 
metaphor  demands.  Seward. 

4'  In  H toons  great  help.]  The  particle  in,  which  renders  this  passage  stiff  and  obscure, 
seems  only  to  have  slipt  from  the  former  line,  and  excluded  the  true  one.  Seward. 

Either  particle  is  sense. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 


The  name  and  virtue  of  HeavVs  king  ad- 
vance 

For  yours  (in  chief),  for  my  deliverance  ! 

Citizens.  Heav’n  and  his  king  save  our  most 
pious  sovereign  ! [Exeunt  Citizens. 

Hollo.  Thanks,  uiy  good  people. — Mother, 
and  kind  sister,  [thus 

And  you,  my  noble  kinsman,  things  borne 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  I 
Enjoy  in  this  my  absolute  empery. 

Take  in  the  body  of  my  princely  brother, 
For  whose  death,  since  his  fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  eldest  birth  his  supreme  right, 
We’ll  mourn  the  cruel  influence  it  bears, 
And  wash  his  sepulchre  with  kindly  tears! 

Aub.  If  this  game  end  thus,  lleav’n’s  will 
rule  the  set! 

What  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let*. 

[Exeunt  otnnes  prater  Latorch  and  Edith. 

Lat.  Good  lady,  rise ; and  raise  your  spi- 
rits withal, 

Alore  high  than  they  are  humbled  : You  have 
cause, 

As  much  as  ever  honour’d  happiest~lady ; 
And  when  your  cars  are  freer  to  take  in 
Your  most  amend ful  and  unmatched  fortunes, 
I’ll  makeyou  drown  a hundred  helpless  deaths 
In  sea  ot  one  life  pour’d  into  your  bosom ; 
With  w hich  shall  flow  into  your  arms  the 
riches, 

The  pleasures,  honours,  and  the  rules  of 
princes : 


Which,  tho*  death  stop  yOuf  ears,  methinks 
should  ope  ’em. 

Assay  to  forget  death. 

Edith . Oh,  slaughter’d  father ! 

Lul.  Cast  off  what  cannot  be  redress'd, 
and  bless 

The  fate  that  yet  you  curse  so ; since,  for  that 
You  spake  so  movingly,  and  your  sweet  eyes 
With  so  much  grace  fill’d,  that  you  set  on  fire 
The  duke’s  affection,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  he  rules  all  his  dukedom:  Is’t  not  sweet  ? 
Docs  it  uot  shine  away  your  sorrows’  clo  ids? 
Sweet  lady,  take  wise  heart,  and  hear,  and 
Edith.  1 hear  no  word  you  speak,  [tell  me. 
Lat.  Prepare  to  hear  then, 

A ud  be  not  barr’d  up  from  yourself,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  fortune  with  your  far  worse 
judgment.  [joys 

Make  me  your  servant  to  attend  with  all 
Your  sad  estate,  till  they  both  bless  and  speak 
it;  [command  me 

See  how  they’ll  bow  to  you;  make  me  wait, 
To  watch  out  every  minute.  For  the  stay  43 
Your  modest  sorrow  fancies,  raise  your 
graces,  ftion 

And  do  my  hopes  the  honour  of  your  nio- 
To  all  the  offer’d  heights  that  now  attend  you. 
Oh,  how  your  touches  ravish!  how  the  duke 
Is  slain  already,  with  your  flames  embrac'd 
I will  both  serve  and  visit  you,  and  ofteu. 
Edith.  1 am  not  fit,  sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you,  lady.  [Ercunt. 


• Let.  1 s.  e.  prevent. 

Make  me  pour  servant  to  attend  with  all  Joys 

Your  sad  estate.,  till  they  both  bless  and  speak  it : 

See  how  they'll  bow  to  you,  make  me  icait , cYc.J  This  strange  chaos  has  just  light  enough 
left  to  shew  the  general  tendency  of  the  passage  : viz.  That  both  lie  and  all  the  courtiers  by 
their  humblest  obeisance  (if  she  would  accept  it)  would  endeavour  to  turn  her  sorrow  into 
joy.  From  the  word  amend  ful , in  Iatorch’s  first  speech  to  her  above,  it  is  highly  probable 
that  attend  should  be  amend ; that  the  word  courtiers , or  some  one  of  the  same  import,  is 
left  out,  seems  almost  evident,  and  a whole  sentence  must  have  accompanied  it.  We  may 
hope  to  come  very  near  the  sense,  however  wide  we  are  in  guessing  at  the  words  of  the  ori- 
ginal. But  what  is  ‘ till  they  both  bless  and  speak  it  ?’  It  seems  probable  that  a 

mistake  in  the  points  having  joined  the  two  verbs  together,  the  former  part  was  changed, 
and  both  falsely  inserted  to  make  out  something,  that  looked  like  grammar.  1 read  the  whole 
thus,  marking  in  Italicks  what  I suppose  only  to  contain  something  like  the  sense  of  the 
original. 

* Make  me  your  servant,  make  the  courtiers  alt 
1 Your  servants , studious  to  AMEND  with  joys 

* Your  sad  estate,  till  You  aiie  blest  ; and  speak  it, 

‘ See  how  they’ll  bow  to  you/&c.  Seward. 

Tiius  runs  Mr.  Seward’s  reading:  hut  we  cannot  follow  it,  because  the  text  is  not  in  our 
opinion  corrupt,  and  means  (though  perhaps  with  some  little  iuaccuracy  of  expression,  not 
unusual  in  our  Authors)  ‘ Let  me  attend  your  melancholy  with  amusemeuts,  ’till  they  both 
‘ remove  your  sorrow’s,  and  make  it  manifest  that  they  do  so.’ 

43  — for  the  stay 

Your  modest  sorrow  fancies,  &c.]  Mr.  Seward,  we  think  improperly,  substitutes  fall  for 
stay.  Stay  and  motion  are  plainly  opposed  to  each  other:  He  desires  tier  ‘ not  to  remain  fn 
her  present  humble  rank,  but  to  let  him  have  the  honour  of  promoting  her.’ 

44  * how  the  duke 

Is  slain  already  with  your  flames  imbrac’t!]  So  quarto.  Folio  : 

, ‘ Is  slain  already  with  your  flames  embrac'd!* 

This  Mr.  Seward  treats  as  corrupt,  and  prints, 

* Isslain  already  with  your  flames  ! embrace  it* 

But  surely,  the  duke  * embrac’d  with  her  flames/  is  not  at  all  unintelligible* 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROIXO, 


[Act  3.  Scene  S. 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  Guard,  three  or  J'uur  Boys ; then  the 
Sheriff,  Cooky  Yeoman  of  the  Ciliary  Hut- 
la,  and  P anticry  to  execution. 

1 Guard.  Come,  bring  these  fellows  on; 
away  with  ’em ! 

2 Guard.  Make  room  afore  there!  room 
there  fof  the  prisoners ! 

1 Hoy.  Let’s  run  afore,  boys;  we  shall  get 
no  place  else. 

2 Hoy.  Are  these  the  youths? 

Cook.  These  are  the  youths  you  look  for  : 
And  pray,  my  honest  friends,  be  not  so  hasty; 
There’ll  be  nothing  done  ‘till  we  come,  I as- 
sure you.  ^ [no  more  ? 

3 Hoy.  Here’s  a w ise  hanging  ! Are  there 

Hut.  IT  you  hear,  sir?  [you. 

You  may  come  in  for  your  share,  if  it  please 
Cook"  My  friend,  if  you  be  unprovided  of 
a hanging,  [you 

(You  look  like  a good  fellow)  I can  afford 
A reasonable  penny wori  li. 

2 Hoy.  Afore,  afore,  boys! 

Here's  e’en  enough  to  make  us  sport. 

Yco.  Pox  lake  you,  [tions? 

X)’  you  call  this  sport?  are  these  your  recrea- 
Must  we  be  bang’d  to  make  you  mirth? 

Cook.  D*  you  hear,  sir  ? [son, 

You  custard-pate ! we  go  to’t  for  high  trea- 
An  honourable  fault  ; thy  foolish  father 
Was  hang’d  for  stealing  sheep. 

Hot/s.  Away,  away,  hoys ! [looks  now  ? 
Cook.  Do  you  sec  how  that  sneaking  rogue 
You  chip  pantler,  you  peaching  rogue,  that 
provided  us  [rogue  you  ! 

These  necklaces ; you  poor  rogue,  you  costive 
Pant.  Pray,  pray,  fellows ! 

Cook.  Pray  tor  thy  crusty  soul?  Where’s 
your  reward  now,  [very  ? 

Good  good  man  mauchet,  for  your  fine  diaco- 
I do  beseech  you,  sir,  where  are  your  dollars  ? 
Draw  with  your  fellows,  and  be  bang’d  ! 
Yeo.  He  must  now ; 


For  now  he  shall  be  bang’d  first,  that’s  his 
comfort:  [rascal! 

A place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  meal-mouth’d 

Cook.  Hang  handsomely, for  shame ! Come, 
leave  your  praying,  [courtier ! 

You  peaching  knave,  and  die  like  a good 
Die  honestly,  and  like  a man.  No  preaching, 
With*  I beseech  you, take  example  by  me; 

* I liv’d  a lewd  man,  good  people ! * Pox  on’t. 
Die  me  as  thou  hadst  din’d;  say  grace,  and 
God  be  wi*  you  ! 

Guard.  Come,  will  you  forward? 

Cook.  Good  master  Sheriff,  your  leave  too ; 
This  hasty  work  was  ne'er  done  well : Give’s 
so  much  time  [no  man. 

As  but  to  sing  our  ow  n ballad,  for  we’ll  trust 
Nor  no  tunc  but  our  own;  ’twas  done  in  ale 
too. 

And  therefore  cannot  be  refus’d  injustice. 
Your  penny-pot  poets  are  such  pelting  thieves, 
They  ever  hang  men  twice;  we  have  it  here, sir. 
And  so  must  every  merchant  of  our  voyage  ; 
He’ll  make  a sweet  return  else  of  his  credit ! 

Yco.  One  fit  of  our  own  mirth,  and  then 
we’re  for  you. 

Guard.  Make  ha*te  then,  and  dispatch. 

Yeo.  There’s  day  enough,  sir. 

Cook.  Come,  hoys,  sing  cheerfully;  we 
shall  ne’er  sing  younger.  [like  well. 
Wc’vc  chose  a loud  tune  too,  because  it  should 
SONG. 

Yco.  Come,  Fortune’s  a whore,  1 care  not 

who  tell  her,  [cellar, 

Would  offer,  to  strangle  a page  of  the 
That  should  by  his  oath,  to  any  man’s 
thinking,  [drinking ; 

And  place,  have  had  a defence  for  his 
But  thus  she  does  still  when  she  pleases 
to  palter,  [halter. 

Iifstcad  of  his  wages,  she  gives  him  a 

Chorus.  Three  merry  boys*,  and  three  merry 
boys. 

And  three  merry  boys  are  we. 


♦ Three  merry  boys , &c.]  In  Shakespeare’s  Twelfth  Night,  act  ii.  scene  3,  Sir  Toby,  re- 
peating the  names  and  some  scraps  of  old  songs,  mentions  ‘‘Three  merry  men  we  he;" 
which  Mr.  Steevcns  asserts  to  be  a fragment  of  some  old  song,  which  he  found  repeated  in 
Westward  Hoe,  by  Decker  and  Webster,  1007  : 

4 Three  merry  men, 

4 And  three  merry  men, 

4 And  three  merry  men  he  we/ 

And  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  the  Appendix,  produces  the  follow  ing  passage,  but  without  no- 
ticing from  whence  it  is  taken  : 

« The  wise  men  were  but  scaven,  ne’er  more  shall  be  for  me; 

4 The  muses  were  but  nine,  the  worthies  three  times  three; 

4 And  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes,  and  three  merry  boyes  are  wee. 

4 The  vertues  they  were  scaven,  and  three  the  greater  bee; 

4 The  Ctesars  they  w ere  twelve,  and  fntall  siste  rs  three. 

4 And  three  merry  cities,  and  three  merry  girlcs,  and  three  merry  girlcs  are  wee.* 
To  these  proofs  we  shall  add  another,  taken  from  Rain-Alley,  or  Merry  Tricks: 

• Did  I not  bring  you  off,  you  arrant  drub, 

4 Without  a counterbuff?  looke  who  comes  here, 

4 And  three  merry  mm,  and  three  merry  men, 

4 And  three  merry  men  be  uce.y  R. 

The  Editor  of  the  second  folio  thus  varies  the  latter  part  of  the  chorus. 

At  ever  did  sing  in  a hempen  su  ing  under  the  gallows-tree/ 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

As  ever  did  sing  three  parts  in  a string 
All  under  the  triple  tree ! 

But.  But  I that  was  so  lusty, 

And  ever  kept  iny  bottles, 

That  neither  they  were  musty, 

And  seldom  less  than  pottles; 

For  ine  to  be  thus  stopt  now, 

With  hemp  instead  of  cork,  sir, 
And  from  the  gallows  lopt  now, 
Shews  that  tnfcre  is  a fork,  sir, 

In  death,  and  this  the  token  ; 

Man  may  he  two  ways  killed, 

Or  like  the  bottle  broken, 

Or  like  the  wine  be  spilled. 

Chorut.  Three  inerry  boys,  &c. 

Cook.  Oh,  vet  but  look 

On  the  master  cook, 

The  glory  of  the  kitchen, 

In  sowing  whose  fate, 

At  so  lofty  n rate, 

No  taylor  e’er  had  stitching ; 

For  though  he  make  the  man, 

The  cook  yet  makes  the  dishes, 
The  which  no  taylor  can, 

Wlierciu  I have  my  wishes, 


That  I,  who  at  so  many  a feast 
Have  pleas’d  so  many  tasters, 
Should  now  myself  come  to  be  dreftt, 
A dish  for  you,  ray  masters. 

Chorus.  Three  inerry  boys,  &c. 

Punt.  Oh,  man  or  beast. 

Or  you  at  least, 

That  wears  or  brow  or  antler, 

Prick  up  your  ears 
Unto  the  tears 

Of  me,  poor  Paul  the  Pan  tier, 

That  thus  am  dipt, 

Because  I chipt 
The  cursed  crust  of  treason 
With  loyal  knife. 

Oh,  doleful  strife, 

To  hang  thus  without  reason! 

Chorus.  Three  merry  boys,  &c. 

Cook.  There’s  a few  copies  for  you.  Now; 
farewell, 

Friends;  and,  good  master  Sheriff,  let  me  not 
Be  printed  with  a brass  pot  on  my  head. 

But.  March  fair,  march  fair!  afore,good 
captain  Pantler!  [JExeauf. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Aubrey  and  Jxitorch. 

Aub.  T ATORCH,  I have  waited  here  to 
speak  with  yon,  [legs 

And  yon  must  hearken — Set  not  forth  your 
Of  haste,  nor  put  your  face  of  business  on ; 

An  honester  affair  than  this  I nrge  too, 

Yon  will  not  easily  think  on;  and  ’twill  be 
Reward  to  entertain  it;  ’tis  your  fortune 
To  have  our  master’s  Car  above  the  rest 
Of  us  that  follow  him,  but  tluft  no  man  en- 
vies wa- 

For  I have  well  consider’d,  truth  sometimes 
May  be  conveyed  in  by  the  same  conduits 
That  falshood  is.  These  courses  that  be  takes 

—but  that  no  man  envies; 

For  J have  u ell  consider'd,  &c.]  By  this  reading,  Aubrey’s  design  of  employing  Latordr 
to  convey  a truth  to  Hollo  wn $ the  reason  why  no  man  envied  Latorch  the  favour  of  his 
ter  ; whereas  the  real  reason  was  the  knowledge  of  the  vile  means  he  had  used  to  obtain  itf 
and  this  will  be  implied  by  changing  the  particle fdr  into  and.  Seward. 

From  the  word  hearken  in  the  second  line,  to  the  particle  for  in  the  ninth,  seems  to  be 
only  a collection  of  different  parentheses,  and  that  particle  to  be  genuine:  * Latorch,  I 

4 have  waited  here  to  speak  with  yew,  and  you  must  hearken (pretend  not  haste;  (the 

‘ business  is  honest,  and  reward  attends  it)  (you  are  in  possession  of  the  king’s  ear,  and  with-1 
4 out  envy)— —FOR  I have  well  considered,  trutli  sometimes/  &c. 

46  And  me  by  one  employ  ’em  to  the  block.]  4 Convoy  ’em’  seems  a more  natural  expres- 
sion ; but,  as  the  other  is  sense,  I do  not  chance  the  text.  Seward. 

- — - -ware  then , guard  thcmxctvcs.]  The  omission  of  a letter  in  the  quarto  has  mads 
the  subsequent  editions  turn  a noble  sentiment  into  a very  pour  one.  The  quarto  has  no 
comma  between  then  and  guard;  undoubtedly,  therefore,  instead  of  closing  Aubrey’s  fine 
Speech  with  * Then  it  their  danger,  ware  then,  let  them  then  euurd  themselves:’  we  should 
Vol.  IF,  T read/ 


Cannot  but  end  in  ruin ; empire  got 
By  blood  and  violcuce,  must  so  be  held ; 
And  bow  unsafe  that  is,  he  6rst  will  prove. 
That,  toiling  still  to  remove  enemies. 

Makes  himself  more.  It  is  not  now  a brother; 
A faithful  counsellor  of  state  or  two, 

That  are  his  danger ; they  are  /air  dispatch'd  f 
It  is  a multitude  tliut  ’giu  to  fear. 

And  think  what  began  there  must  end  in  them, 
For  all  the  fine  oration  that  was  made  ’em; 
And  they  are  not  an  easy  monster  quell’d. 
Princes  may  pick  their  suffering  nobles  out. 
And  one  by  one  employ  ’cry  to  the  block*6; 
But  when  they  once  grow  formidable  to 
Their  clowns,  and  coLiers,  ware  then ! guard 
themselves  tf. 
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If  tliUM  durst  tell  him  this,  La  torch,  the  ser- 
vice 

Would  rot  discredit  the  good  name  you  hold 
With  men,  besides  the  profit  to  your  master, 
And  to  the  public. 

J-nt.  I conceive  not  so,  s*r:  [ them 

They’re  airy  fears;  and  why  should  I object 
Unto  his  fancy  ? wound  what  is  yet  sound  ? 
Your  counsels  colour  not  with  reason  of  state, 
Where  all  that’s  necessary  still  is  just. 

The  actions  of  the  prince,  while  they  succeed. 
Should  be  made  good  and  glorified,  not  ques- 
tion’d. 

Men  do  but  shew  their  ill  affections, 

That 

Aub.  What?  Speak  out! 
hat.  Do  murmur  'gainst  their  masters. 
Aub.  Is  this  to  me? 
hit.  It  is  to  whomsoever 
Mishkes  of  the  duke’s  courses. 

'Aub.  Ay!  is’t  so? 

At  your  state  ward,  sir? 

Lat.  I ain.sworn  to  hear 
Nothing  may  prejudice  the  prince. 

Anb.  Why,  do  you  ? 

Or  have  you,  Im  ? 

hat.  I cannot  tell;  men’s  hearts 
Shew  in  their  words  sometimes. 

Aub.  I ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  chamber;  art  thou  the  spy  too? 
hat.  A watchman  for  the  state,  ami  one 
that's  known. 

Sir,  to  be  rightly  affected. 

Aub.  Bawd  o’  th*  state, 

No  less  than  of  thy  master’s  lusts  ! I now 
Sec  nothing  can  redeem  thee.  Dar’st  thou 
mention 

Affection,  or  a heart,  that  ne’er  Kadst  any  ? 
Know'st  not  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  scale, 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

As  thv  prince  does’t  before  thee?  That  dost 
ik  ver  [eather’st 

Wear  thv  own  face,  but  put’st  on  his,  and 
Baits  for  his  ears;  liv’at  wholly  at  his  beck, 
And  ere  thou  dar’st  utter  a thought  thine  own, 
Must  expect  his;  crecp’st  forth  and  wad’st 
into  him 

As  if  thou  wert  to  pass  a ford,  there  proving 
Vet  if  thv  tongue  may  step  on  safelv  or  no; 
Then  sing’st  his  virtue  asleep*,  and  stay’st 
the  wheel 

Both  of  his  reason  and  judgment,  that  they 
move  not ; 

White’st  over  all  his  vices;  and  at  last 
Dost  draw  n cloud  of  words  before  his  eyes, 
Till  he  can  neither  see  thee  nor  himself? 
Wretch,  I dare  give  him  honest  counsels,  I, 
Aud  love  him  while  1 tell  him  truth  ! Old 
Aubrey 

Dares  go  the  straightestwav,  which  still’s  the 
shortest, 

Walk  on  the  thorns  thou  scat  ter  *st,  parasite, 
And  tread  ’em  unto  nothing;  and  if  thou 
Then  let’st  a look  fall,  of  the  least  dislike, 
I’ll  rip  thy  crown  up  with  my  sword  at 
height  «*, 

And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  in  sight 
Of  him  thou  tlatter’st!  Unto  thee  I speak  it, 
Slave, against  whom  all  iaws  should  now  con- 
spire. 

And  every  creature  that  hath  sense  be  arm’d, 
As  ’gainst  the  common  enemy  of  mankind; 
That  crctp’st  within  thy  master’s  cars®,  and 
whisper’st  * 

Tis  better  for  him  to  be  fenr’d  than  lov’d; 
Bid’sf  him  trust  no  man’s  friendship,  spare  no 
blood 

That  may  secure  him;  * 'tis  no  cruelty 
‘ That  hath  a specious  emi ; for  sovereignty 


read,  1 ware  then  guards  themselves;*  i.  t.  When  n prince  is  hated  by  nil  his  sub- 

jects, his  very  guards  ivul  become  bis  enemies,  and  be  the  first  to  destroy  him.  The  histo- 
ries of  almost  all  tyrants  in  the  world  confirm  this  observation.  And  it  is  a sort  of  prophecy 
of  Kollo’s  late,  a hint  of  which  Aubrey  in  the  next  scene  gives  Kollo  himself,  when  he  tells  bun, 

* You  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  these  acts.*  Seward, 

We  think  the  old  reading  right,  and  means  simply,  ‘ that  it  is  then  time  for  them  to  ho- 
4 ware,  and  to  guard  themselves;*  a sentiment  which  is  familiarly  enough  expressed,  after 
the  maimer  of  our  Authors,  by  the  words, 

* Ware  then,  guard  themselves!  * 

4*  Then  bring’st  hit  virtue  asleep.]  That  bring'st  is  a corruption  seems  evident;  but  I was 
doubtful  whether  I should  read  ring’st  or  sine'st ; the  former  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  let- 
ters, the  latter  the  more  obvious  metaphor.  Mr.  Sympson  sending  me  the  latter  as  his  con- 
jecture too,  determined  me  to  give  it  the  preference.  Seward. 

T/l  rip  thy  crown  up  with  my  sword  at  height , 

And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  &c.]  I much  suspect  the  first  line,  to  which  I can  affix 
no  clear  klea.  What  would  Aubrey  do  to  him?  It  should  seem,  that  he  would  with  Ins 
sword  strip  open  the  crown  of  his  head,  and  pluck  his  skin  over  his  face.  T he  following 
conjecture  will  give  this  reading  more  clearly  than  the  former,  but  not  so  cleurly  as  I' could 
wish,  and  therefore  I do  not  put  it  into  the  text. 

4 i’ll  strip  thy  crown  ope  with  my  sword  at  height.*  Seward. 

50  That  sleep’st  within  thy  masters  c«r.J  Mr.  Seward,  in  his  Postscript,  says,  4 The  tale- 
4 bearer,  whisperer  and  sycophant,  cannot  lie  said  to  sleep  within  their  master's  car,  since 
* they  arc  generally  vigilant  and  eager  to  instil  their  poisonous  counsel.’  1 read,  therefore, 

* That  creep'st  within  thy  master’s  ear.* 

We  think  this  a happy  emendation. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

* Break  all  the  Ian  s of  kind ; if  it  succeed, 

* An  honest,  noble,  and  praise-worthy  deed/ 
Wiulehe  that  takes  thy  poisons  in,  shall  feel 
Their  virulent  workings  in  a point  of  time 
When  no  repentance  can  bring  aid,  but  all 
li  is  spirits  shall  melt,  with  what  his  conscience 

hurtl'd,  [mourn'd. 

And  dying  in  a flatterer’s  arms,  shall  fall  un- 
There's  matter  for  you  now. 

Lut . My  lord,  this  makes  not 
From  loving  of  my  master  41 . 

Aub.  Loving?  no; 

They  hate  ill  princes  most  that  make  them  so. 

Enter  Ratio , diamond,  Alton,  and  Guard. 
Kollo.  I’ll  hear  no  more  ! 

Ham.  Alas,  'tis  for  my  brother 
I beseech  your  highness. 

Hollo,  liow!  a brother? 
jlad  not  I one  myself?  did  title  move  me 
When  it  was  fit  that  lie  should  die  ? Away  ! 
Allan.  Brotla  r,  lose  no  word  more ; leave 
my  good  cause 

T’  upbraid  the  tyrant : I am  glad  I'm  fall'll 
Now  in  those  tunes,  that  will’d  sonic  great 
example 

T*  assure  men  we  can  die  for  honesty. 

Hollo.  Sir,  you  are  brave ; 'pray  that  you 
hold  your  neck 

As  bravely  forth  anon  unto  the  headsman. 
Allan.  ’Would  lie  would  strike  as  bravely, 
aud  thou  by  ! 

Rollo,  'twould  make  thee  quake  to  sec  me  die. 
Aub.  What's  his  offence ? ✓ 

Horn.  For  giving  Gisbert  burial, 

Who  was  some  time  his  master. 

Allan.  Yes,  lord  Aubrey, 

My  gratitude  and  humanity  arc  my  crimes. 
Ratio.  Why  bear  you  him  not  lienee? 

Aub.  My  lord— (buy,  soldiers)— 

I do  beseech  your  highness,  do  not  lose 
Such  men  f ir  so  slight  causes.  This  is  one 
Hath  still  been  faithful  to  you  ; a tried  soul 
in  all  your  father's  battles;  i have  seen  him 
Bestride  a friend  against  a score  of  foes: 
And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  his  hun- 
For  you,  sir,  were  you  m danger.  [dred 
Allan.  'Fill  he  kill’d  [ter; 

Ills  brother,  his  chancellor,  and  then  his  mas- 


To  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  Nero, 
But  killing  of  his  mother. 

Aub.  Fence,  brave  fool. 

Thou  valiant  ass  ! — Here  is  his  brother  too, 
sir, 

A captain  of  your  guard,  hath  serv'd  you  long, 
With  the  most  noble  witness  of  his  truth 
Mark’d  in  his  face,  and  every  part  about  him  ; 
That  turns  not  from  an  enemy.  But  view  him; 
Oh,  do  not  grieve  him,  sir,  it  you  do  mean 
That  he  shall  hold  his  place:  It  is  not  safe 
To  tempt  such  spirits,  and  let  them  wear 
their  swords;  [acts, 

Youjil  make  your  guards  your  terrors  by  these 
Ami  throw  more  hearts  oil  from  you  than  you 
hold. 

And  I must  tellyou, sir,  (with  my  old  freedom, 
And  in  void  faith  to  boot  )you  have  not  liv’d  so 
But  that  your  state  will  need  such  men,  such 
hands, 

Of  which  here's  one,  shall  in  an  hour  of  trial 
Do  you  more  certain  service,  with  a stroke, 
Than  the  whdlc  bundle  of  your  flatterers, 
With  all  th'  unsavory  unction  of  their  tongues. 
Hollo.  Peace,  tulker ! 

Aub.  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  lord, 
And  would  notsce  you  pull  on  your  own  ruins. 
Mercy  becomes  a prince, and  guards  him  best; 
Awe  and -affrights  are  never  ties  of  love; 
And  when  men  'gin  to  fear  the  prince,  they 
hate  him, 

Rtillo.  Am  [ the  princ?,  or  you? 

Aub.  My  lord,  I hope 

I have  not  utter’d  aught  should  urge  that 
question. 

Rollo.  Then  practise  your  obedience.  See 
him  dead ! 

Aub.  My  lord  ! 

Rollo.  I’ll  hear  no  word  more ! 

Aub.  1 am  sorry  then. 

There  is  iio  small  despair,  sir,  of  their  safety. 
Whose  ears  are  blocked  up  against  tne  truth. 
Come,  captain. 

Hum.  I do  thank  you,  sir. 

Aub.  For  what? 

For  seeing  thy  brother  die  a man,  and  honest? 
Live  thou  so,  captain;  l will,  I assure  thee. 
Aidin'  l die  i'or’t  too.  Come. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rollo  and  Lot. 


4*  ilfy  lord,  Ibis  makes  not 

l;or  loving  of  try  master.]  IIow  do  Latorch's  words  express  his  sentiments?  * — This 
‘ makes  not  for  lov  ing  of  my  master,'  should  seem  to  imply,  that  Aubrey’s  speech  shewed  no 
love  to  Rollo;  but  Aubrey  s answer  plainly  shews  that  L:t  torch  spoke  something  of  his  own 
love  to  his  master,  and  not  ol  Aubrey’s.  Perhaps  the  render  nmy  think  the  old  reading  may 
be  construed  to  this  sense ; and  therefore,  without  disturbing  the  text,  I shall  only  offer  a con- 
jecture of  which  I am  myself  very  dubious. 

j Cat.  ‘ My  lord,  this  rating’s 

* For  loving  of  my  master/ 

i.  e.  * The  real  cause  of  your  auger  to  n»e  is  my  love  to  tny  master.*  Sward. 

The  simple  change  of J'or  to  from  gives  an  easier  and  more  natural  reading : 

* My  lord,  this  makes  not 

ft  From  loving  of  my  master.' 

i.  e~  * All  this  does  not  disprove  my  affection  to  my  master;'  to  which  Aubrey's  answer  is 
a proper  aud  apposite  reply. 
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1*4  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  RO LLO,  [Act  4.  Scene  l. 


Hollo.  Now,  La  torch, 

What  do  you  think? 

Lut.  That  Aubrey’s  speech  and  manners 
Sound  somewhat  of  the  boldest. 

Ratio.  Tis  his  custom. 

Lot.  It  may  be  so,  and  yet  be  worth  a fear. 
Ratio.  I f w e thought  so,  it  should  be  worth 
his  life, 

And  quickly  too. 

1 Lut.  I dare  not,  sir,  be  author 
Of  what  I would  be, ’tis  so  dangerous: 

But,  with  your  highness’  favour  and  your  li- 
cence— 

Ratio.  He  talks,  ’tis  true;  and  he  is  li- 
cens'd : Leave  him, 

We  now  are  duke  alone,  Latorch,  secur’d; 
Nothing  left  standing  to  obscure  our  prospect; 
We  look  right  forth,  beside,  and  round  about 
us, 

And  see  it  ours  with  pleasure:  Only  one  [it. 
Wish'd  joy  there  wants  to  make  us  so  possess 
And  that  is  Edith,  Edith,  she  that  got  me 
In  blood  and  tears,  in  such  an  opposite  minute, 
As  had  I not  at  once  felt  all  the  flames 
And  shafts  of  Love  shot  in  me,  his  whole 
armory, 

I should  have  thought  him  as  far  off  as  death. 
Lat . My  lord,  expect  a while,  your  happi- 
ness 

Js  nearer  tlian  you  think  it;  yet  her  griefs 
Are  green  and  fresh;  your  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle;  1 have  leave  already 
To  visit  her,  and  send  to  her.  ‘*  • • 

Rollo.  Mv  life ! 

Lat.  And  if  I find  not  out  as  speedy  ways, 
And  proper  instruments,  to  work  and  bring 
her 

To  your  fruition,  that  she  be  not  watch’d 
Tame  to  your  highness*,  say  you  have  no 
servant 

Is  capable  of  such  a trust  about  you, 

Or  worthy  to  be  groom  of  your  delight5*. 
Rollo.  Oh,  my  Latorch,  what  shall  I ren- 
der thee  y 

For  all  thy  travels,  care  and  love  ? 

Lat.  Sir,  one  suit,  [me. 

Which  I will  ever  importune,  ’till  you  grant 
Rollo.  About  your  mathematicians? 

Lut.  Yes,  to  have 

The  scheme  of  your  nativity  judg’d  by  them ; 
I have’t  already  erected.  Oh,  my  lord, 

You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  fears; 

My  doubts  for  you  are  such  as  cannot  hope 


Any  security  but  from  the  stars; 

Who,  being  rightly  ask’d,  can  tell  man  more 
Than  all  pow’r  else,  there  being  no  pow’r 
beyond  them. 

Rollo.  All  thy  petitions  still  are  care  of  us ; 
Ask  for  thyself1. 

Lat.  What  more  can  coiicern  me 
TIhui  this  ? [then ; 

Rollo.  Well,  rise,  true  honest  nmn,  and  go 
We’ll  study  ourselves  a means  how  to  reward 
thee. 

Lat . Your  Grace  is  now  inspir’d ; now, 
now,  your  highness 

Begins  to  live ! from  tiiis  hour  count  your  joys! 
13ut,  sir,  1 must  have  warrants,  with  bluula 
figur’d, 

To  put  in  names  such  ns  1 like. 

Iloilo.  You  shall.  [figure. 

Ijut.  They  dare  not  else,  sir,  offer  at  your 
Oh,  I shall  bring  you  wonders ! there’s  a trmr, 
ltusee,  an  admirable  man;  another, 

A gentleman;  and  then  la  kiske, 

The  mirror  of  bis  time ; ’twas  he  that  set  it. 
But  there’s  one  Norbret  (him  I never  saw) 
Has  made  a mirror,  a mere  looking-glass. 

In  show  you’d  think’t  no  other;  the  form  oval, 
As  1 am  given  to  understand  by  letter. 
Which  renders  you  such  shapes,  and  those  so 
differing,  [swers ; 

And  some  that  will  be  question'd  and  give  an- 
Then  has  he  set  it  in  a frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  revolutions  of  the  stars, 

And  so  compact  by  due  proportions 
Unto  their  harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A true  automaton ; thus  Dxdalus’  statues, 

Or  Vulcan's  stools 

Rollo.  Dost  thou  believe  this  ? 

Lat.  Sir  ? 

Why,  wlmt  should  stay  my  faith,  or  turn  my 
sense  ? { 

II’  has  been  about  it*  above  twenty  years. 
Three  sevens,  the  powerful,  and  the  perfect 
numbers;  ’ ■ * 

And  art  and  time,  sir, can  produce  such  things. 
What  do  we  read  there  of  lliarbas’  banquet, 
(The  great  gym  nosophist)  that  had  his  butlers 
And  carvers  of  pure  gold  waiting  at  table? 
The  images  of  Mercury,  too,  that  spoke  ? 

The  wooden  dove  that  flew?  a snake-  of  brass 
That  hiss'd  ? and  birds  of  silver  that  did  sing? 
All  these  w ere  done,  sir,  by  theumthematicks, 
Without  which  there’s  no  science,  nor  no 1 
truth.  * 


* Tame  to  your  highness,  say , &c.j  The  folio  reads, 

* Tame  to  your  highness'  wish,  say,’  Ac. 

**  Or  xcorthy  to  he  secretary  of  your  pleasure.  J This  indeed  is  good  sense,  but  it  is  only  the 
conjectural  reading  of  the  late  editions,  and  departs <00  much  from  the  trace  of  the  letters 
to  be  allowed  to  stand.  The  old  quarto  reads, 

‘ Or  worthy  to  be of  your  delight.’ 

Here  a word  w as  lost : bawd  or  pimp , which  are  his  true  character,  are  too  coarse  names  for 
a man  to  call  himself ; secretary , steward,  and  ail  words  but  monosyllables  are  excluded  by 
$he  measure.  Groom  therefore  seems  to  bid  fairest  for  being  the  original.  . Seward . 

We  believe  the  original  to  have  been  a coarse  word,  which  occasioned  the  omission,  as  in 
spme  other  instances.  • i 
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Act  4.  Scene  f.]  PUKE  OF  NORMANDY, 


Rollo.  You  are  in  your-  own  sphere,  La- 
torch  ; and  rather 

Than  l’il  contend  w’ye  for  it.  I'll  believe  it: 
You’ve  won  upon  me  that  I wish  to  see 
My  fate  before  we  now,  whate’er  it  he. 

Lut.  And  HI  t-udeavour,  you  shall  know’t 
with  sneed;  [me, 

For  which  I should  have  one  of  trust  go  will) 
(If  you  please,  Ilamond)  that  I may  by  him 
Send  you  my  first  dispatches;  after,  I 
Shall  bring  you  more*3,  and  as  they  come 
still  more, 

And  accurate  forth  from  them. 

Kollo.  Take  your  way. 

Chose  your  own  means,  and  be  it  prosperous 
to  us!  [lireu/if. 

SCENE  If. 

pnter  Rusee , de  Bube,  la  Fhkc,  Norbret,  and 
f Pippcuu. 

Rusee.  Come, bear  up,  sirs;  we  shall  have 
better  days. 

My  almanack  tells  me. 

Bube.  What  is  that?  your  rump? 

Rusee.  It  never  itch’d  in  vain  yet.  'Slid, 
la  Fiske, 

Throw  off  thy  sluggish  face ; I can’t  abide 
To  see  thee  look  like  a poor  jade  i’th’  pound. 
That  saw  no  meat  these  three  days. 

Fiske.  'Slight,  to  me 
It  seems  thirteen  days  since  I saw  any. 
Rusee.  How  ! 

Fiske.  I can't  remember  thqt  I ever  saw 
Or  meat,  or  money  ; you  may  talk  of  both, 
To  opeu  a man’s  stomach  or  his  purse, 

But  feed  ’em  still  with  air. 

Bube.  Friar,  I fear 

You  do  not  say  your  office  well  n-days; 

1 cannot  hear  your  beads  knack.' 

For  b.  Pox,  he  feeds 

With  lechery,  and  lives  upon  th’  exchange 
Of  his  two  eggs  and  pudding  with  die  market- 
women  ! 

Rusce.  And  what  do  you,  sir,  with  the 
advocate’s  wife, 

Whom  you  persuade,  upon  your  doctoral  bed, 
?*o  take  die  mathematical  trance  scf  often  ? 


Fiske.  Come,  we  are  stark  naught  all ; bad’s 
the  best  of  us : 

Four  of  the  seven  deadly  spots  we  are: 
Besides  our  lechery,  we  are  envious, 

And  most,  most  gluttonous  when  we  have 
it  thus, 

Most  covetousnow  we  want  it ; then  our  boy. 
He  is  a fifth  spot,  sloth,  and  he  undoes  us. 
Babe.  Tis  true  the  child  was  wont  to  be 
industrious, 

And  now  and  then  sent  in  a merchant's  wife 
Sick  of  the  husband,  or  a swearing  butler 
That  miss’d  one  of  his  bowls,  a crying  maid 
Had  lost  a silver  spoon ; die  curry-comb 
Sometimes  was  wanting;  there  was  something 

But  now 0 [gotten; 

Pip.  What  now?  Dfd  I not y ester-morning 
Bring  you  in  a cardecu  **  there  from  die  pea- 
sant 

Whose  us a I’d  driven  aside,  and  hid,  that  you 
Might  conjure  for  him  ? and  again,  last  night. 
Six  sous  from  the  cook's  wife  you  shar'd  among 
To  set  a figure  for  the  pestle  I stole  ; [you. 
It  is  not  at  home  yet.  These  diings,  my  mas- 
ters, [You  • 

In  a hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on: 
Talk  of  your  lands  and  castles  in  die  air, 

Of  your  twelve  houses  there ; but  it  is  I 
That  bring  you  in  your  rents  for  ’em,  'd* 
That  is  your  bird-call.  [Pippcau 

Noth.  ’Faith,  he  docs  well, 

And  cuts  thro'  die  elements  for  us,  I must 
needs  say. 

In  a fine  dextrous  line. 

Fiske , But  not  as  he  did 
At  first;  thin  he  would  sail  with  any  wind, 
lu to  every  creek  and  corner. 

Pip.  I was  light  then,  [gentlemen ; 

New  built  and  rigg’d,  when  I caiue  to  you, 
Butnow,  with  often  and  far  venturing  for  you. 
Here  be  leaks  sprung,  and  whole  plauks 
wanting,  see  you. 

If  you’ll  new-sheath  me  again,  yet  I am  for 
you  [send  me ; 

To  any  gulf  or  streights55,  where-e’er  you’ll 
For  as  I am,  where  can  this  ragged  burs 
Put  in  for  any  service,  ’less  it  be 


53  Shull  bring  you  more , as  they  come  more, 

And  accurate  forth  from  diem.]  So  quarto.  The  two  following  editions  exhibit, 

* Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  still  more,’ 
and  omit  the  last  line.  Mr.  Seward  reads, 

4 Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  forth  from  'em, 

4 More  and  more  accurate.’ 

n Cardecv.]  A corruption  of  quart  d’ecu,  the  quarter  part  of  a crown-piece. 

» yet  I am  for  you  • 

To  any  bog  or  sleights.]  Mr,  Theobald  proposed  reading  bog  or  sloughs  ; Mr.  Seward 
introduced  gulf  for  bog  ; and  he  and  Mr.  Sympson  concurred  in  altering  to  streights, 

gad  quote  the  following  passage  from  Jonson’s  Underwoods  as  a confirmation  of  k$  propriety : 

* 4 — their  very  trade 

4 Is  borrowing;  that  but  stopt,  they  do  iovade 
4 All  as  dteir  prize,  turn  pirates  here  at  land, 
i Have  their  Bermudas  and  their  streights  in  the  Strand, 

4 Man  out  their  boats  to  di*  Temple,  and  not  shift 
f Now  but  coipmand ’ 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ROLLO, 


O’th*  isle  of  rogues,  and  there  turn  pirate  for 
you?  [must  leave 

A 'orb,  ’Faith,  he  says  reason,  friar;  you 
Yotir  neat  crisp  claret,  and  fall  to  your  cyder 
A while  ; and  you,  In  liskc,  your  larded  ca- 
pons 

And  turkies  for  n time,  and  take  n good 
Clean  tripe  in  your  way  ; de  Babe  too  must 
content  him 

With  wholesome  two-sous’d  pettitoes**  ; no 
more  f font. 

Crown  ordinaries,  till  we've  cloth’d  our  in- 
Bube.  .So  you’ll  keep  [self. 

Your  own  good  motions,  doctor,  vour  dear 
Fake.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  know  the  latitude 
Of  vour  concupiscence. 

Rusce.  Here  about  your  hcllv.  [soy, 

Bube.  V ou’ll  pick  a bottle  open,  or  a wlmn- 
As  soon  as  the  best  of  us. 

Ftsqc.  And  dip  your  wri&t-bnnds 
(For  ruffs you’ve  none)  as comely  in  the  sauce 
Asany courtier — f ik7/riw£*.]Iiurk,thcbell ! 
Who’s  there? 

Ji.isre.  Good  luck,  I do  conjure  thee  \ Boy, 
look  out.  [ Exit  Pip.  and  enter  again. 
Pip.  They’re  gallants,  courtiers;  one  of 
Of  the  duke’s  bed-cbaml  cr.  [’em  is 

Rusee.  Latorch. — Down  ! 

On  with  your  gown  [fo  jVcm7».J  ; there’s  a new 
suit  arriv'd. 

Did  I not  tell  you,  sons  of  hunger?  Crowns, 
Crowns,  arc  coining  toward  you;  wine  and 
wenches 

You  shall  have  once  again,  and  fidlers ! 

Into  your  studies  close  ; each  lay  his  ear 
Tq  his  door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare 
you. 

So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  vizard  only. 
[Exeunt  inn  act  prater  Rusce.  mid  Pippcau. 

Enter  Lutorch  and  Humond. 

Lot.  You'll  not  be  fur  hence,  captain. 
When  the  business 

Is  d*me,  you  shall  receive  present  dispatch. 
Ham.  I’ll  walk,  sir,  in  tiic  cloister.  [i£rif. 
Rv$:e.  Monsieur  Latorch  ? my  son, 

The  stars  are  happy  still  that  guide  you  hither. 

Jxit.  I’m  glad  to  hear  tlicir  secretary  say  so, 
31  v learned  father  Rusce.  Where’s  lu  Fiskc? 
Almisicur  de  Buoc?  how  do  they? 

■Rusce.  At  their  studies; 

They  arc  the  secretaries  of  the  stars,  sir, 

Still  nt  their  books,  tiiey  will  not  be  pull’d, 
oir, 

They  stick  like  cupping-glasses.  If  ever  men 
Spoke  with  the  tongue  of  destiny,  'tis  they. 
JmI.  For  love’s  sake,  let’s  salute  'era. 
Rusce.  Boy,  go  see; 


[Act  4.  Scene  •, 

Tell  them  who’s  here ; say,  that  their  friends 

do  challenge 

•Some  portion  of  their  time ; this  isour  minute, 
Pray  ’em  they’ll  spare  it.  They  are  the  sun 
and  rnoon  [Exit  Pip. 

Of  knowledge;  pity  two  such  noble  lights 
Should  live  obscur’d  here  in  an  university, 
Whose  beams  were  fit  t’illumine  any  court 
Of  Christendom ! 

Enter  la  Fiike,  de  Bubcy  and  Pippcau . 

7 jit.  The  duke  will  shortly  know  ’em. 
Fiskf.  Well,  look  upon  the  astrolabe; 
you’ll  find  it 

Four  alroucanturie**7  nt  least. 

Bute,  it  is  so. 

Rusce.  Still  of  their  learned  stuff ; they 
care  for  nothing,  [die# 

But  how  to  know;  as  negligent  of  their  bo* 
in  diet,  or  else,  especially  m their  cloaths, 
As  if  they  had  no  change.  N 

Pip.  They  have  so  little  [Aside. 

As  wi  II  may  free  them  from  the  name  of 
Fiske.  Monsieur  Latorch ! [shifters. 

lxit.  How  is  it,  learned  gentlemen, 

With  both  your  virtues? 

Rube.  A most  happy  hour, 

When  we  see  you,  sir. 

Jxit.  When  vuu  hear  me  then 
It  will  be  happier:  The  duke  greets  you  both 
Thus ; and  tin/  you  may  touch  no  money. 
Yet  you  may  take  it.  [father, 

Rusee.  i is  Ins  highness’  bounty, 

But  yet  to  me,  and  these  that  have  put  off 
The  world,  superfluous. 

Fake.  We  have  heard  of  late 
Ills  highness’  good  success. 

Bube.  And  gratulatc  it. 
ljat.  Indeed  h*  hutli  ’scap’d  a strange  con- 
spiracy, [me. 

Thanks  to  his  stars  ! which  stars  he  prays  by 
You  would  again  consult,  and  make  a judg? 
meat 

On  what  you  lately  erected  for  my  love. 
Rusce.  Oh,  sir,  we  dare  not! 

Fiskc.  For  our  lives ! 

Bube.  It  is 

The  prince’s  scheme ! 

Ut.  T’  encounter  with  that  fear, 

Here’s,  to  assure  you,  his  signet;  write  your 
And  be  secur’d  all  three.  [names, 

Bube.  We  must  entreat  some  time,  sir, 
Let.  I must  then 

F.ntreut,  it  be  as  present  as  you  can. 

Fake,  linvc  you  the  scheme  here  £ 

Jxi t.  Yes. 

Rusce.  1 would  you  had,  sir. 

Another  warrant ! 


s6  With  tchohome  two  souz'd  prlitoes .]  Mr.  Theobald  reads,  from  the  old  quarto,  two 
sous'd ; the  idea  which  he  would  affix  is,  I suppose,  twice  pickled , or  la  ke  salted  : But  sols, 
souk , or  sous,  the  1 rencli  coin,  making  a moie  natural  expression,  and  a stronger  antithesis 
to  the  crown  ordinaries,  1 think  that  the  true  one.  ikteard. 

s7  Alinucantunes.]  Almacuutors , Almkunlcrahsy  or  Almicanturabsy  circles  of  altitude 
parallel  to  the  horisqn,  the  common  pole  of  which  is  in  thezeuith.  Bailey. 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

Jjat.  What  would  that  do? 

Rusee.  Marry, 

We  have  a doctor,  sir,  that  in  this  business 
Would  not  perform  the  second  part. 

Lat.  Not  him 
That  you  writ  to  me  of? 

Rusce.  The  very  same. 

Lut.  I should  have  tnadc  it,  sir,  my  suit 
to  sec  him. 

Here  is  a warrant,  father.  I conceiv’d 
That  he  had  solely  applied  himself  to  rnagick. 
Razee . And  to  these  studies  too,  sir;  in 
this  field 

He  was  initiated. « But  we  shall  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  chair. 

Lat.  Tell  him  he  shall  have  gold 

Fiske.  Oh,  such  a syllable  would  make 
him  forswear 

Ever  to  breathe  in  your  sight. 
lut.  How  then  ? 

Fiske.  Sir,  he,  if  you  do  please  to  give  lain 
any  thing, 

Must  hnve’t  convey’d  under  a paper. 

Razee.  Or  left  behind  some  book  in  his  study. 
Bute.  Or  in  some  old  wall. 

Fiske.  Where  his  familiars 
May  tell  him  of  it,  and  that  pleases  him,  sir. 
Bube.  Or  else.  I’ll  go  and  assay  him*8. 
Lat.  Take  gold  with  you. 

Rusee.  That  will  not  be  amiss.  Give  it  the 
hoy,  sir;  - 

He  knows  his  holes,  and  how  to  bnithisspirits. 
Fip.  We  must  lay  in  several  places,  sir. 
Rusce.  That’s  true ; 

That  if  one  come  not,  the  other  tnnv  hit. 

[F.reunt  Rusee  and  Pippeau. 
Lut.  Well,  go  then.  Is  he  so  learned, 
gentlemen  ? 

Fiske.  The  very  top  of  our  profession, 
mouth  o’tli*  fates  ! [tak*% 

Trav  Heav’n  his  spirits  he  in  good  humour  to 
They’ll  fling  the  gold  about  the  house  else ! 
Bah.  Ay, 

And  beat  the  friar,  if  lie  go  not  well 
Furnish'd  with  holy  watrr. 

Fiske.  Sir,  you  must  of  *crvc  him. 

But Not  rross  him  ill  a word;  for  then 
he’s  gone. 

Fiske.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a hazard, 
yet 

'Mass,  he  is  here  ! this  is  speed  ! 

Enter  Nor bre /,  Ruuc,  and  Pippcau. 
Norb.  Where's  your  scheme? 


Let’s  see’t;  dispatch;  nay,  fumbling  now  I 
Who’s  this? 

JRt/scc.Chicf  gentleman  of  die  duke's  cham- 
ber, doctor. 

Nnb.  OI>v  let  him  be ; good  ev'n  to  him  ! 
lie’s  a courtier ; | here  ? 

I’ll  spare  his  compliment,  tell  hiin.  What  is 
The  genicurc  nocturnal,  longitude 
At  twenty-one  degrees »,  the  latitude* 

At  forty-nine  and  ten  m mutes  ? llow^are  tho 
Card i nr s t J mites ; 

Fiske.  Libra  in  twenty-four,  forty-four  mi- 

And  Capricorn 

Norb.  I see  it;  see  the  planets, 

Where,  how  they  are  dispos’d ; the  Sun  and 
Mercury , f 

Mars  with  the  Dragons  tail  in  the  third  house, 
And  pars  Fortune  in  the  I mo  Ca/i , 

Then  Jupiter  iti  the  twelfth,  the  Cucodetnan. 
Buhe.  And  Venus  in  the  second  Infer n a 
Porto.  [fifth, 

Norb.  I see  it;  peace ! then  Saturn  in  the 
Luna  i’th’  seventh,  and  much  of  Scorpio , 
Then  Alurs  his  Gaudiuiu,  rising  in  th’  Ascen- 
dent, [Venus, 

And  join’d  with  Libra  too,  the  house  of 

And  Lnum'Ctrti , Mars  his  exaltation 
In  the  seventh  house,  Aries  being  Lis  natural 
house  [him 

And  where  he  is  now  seated,  and  all  these  shew 
To  be  the  Almuter. 

Rusee . Yes,  he’s  lord  of  the  geniture. 
Whether  vou  examine  it  by  Ptoiomy*s  wav, 
Or  Messahulalds*9,  Lae l,  or  Alkindus. 

Fiske.  No  other  planet  hath  so  many  dig- 
nities, 

Either  by  himself,  or  in  regard  of  thecuspes. 
Norb.  Why,  hold  your  tongue  then,  if  you 
know  it;  Venus 

The  lady  of  the  horoscope,  being  Libra, 
The  other  part,  Mars  rules : -So  that,  the  geni- 
Being  nocturnal,  Lunu  is  the  highest,  [ture 
None  else  being  in  sufficient  dignity, 

She  being  in  Aries  in  the  seventh  house. 
Where  Sol  exalted,  is  the  Alchnrodett. 

Butte.  Yes,  for  ybu  see  he  hath  iiis  terinine 
In  the  degrees  where  she  is,  and  enjoys 
By  that  six  dignities. 

Fiske.  Which  are  clearly  more 
Thau  any  else  that  view  her  in  the  scheme. 
Norb.  Why,  I saw  this,  and  could  have 
told  you  too, 

That  he  beholds  her  with  a trine  nspect 
Here  out  of  Sagittary,  almost  quartilc81, 

words  or  else  were  struck  out  by  Seward  and 


v®  Bube.  Or  else  I'll  go  and  assay  Aim.]  The 
Sympsoii,  us  * injurious  to  sense  aud  measure.' 

In  our  opinion,  they  assist  both, 
w At  twnty-one  degrees , the  latitude .]  This  line,  strange  as  it  may  appear,  is  in  no  edition 
but  the  old  quarto. 

Or  Mcsbetiioles.]  The  quarto  reads,  Nassahalcs.  The  right  name  is  Mrssahalah : he 
was  a Jew  famous  for  judicial  astrology,  and  lived  in  the  times  of  the  chalifs  Aluintisor  aud 
Aliuamou.  Vide  Sahiiasiuui  de  Annis  Climactericis,  p.  30?.  Sympson. 

almost  partite.  J The  old  quarto  reads,  ‘ almost  partly;’  quartiU  is  undoubtedly  the 

true  w ord.  It  is  diUicuit  to  u»  at  prescat  to  relish  the  jargou  of  a science  so  long  exploded, 

\ but 
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[Act  4.  Scene  3. 


And  hoW  that  JWarf  otitof  flic  self-same  house, 
(But  another  sign)  here  by  a platique  aspect 
Looks  at  the  hyieg,  with  a quartile  ruling 
The  house  where  the  sun  is;  all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you,  hut  that  you’ll  out-run  me; 

and  more,  [life, 

That  this  same  quartile  aspect  to  the  lady  of 
Here  in  the  seventh,  promises  some  danger, 
Cauda  Draconis  being  so  near  Mars , 

And  Cqput  Algol  in  the  house  of  death. 

JmI.  How,  sir?  I pray  you  clear  that. 

A ’orb.  What  is  the  question  first? 

Rusee.  Of  the  duke's  life ; what  dangers 
threaten  him  ? 

] Sorb.  Apparent,  and  those  sudden,  when 
the  hvleg 

Or  Alchoroden  by  direction  come 
To  a quartile  opposition  of  the  place 
Where  Mars  is  in  the  geniturc, (which  is  now 
At  hand)  or  else  oppose  to  Mars  hitnseli ; 
expect  it. 

Lot.  But  they  may  be  prevented  ? 

Norb.  Wisdom  only  [ing 

That  ? ules  the  sturs,  may  do  it ; for  Murs  be- 
Lord  of  the  geniturc  in  Capricorn , 

Is,  if  you  mark  it,  now  a Sextile  here, 

With  Venus  lady  of  the  horoscope. 

So  she  being  in  her  exilium,  which  is  Scorpio, 
And  Mars  his  gnudium,  is  o’er-rul’d  by  him, 
And  clear  debilitated  five  degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  power,  so 
That,  at  the  most,  she  can  but  mitigate. 

Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  persons  bring 
this  danger  ? 

Norb,  No,  that  the  stars  tell  not  us;  they 
name  no  man; 

That  is  a work,  sir,  of  another  pltfre. 

Rusee.  Tell  him  whom  you  suspect,  and 
he'll  guess  shrewdly. 

Lat.  Sir,  we  do  fear  one  Aubrey;  if’twerc 
he,  [him. 

I should  be  glad ; for  we  should  soon  prevent 
(Fiske.  I know  him  ; the  duke’s  kinsman ; 
a tall  man. 

Lay  hold  of’t,  Norbret.) 

Norb.  Let  me  pause  a little : 

Is  he  not  near  of  kin  unto  the  duke? 

Lat.  Yes,  reverend  sir. 

(Norb.  Fart  for  your  reverence! 

Keep  it  till  then.>— And  somewhat  high  of 
Lat . He  is  so.  [stature  ? 


(Norb.  How  old  is  he? 

Fiske.  About  seven  and  fifty.) 

Norb.  His  head  and  beard  inclining  to  ba 
Lat.  Right,  sir.  [grey. 

(Fiske.  And  fat.) 

Norb.  He’s  somewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not? 
Lat.  You  speak  the  man,  sir. 

Norb.  Well,  look  to  him ! Farewell ! rExif. 
Lat.  Oh,  it  is  Aubrey.  Gentlemen,  I pray 

ye» 

Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  hands. 
Rusee.  Why,  he  will  shew  you  him  in  his 
magick-glnss. 

If  you  entreat  him,  and  but  gratify 
A spirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  shall  eat  gold. 

If  he  will  have  it;  so  you  shall  all.  There’s 
that 

Amongst  you  first.  Let  ine  liaVe  this  to  send 
The  duke  iu  the  mean  time ; and  then  what 
sights 

You  please  to  shew.  I’ll  have  you  so  rewarded 
As  never  artists  were  ; you  shall  to  court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  not  wait  your  for- 
tunes. [pockets. 

Rube.  We  have  a pretty  part  of 't  in  our 
Boy,  we  will  all  be  new ; you  shall  along  too. 

[Eoctmf. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Sopkia,  Matilda,  and  Edith . 

Mat.  Good  madaiu,  hear  the  suit  that 
Edith  urges, 

With  snch  submiss  beseeches;  nor  remain 
So  strictly  bound  to  sorrow  for  your  son, 
Tlmt  nothing  else,  tho*  never  so  befitting. 
Obtains  your  ears  or  observation. 

Soph.  What  would  she  say?  I hear. 

Edith.  My  suit  is,  madam. 

That  you  would  please  to  think  as  well  of 
justice  [added 

Due  to  your  son's  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong 
To  both  yourselves  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 
Th' undaunted  power  of  princes  should  not  be 
Confin'd  in  dcedless  cold  calamity  ; 

Anger  (the  twin  of  Sorrow)  in  your  wrongs 
Should  not  be  smother’d  when  his  right  of 
birth  [forth. 

Claims  th’  air  as  well,  and  force  of  coming 
Soph.  Sorrow  is  due  already  ®*;  Anger  never 
Should  be  conceiv’d,  but  where  it  may  be  bora 


but 

words 


it  is  certainly  a very  lust  banter  upon  the  ridiculous  credulity  of  our  Authors'  age.  The 
ds  Almutcr  and  Alcoroden  are  two  words  which  Bailey,  the  only  dictionary  1 tound  them 


Seward. 


in,  makes  pretty  near  the  same  thing,  viz.  The  star  that  reigns  at  our  nativity. 

•>  Sorrow  is  due  already. ) Thus  mud  the  old  hooks ; and  who  can  read  with  Seward,  HAS, 
without  the  organs  of  n serpent?  Jsdith  desires  them 

‘ to  think  as  well  of  justice 

« Due  to  her  son's  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong 
• Added  to  both  themselves,  in  only  grieving 

and  further  says,  that  < Anger  is  the  twin  of  Sorrow.’  Sophia  replies,  that  ‘ Sorrow  is  due 


the  old  hooka. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

In  some  fact  fit  t*  employ  Ins  active  flame, 
That  else  consumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a lube  star  tiiat  quenches  as  it  glides. 
Edith.  I have  such  means  t*  employ  it  as 
your  wish 

Can  think  no  better,  easier,  or  securer ; 

.And  such  as,  but  for  the  honours  I intend 
To  your  partakings*  I alone  could  end. 
lint  your  parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  blood 
For  vengeance  in  the  shedder,  nrc  much 
greater,  [slaughter ; 

And  therefore  should  work  your  hands  to  his 
For  your  consent  to  which,  'twere  infinite 
wroug 

To  your  severe  and  most  impartial  justice, 
To  move  you  to  forget  so  false  a son 
As  with  a mother's  duty  made  you  curse  him. 

Mat.  Edith,  he  is  forgot  for  nny  son 
Ikirn  of  my  mother,  or  to  inc  a brother  ; 

For,  should  we  still  perform  our  rights  to  him, 
We  should  partake  hi*  wrongs,  and  as  fotd  be 
In  blood  and  damned  parricide  as  he: 

And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  that 
I Icav’n 

Puts  in  thy  hand,  for  all  our  long’d-for  free- 
dom 

Frortr  so  abhorr’d  and  impious  a monster. 
Si»p ft i.  Tell  what  she  will,  i’ll  lend  nor  hand 
nor  car  * 

To  whatsoever  Heav’n  puts  in  her  power. 

[J£r<f. 

Mat.  How  strange  she  is  to  what  she 
chiefly  wishes  ! 

Sweet  Edith,  be  not  any  though!  the  more 
Discourag’d  in  thy  purpose,  but  assur’d 
Her  heart  and  prayers  are  thine;  and  that 
we  two 

Shall  he  enough  to  all  we  wish  to  do. 

Edith.  Madam,  uiysclf  alone,  I make  no 
doubt, 

&hall  l.c  afforded  power  enough  fromHeav’n 
To  cud  the  murderer.  All  I wish  of  you, 


Is  but  some  richer  ornaments  and  jewels 
Than  I am  able  to  provide  myself, 

To  help  out  the  defects  of  my  poor  beauty. 
That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is, 

To  inuke  his  fancy  mad  with  my  desire. 

But  you  khow,  madam,  women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  man ; 

A nd  this  man’s  torments  l would  heighten  still; 
’Till  at  their  highest  he  were  fit  to  kill. 

Mat . Thou  shall  have  all  my  jewels  and 
niv  mother’s ; 

And  thou  slialt  paint  too,  that  his  food’s  de- 
sire 

May  mrfke  him  perish  in  a painted  fire. 

Hast  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 

Edith.  Been  with  him  ? no ; 

I set  that  hour  back  to  haste  more  his  longing : 
But  1 Have  promis'd  to  his  instruments, 

The  admittance  of  a visit  at  our  house ; 
Where  yet  I would  receive  him  with  all  lustre 
My  sorrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Suspicion  of  my  purpose. 

Mat.  Thou  slialt  have 


All  I can  add,  sweet  wench,  in  jewels,  tires; 
I’ll  be  myself  thy  dresser.  Nor  may  I 
Sen  e my  own  love  with  a contracted  husband 
More  sweetly,  nor  more  amply,  than  may’st 
thou  [tions ! 

Thv  forward  will  with  his  bewitch’d  aflfec* 
Affect’st  thou  any  personal  aid  of  mine. 

My  noblest  Editn  ? 

Edith.  Nought  but  your  kind  prdyef, 

For  full  effect  and  speed  of  my  affair. 

Mat.  They’re  thine,  ray  Edith,  as  for  me 
my  own: 

For  thou  well  know’st,  if  blodd  shed  of  the 


best . 

Should  cool  and  be  forgotten,  who  would  fear 
To  shed  blood  still  ? or  where,  alas,  were  theu 
The  endless  love  we  owe  to  worthy  men  ? 
Edith.  Love  of  the  worthiest  ever  bless 
your  highness ! [EretmL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Hollo  (with  a glass),  Aubrey f and  ser- 
vants. 

Kollo.  T NEVER  studied  my  glass  till  now ; 

-*■  It  is  exceeding  well;  now  leave 
me.  Cousin, 

How  takes  your  eye  the  object? 

Aub.  I have  learn ’d 
So  much,  sit,  of  the  courtier,  ns  to  say 
Your  person  docs  become  your  habit;  but, 
Being  call'd  unto  it  by  a noble  wrfr, 

Would  grace  an  armour  better. 

Kollo.  You  are  still 

For  that  great  artof  which  you  arc  the  master: 
Yet  I mii*t  tell  you,  that  to  the  encounters 

Vol.  IX.  * z 


We  oft  attempt,  arm’d  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  blood,  fears  mix’d  with  flatt’nug 
hopes, 

The  daugcr  in  the  service  too  as  great, 

As  when  we  are  to  chnrge  quite  thro’  ami  thro' 
The  body  of  an  army. 

Aub.  I’ll  not  argue.  fin’t. 

How  you  may  rank  the  dangers,  but  will  die 
The  ends  which  they  arrive  at  are  as  distent 
In  every  circumstance,  as  far  as  honour 
Is  from  shame  and  repentance. 

Kollo.  \ ou  are  sour  ? 

Aub.  I would  speak  my  free  thoughts;  yet 
not  appear  so ; 

Nor  ain  I so  ambitious  of  the  title 
Of  one  that  dares  balk  any  thing  that  runs 
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Against  the  torrent  of  his  on  n opinion  *», 
Thnt  I affect  to  speak  aught  may  offend  you  : 
And  therefore,  gracious  sir,  be  pleas  d to 

My  manners  or  discretion  have  inform'd  me, 
That  I was  born, in  all  good  ends, to  sen  e you, 
And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  me  not : 
I look  not  with  sore  eyes  on  your  neb  outside, 
Nor  rack  my  thoughts  to  find  out  to  what 
purpose 

Tin  now  employ’d ; I wish  it  may  be  good, 
And  that,  1 nope,  offends  not.  For  a subject 
Towards  his  prince,  in  things  indifferent, 

To  use  th’  austereness  of  a censuring  Cato 
Is  arrogance,  not  freedom. 

Hollo.  I commend 

This  temper  in  you,  and  will  cherish  it. 


Enter  Hamond , with  letters. 

They  come  from  Roan?  Latorch  employ’d 
Ham.  True,  sir.  , , , 1?°“  ? 

Iloilo.  I must  not  now  be  troubled  with  a 
thought  , 

Of  any  new  design.  Good  Aubrey,  read  em ; 
And  as  they  shall  direct  you,  use  my  power, 
Or  to  reply  or  execute. 

Aub.  I will,  sir.  [our  guard 

Rollo.  And,  captain,  bring  a squadron  ot 
To  th’  house  that  late  was  Baldwin’s,  and 
there  wait  me. 

Ham.  I shall. 

Rollo.  Some  two  hours  hence. 

Ham.  With  my  best  care. 

Hollo.  Inspire  me,  Love,  and  he  thy  deity 
Or  scorn’d  or  fear’d,  as  now  thou  favour’st 
me! 

Horn.  My  stay  to  do  my  duty,  may- be. 


wrongs 

Your  lordship's  privacy. 

Aub.  Captain, your  love 
Is  ever  welcome.  I entreat  your  patience 
While  I peruse  these. 

Horn.  I attend  your  pleasure. 

Aub.  How's  this?  a plot  on  me? 

Ham.  What  is  contain'd 
1’  th'  letters  that  I brought,  that  thus  trans- 
ports him? 

Aub.  To  be  wrought  on  by  rogues,  and 
have  my  head  [bread? 

Brought  to  the  axe  by  knaves  that  cheat  tor 
The  creatures  of  a parasite,  a slave  ? 

I find  you  here,  Latorch,  nor  wonder  at  it; 
But  tliut  this  honest  captain  should  be  made 
His  instrument,  afflicts  inc  : I II  make  trial 
Whether  his  will  or  weakness  made  him  do  it. 


Captain,  you  saw  the  duke  when  he  com- 
manded 

I should  do  what  these  letters  did  direct  me; 
And  I piesume  you  think  I'll  not  neglect. 

For  fear  or  favour,  to  remove  all  dangers. 
How  near  soe’er  that  man  can  he  to  me 
From  whom  they  should  liuve  birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirm'd.  [refuse, 

Aub.  Nor  would  you,  captain,  I believe, 
Or  for  respect  of  thank  fulness,  or  hopes. 

To  use  your  sword  with  fullest  confidence 
Where  he  shall  bid  you  strike. 

Ham.  I never  have  done. 

Aub.  Nor  will,  I think. 

Ham.  I hope  it  is  not  question'd. 

Aub.  The  means  to  have  it  so  is  now  pro- 
pos'd you.  [head ! 

Draw;  so,  ’tis  well;  and  next,  cut  off  my 
Hum.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Aub.  Tis,  sir,  the  duke's  pleasure; 

My  innocence  hath  made  me  dungerous, 

And  I must  be  remov’d,  and  you  the  man 
Must  act  his  will. 

Ham.  I'll  be  a traitor  first. 

Before  I serve  it  thus ! 

Aub.  It  must  be  done;  [warrant. 

And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it,  there's  your 
But  as  you  read,  remember,  Hamond,  that 
I never  wrong'd  one  ol  your  brave  protessiou; 
And,  thu'  it  he  not  manlv,  I must  grieve 
That  man  of  whose  love  f was  most  ambitious 
Could  find  no  object  for  his  hate  hot  tue. 
Ham.  It  is  no  time  to  talk  now.  Honour'd 
sir, 

Be  pleas’d  to  hear  thy  servant:  I am  wrong’d, 
And  cannot,  being  now  to  serve  the  duke, 
Stay  to  express  the  manner  how  ; hut  if 
I do  not  suddenly  give  you  strong  proofs 
Your  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own, 

May  1 live  base,  and  die  so ! Sir,  your  pardon. 

[Jivit. 

Aub.  I’m  both  ways  ruin'd,  both  ways 
mark’d  for  slaughter ! 

On  every  side,  about,  behind,  betorc  me, 
Mycortain  fateisfix'd!  Were  la  knave  now, 

I could  ovoid  this ; had  my  actions 
But  mere  relations  to  their  own  ends,  I could 
'scape  now. 

Oh,  Honesty  ! thou  elder  child  of  Virtue, 
Thou  seed  of  Ilcav'u,  why,  to  acquire  thy 
goodness,  [ns, 

Should  malice  and  distrust  stick  thoms  beiorc 
And  make  us  swim  unto  thee,  hung  with 
hazards  ? 

But  Ilcav’u  is  got  by  suffering,  not  disputing ! 


dam  talk  any  thing  that  was 

Aeaiiat  the  torrent  of  his  own  opinion.]  The  old  quarto  for  n ot  reads  runs,  a word 
nrnrh  nrcfernblc  to  the  other.  But  what  daring  is  there  to  talk  only  against  /in  ms  opinion ? 
To  talk  arniinst  such  a man  as  Rollo's  was  daring  indeed  in  an  interior.  1 lie  words  hit  m » 
arc  urobably  a mere  interpolation.  Opinion,  according  to  the  constant  usage  of  all  the  old 
poets,  is  four  syllables,  or  two,  at  wall ; and  to  call  it  opinion  in  general,  rather  than  Kollo  t 

,n  feV'sewm'd', * the  reforef  treating  opinion  as  ‘ four  syllables,’  omits  tilt  words  hit  own.  The 
small  change  of  talk  into  balk,  gives  good  verse,  and  sound  sense. 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Say  he  knew  this  before-hand,  where  am  I 
then  ? 

Or  say  he  do  not  know  it,  where’s  my  loyalty  ? 
I know  his  nature,  troubled  as  the  sea, 

And  as  the  sea  devouring  where  he's  vex’J, 
And  1 know  princes  are  their  own  expounders. 
Am  I afraid  of  death?  of  dying  nobly  ? 

( )f  dying  in  mine  innocence  uprightly  ? 

Have  I met  death  in  all  his  forms,  and  fears, 
Now  on  the  points  of  swords,  now  pitch’d  on 
lances. 

In  fires,  in  storms  of  arrows,  battles, breaches, 
And  shall  I now  shrink  from  him,  when  he 
courts  me, 

Smiling  und  full  of  snnetity  ? I'll  meet  him  ; 
My  loyal  hand  and  heart  shall  give  this  to  him. 
And,  tho’it  bear  beyond  what  poets  feign 
A punishment,  duly  shall  meet  that  pain  ; 
And  my  most  constant  heart,  to  do  him  good, 
Shall  check  at  neither  pale  afliight  nor  blood. 

Enter  J\lessenger. 

Mess.  The  duchess  presently  would  crave 
your  presence. 

Aub.  I come;  and,  Aubrey,  now  resolve 
to  keep 

Thy  honour  living,  tho’  thy  body  sleep  ! 

[£rif. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Edith  and  a boy  ; a banquet  set  out. 
Edith.  Now  for  a father’s  murder,  and 
the  ruin 

All  chastity  shall  suffer  if  he  reign  ! 

Thou  blessed  soul,  look  down,  and  steel  thy 
daughter, 

Look  on  the  sacrifice  she  comes  to  send  thee, 
And  thro'  that  bloody  cloud  behold  iny  piety  ! 
Take  from  my  cold  heart  fear,  from  iny  sex 

And  as  I wipe  these  tears  off,  shed  for  thee, 
So  all  remembrance  may  1 lose  of  mercy  ! 
Give  roe  a woman’s  anger  bout  to  blood, 

The  wildness  of  the  winds  to  drown  his 
prayers ! 

Storm-like  may  my  destruction  fall  upon  him, 


! My  rage,  like  roving  bilfows  as  they  rise, 
Pour'd  on  his  soul  to  sink  it ! Give  me  flat- 
tery,  fbhng) 

(For  yet  my  constant  soul  ne'er  knew  disscm- 
Flattery  the  food  of  fools,  that  1 may  rock 
him 

And  lull  him  in  the  down  of  his  desires ; 
That,  in  the  height  of  all  his  hopes  and  wishes, 
His  lleav'n  forgot,  and  all  his  lusts  upon  him, 
My  hand,  like  thunder  from  a cloud,  may 
seize  him  ! [him. 

I hear  him  come**;  go,  boy,  and  entertain 

SONG0. 

Take,  oh,  take  those  lips  away, 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn, 

And  those  eyes,  like  break  ofduy, 
Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn ; 

But  my  kisses  bring  again, 

Seals  of  love,  tho’  seal’d  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow. 
Which  thy  frozen  bosom  bears, 

On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow 
Are  yet  of  those  that  April  wears; 

But  first  set  my  poor  heart  free, 

Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee. 

Enter  Hollo. 

Hullo.  What  bright  star,  taking  Beauty's 
form  upon  her, 

In  all  the  happy  lustre  of  Heav'n’s  glory, 

Has  dropp’d  down  from  the  sky  to  comfort 
me? 

Wonder  of  nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty;  nor  tins  kiss 
The  gentle  sacrifice  of  love  and  service. 

Be  offer’d  to  the  honour  of  thy  sweetness. 
Edith.  My  gracious  lord,  no  deity  dwells 
here, 

Nor  nothing  of  that  virtue,  but  obedience; 
The  servant  to  your  will  affects  no  flattery. 

Rollo.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  swear  those  eyes 
Are  Love’s  eternal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts 
with  ? 

That  tongue  the  smart  string  to  his  bow  ? 
those  sighs 


1 hear  him  come. ] The  following  scene  is  evidently  w'rit  in  emulation  of  the  famous 
courtship  of  Richard  the  Third  to  Lady  Arm  ; and  though  it  may  fall  somewhat  short,  every 
reader  of  taste  will  be  charmed  with  so  noble  a resemblance  ot  that  consummate  master  of 
dramatic  poetry.  Rollo  is  certainly  au  inferior  character  to  Richard,  but  Edith  much  excels 
Lady  Ann,  and  indeed  almost  any  female  character  that  Shakespeare  has  drawn.  So  does 
Juliana  in  The  Double  Marriage,  and  I.ucina  in  Valentmian.  i forgot  to  mention  in  the 
former  scenes  of  this  play  what  were  taken  from  Seneca’s  Thebais  ; but  it  is  chiefly  Sophia’s 
speeches  in  the  first  act,  which  are  almost  literal  translations.  Sezvard. 

4 The  famous  courtship  of  Richard  to  Lady  Aim*  is  not  one  of  the  happiest  scenes  of 
Shakespeare;  and  if  we  should  allow  that  * Edith  much  excels  Lady  Ann,’  we  could  not  by 
any  means  add,  with  Mr.  Seward,  that  she  also  excels  4 almost  any  female  character  that 
* Shakespeare  has  drawn.*  Editors  arc  not  bound  to  be  partial. 

• <So»£.]  The  tirsfc  stanza  of  this  Song  is  to  be  found  in  Shakespeare's  Measure  for  Mea- 
sure; and  the  whole  of  it  is  printed,  as  the  production  of  that  Author,  in  the  edition  of  his 
Poems  published  by  Sewel  and  Gildon.  But  Dr.  Percy  observes,  these  Gentlenjen  have 
inserted  therein  many  pieces  not  written  by  our  great  Bard,  and  the  present  is  ndt  in  Jag-* 
gard’s  old  edition  of  Shakespeare's  Sonnets : We  cannot,  therefore,  with  certaiuty  ascribe 
it  to  him.  H, 
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The  deadly  shafts  he  sends  into  our  souls? 
Oh,  look  upon  me  with  thy  spring  of  beauty  ! 
Edith.  Your  Grace  is  full  of  game. 

Hollo.  By  Heav’u,  my  Edith, 

Thy  mother  fed  on  roses  when  she  bred  thee. 
Edith.  And  thine  on  bramblps,  that  have 
prick’d  her  heart  out  ! 

Hollo.  The  sweetness  of  th’  Arabian  wind, 
still  blowing 

ITpon  the  treasures  of  perfumes  and  spices. 
In  all  their  pride  und  treasures,  calls  thee 
mistress ! 

Edith.  Will’t  please  you  sit,  sir? 

Hollo.  So  you  please  sit  by  me. 

Fair  gentle  maid,  there  is  no  speaking  to  thee ; 
The  excellency  that  appenrs  upon  thee 
Ties  up  my  tongue ! ’lJray  speak  to  me. 
Edith.  Of  what,  sir? 

Hullo.  Of  any  thing,  and  any  tiling  is  ex- 
cellent. [then ; 

Will  you  Lake  my  direction?  Speak  of  love 
gpeak  of  thy  IV, ir  self,  Edith;  and  while  thou 
speak’st,  [wench. 

Let  me,  thus  languishing,  give  up  myself, 
Etfyth.  I rims  a strange  cunnjug  tongue. — 
Why  do  you  sigh,  sir? 

How  masterly  lie  turns  himself  to  catch  me! 

' Hollo.  Tim  way  to  Paradise,  my  gentle 
maid,  [>ng. 

Is  hard  and  crooked,  scarce  repentance  find- 
With  all  her  holy  liglps,  the  door  to  enter. 
Give  me  thy  hand  : Wlmt  dost  thou  feci? 

Edith.  Yuur  tears,  sir; 

You  weep  extremely.— Strengthen  me  now, 
justice ! — 

Why  are  these  sorrows,  sir? 

' lialto.  Thqu’lt  never  love  me  [left 

If  1 should  tell  thee;  and  yet  there’s  no  way 
Ever  to  purchase  this  blest  Paradise, 

But  swimming  thither  in  these  tears. 

Edith.  I stagger ! 

Hallo,  Are  they  not  drops  of  blood? 
Edith.  No. 

Hollo.  They’re  for  blood  then, 

For  guiltless  blood  ! and  they  must  drpp,  mv 
Edith,  [mischiefs. 

They  must  thus  drop,  ’till  I have  drow  n’d  mv 
Edith.  If  this  be  iruc,  I have  no  strength 
to  touch  him. 

Hollo.  I prithee  look  upon  me ; turn  not 
from  me ! 

Alas,  I do  confess  I’m  made  of  mischief. 
Begot  with  all  men’s  miseries  upon  me ; 

But  see  my  sorrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou 
learn, 

Whose  only  sweetest  sacrifice  is  softness, 
Whose  true  condition  tenderness  of  na- 
ture— 

Edith.  My  angprinclts;  oh,  I shall  lose 
my  justice  ! [ty, 

Hollo.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruel- 
l have  done;  to  murder  with  thy  eves, 
Those  blessed  eyes,  ps  I have  done  w ith  ma- 
lice. * [scorn, 

yVheu  thou  hast  wounded  me  to  death  with 


[Act  5.  Scene  2. 

(As  I deserve  it,  lady)  for  iny  true  love, 
When  thou  hast  louden  me  with  earth  for 
ever, 

Take  heed  iny  sorrows,  and  the  stings  I 
suffer, 

Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and 
horror,  [then. 

Pursue  thee  not ; no  time  shall  tell  thy  griefs 
Nor  shall  an  hour  of  joy  add  to  thy  beauties. 
Look  not  upon  uic  as  I kill’d  thy  father; 

As  I was  smear’d  in  blood,  do  thou  not  hate 
me ; [ancc. 

But  thus,  in  whiteness  of  my  wash'd  repent- 
In  my  heart's  tears  and  truth  of  love  to  Editji, 

In  my  fair  life  hereafter 

Edith.  lie  will  fool  me  ! j 
Hollo.  Oli,  with  thine  angel-eyes  behold 
and  b(css  nip ! 

Of  lleav’n  we  call  for  mercy,  and  obtain  it; 
To  Justice  for  our  right  on  earth,  and  have  it; 
Of  thee  1 beg  for  love ; save  me,  and  give  it! 
Hdithi  Now,  Iieuv'n,  thy  help,  or  X am 
gone  for  ever ; 

Ilis  tougge  has  turn'd  me  into  melting  pity  ! 

Enter  Hamond  and  Guard. 

Horn.  Keep  the  doors  safe;  and,  upon 
pain  of  death, 

Let  no  man  enter  ’till  I give  the  word. 

Guard.  We  shall,  sir.  [ Exeunt. 

Ham.  Here  he  is,  in  all  his  pleasure  : 

I have  my  wish. 

Hollo.  How  now?  why  dost  thou  stare  so  ? 
Edith.  A help,  I hope  ! 

Hollo.  What  dost  thou  here?  who  sent 
thee  ? [office 

llam.  My  brother,  and  the  base  malicious 
Thou  nuul'st  me  do  to  Aubrey.  Pray  ! 

Hollo.  Pray? 

Ham.  Pray ! 

Pray,  if  thou  capst  pray;  X shall  kill  thy 
soul  pise ! 

Pray  suddenly ! 

Hollo.  Thou  canst  not  be  so  traitorous  ! 
llam.  It  is  a justice. — Stay,  lady! 

(For  I perceive  your  end)  a woman's  baud 
Must  not  rob  me  of  vengeance. 

Edith.  *Tis  iny  glory  ! 

Hum.  Tis  mine;  stay,  and  share  with 
-*  me.— By  the  gods,  Rollo, 

There  is  no  way  to  save  thy  life ! 

Hollo.  No? 

Ham . No: 

It  is  so  monstrous,  no  repentance  cures  it ! 
Hollo.  Why  then,  thou  shalt kill  her  first; 
and  what,  this  blood 

Will  cast  upon  thy  cursed  head 

Hum.  Poor  guard,  sir ! 

Edith.  Spare  not,  brave  captain  ! 
j Hollo.  Fear,  or  the  devil  have  thee  ! 

Hum.  Such  fear,  sir,  as  you  gave  your  ho- 
nour’d mother, 

When  your  most  virtuous  brother  shicld-like 
held  her, 

Such  I’ll  give  you.  Put  her  away. 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 


Rollo.  I will  not; 

I will  not  die  so  tamely. 

Ham.  Murderous  villain. 

Wilt  thou  draw  seas  of  blood  upon  thee? 

Edith.  Fear  not;  [him! 

Kill  him,  good  captain  ! any  way  dispatch 
My  body’s  honour’d  with  that  sword  that 
thro’  me  [hand  ! 

Sends  his  black  soul  to  hell ! Oh,  but  lor  one 
Ham.  Shake  him  off  bravely. 

Edith.  He  is  too  strong.  Strike  him  ! 

Ham.  Oh,  am  I with  you,  sir?  Now  keep 
you  from  him  ! 

What,  has  he  got  a knife®5? 

Edith.  Look  to  him,  captain;  i 

For  now  he  will  he  mischievous. 

Ham.  Do  you  sinile,  sir? 

Does  it  so  tickle  you?  Have  at  you  once  more ! 
Edith.  Oil,  bravely  thrust.  Take  heed  he 
come  not  in,  sir. 

To  him  again ; you  give  him  too  much  respite. 
Rollo.  Yet  wilt  thou  save  ray  life?  and  I’ll 
forgive  thee,  [incuts, 

And  give  thee  all,  nil  honours,  all  advance- 
Call  thee  my  friend  ! 

Edith.  Strike,  strike,  and  hear  him  not  1 
li.s  tongue  will  tempt  u saint. 

Rollo.  Oh,  for  my  soul  sake  ! 

Edith.  Save  nothing  of  him  ! 

Ham.  Now  for  your  farewell ! 

Are  you  so  wary  ? take  you  that ! 

Rollo.  Thou  thnt  too  ! 

Oh,  thou  hast  kill’d  me  basely,  basely,  basely  ! 

[Dus. 

Edith.  The  just  reward  of  murder  falls 
upon  thee ! 

IIow  do  vou,  sir?  has  he  not  hurt  you? 

Ham.  No; 

I feel  not  any  tiling. 

Aub.  fa/Mm.]  1 charge  you  let  ps  pass! 
Guard  [within].  You  cannot  yet,  sir. 

Aub.  I’ll  make  way  then. 

Guard.  We  are  sworn  to  our  captain ; 

And,  ’till  he  give  the  word 

Hum.  Now  let  them  in  there. 

Enter  Sophia , Matilda , Aubrey,  Lords  and 
Attendants. 

Soph.  Oh,  there  he  lies ! Sorrow  on  sorrow 
seeks  me ! 

Oh,  in  his  blood  Ik  lies  ! 

Aub.  I lad  you  spoke  sooner, 

This  might  have  be-cu  prevented.  Take  the 
duchess, 

And  lead  her  off;  this  is  no  sight  for  her  eyes. 
Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done,  wench  ! 

Edith.  There  stands  the  noble  doer. 

Mat.  May  honour  ever  seek  thee  for  thy 
justice  ! 

Oh,  ’twasadeed  of  high  and  bravendventure, 


A justice  e’en  for  Ilcav’n  to  envy  at ! 

Farewell,  iny  sorrows ! and,  my  tears,  take 
truce ! 

My  wishes  are  come  round  ! Oh,  bloody 
brother, 

Till  this  hour  never  beauteous;  ’till  thy  life, 

Like  a full  sacrifice  for  all  thy  mischiefs, 

Flow’d  from  thee  in  these  rivers,  never  righ- 
teous! 

Oh,  how  iny  eves  are  quarried  * with  their 
joys  now  ! 

My  longing  heart  e'en  leaping  out  for  light- 
ness! [tllec! 

But,  die  thy  black  sins  with  thee;  1 forgive 

Aub.  Who  did  this  deed? 

Ham.  I ; and  I’ll  answer  it ! [ Dies. 

Edith.  He  faints!  Oh,  that  same  cursed 
knife  has  kill’d  him  ! 

Aub.  IIow? 

Edith,  lie  snatch'd  it  from  my  hand  for 
whom  i bore  it; 

And,  as  they  grappled*— — 

Aub.  Justice  is  ever  equal ! [honest. 

Hud  it  not  been  on  him,  th*  hadst  died  too 

Did  you  know  of  life  death  ? 

Edith.  Y'es,  and  rejojee  in’t. 

Aub.  I’m  sorry  for  your  youth  then,  for 
tho’  the  strictness 

Of  law  shall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  life 

Must  presently.  Go,  to  a cloystcr  carry  her ; 

And  there  for  ever  lead  your  life  in  penitence. 

Edith.  Best  father  to  my  soul,  I give  you 
thanks,  sir ! 

And  now  my  fair  revenges  have  their  ends; 

My  vows  shall  be  my  kin,  my  prayers  my 
friends  ! * [ Exit. 


Eater  Latorch  and  Jugglers. 

Eat.  Stay  there;  1*11  step  in,  and  prepare 
the  duke. 

If  orb.  We  shall  have  brave  rewards  ! 

Fiske.  That’s  without  question. 

Eat.  By  this  time,  where’s  my  huffing 
friend,  lord  Aubrey? 

Where’s  that  good  gentleman?  Oh,  I could 
laugh  now, 

And  burst  myself  with  mere  imagination: 

A wise  mail,  and  u valiant  man,  a just  man, 
Should  suffer  himself  to  be  juggled  out  o’th* 
world, 

By  a number  of  poor  gipsies!  Farewell, 
swash-buckler;  [tunc. 

For  I know  thy  mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this 
A hundred  of  ye  I can  shave  as  neatly, 

And  ne’er  draw  blood  in  show.  Now  shall 
my  honour,  [i,ur<* 

My  power,  and  virtue,  walk  alone ; my  plea- 
Observ’d  by  ail  ; all  knees  bend  to  my  wor- 
ship ; 

All  suits  to  me,  as  saint  of  nil  their  fortunes. 


A knife,]  «.  e.  A dagger. 

64  Quarried.]  This  is  an  allusion  to  falconry.  Latham,  w ho  wrote  in  the  time  of  Janies  I.  ’ 
explains  the  word  quarrie 4 to  be  taken  forthefowle  w hich  is  flow ne  at  and  slaineat  any  time 
\ especially  when  young  hawks  arc  flownc  thereunto.’  R. 
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Preferr’d  and  crowded  to.  What  fuH  place 
of  credit. 

And  what  stile  now*'?  your  lordship?  no, 
'tis  common ; 

But  that  I'll  think  tomorrow  on  : Now  for 
my  business. 

Aub.  Who’s  there? 

Lat.  Ha!  dead?  my  master  dead  ? Aubrey 
alive  too  ? 

Guard.  Latorch,  sir. 

Aub.  Seize  his  body  ! 

Lat.  Oh,  my  fortune  ! 

My  master  dead  ? 

Aub.  And  you,  within  this  half-hour, 
Prepare  yourself,  good  devil ! you  must  to  it; 
Millions  of  gold  shall  not  redeem  thy  mis- 
chiefs. 

Behold  the  justice  of  thy  practice,  villain; 
The  mass  of  murders  thou  hast  drawn  upon 
us; 

Behold  thy  doctrine!  You  look  now  for  re- 
ward, sir, 

To  be  ndvanc’d,  I’m  sure,  for  all  your  labours ; 
And  you  shall  have  it.  Make  ins  gallows 
higher 

By  ten  foot  at  the  least,  and  then  advance 
’Lat.  Mercy,  mercy!  [him. 

Aub.  It  is  too  late,  tool; 

6uch  as  you  meant  for  me.  Away  with  him  ! 

[He  is  led  out. 

What  peeping  knaves  are  those?  Bring  ’em 
in,  fellows. 

Now  what  sire  you  ? 

Norb.  Mathematicians, 

An’t  like  your  lordship. 

Aub.  And  ye  drew  a figure  ? 

Fiskc.  We  have  drawn  many. 

Aub.  For  the  duke,  I mean,  sir. 

Latorch’s  knaves  you  are ! 

Norb.  We  know  the  gentleman. 

Aub.  What  did  he  promise  you  ? 

Norb.  We’re  paid  already. 


[Act  5.  Scene  2. 

Aub.  But  I will  see  you  better  paid : Go, 
whip  them  ! 

Norb.  We  do  beseech  your  lordship  ! we 
were  hir'd. 

Aub.  I know  you  were,  and  you  shall  have 
your  hire : 

Whip  ’em  extremely ; whip  that  doctor  there, 
’Till  he  record  himself  a rogue. 

Norb.  I am  one,  sir. 

Aub.  Whip  him  for  being  one;  and  when 
they’re  whipt,  [bang'd. 

Lend  ’em  to  th‘  gallows  to  see  their  putrou 
Away  with  them ! 

Norb.  Ah,  good  my  lord  ! 

[They  are  led  out. 
Aub.  Now  to  mine  own  right,  gentlemen. 

1 J^ord.  You  have  the  next  indeed ; we  all 
confess  it, 

And  here  stand  ready  to  invest  you  with  it. 

2 Lord.  Which  to  make  stronger  to  you, 
and  the  surer 

Than  blood  or  mischiefs  dare  infringe  again, 
Behold  this  lady,  sir,  this  noble  lady. 

Full  of  the  blood  as  you  are,  of  that  nearness; 

How  blessed  would  it  bo 

Aub.  I apprehend  you  ; 

And,  so  the  fair  Matilda  dare  accept  me. 

Her  ever  constant  servant 

Mat.  In  all  pureness, 

In  all  humility  of  heart  and  service, 

To  the  most  noble  Aubrey  I submit  me. 

Aub.  Then  this  is  our  first  tie.  Now  to 
our  business ! 

1 Lord.  We’re  ready  all  to  put  the  honour 
on  you. 

Aub.  These  sad  rites  must  be  done  first: 
Take  up  the  bodies; 

This,  as  he  was  a prince,  so  princely  funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him  ; on  this  honest  captain. 
The  decency  of  arms  ; a tear  for  him  too. 
So,  sadly  on,  and,  as  we  view  his  blood. 
May  his  example  in  our  rule  raise  good ! 


*7  ■ -what  full  place  of  credit , 

And  uihat  place  note  The  second  place  seems  to  have  been  accidentally  repeated,  in- 
stead of  some  word  that  implies  titley  honour y or  dignity.  Stile  seems  to  bid  fairest  of  any 
monosyllable  that  occurs.  Seward* 
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THE'  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE: 

A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  ascribe  this  Comedy  wholly  to  Fletcher.  In  1617,  (the 
Playhouse  Copy  having  been  lent  out  of  the  honse,  and  lost)  The  Wild-Goose  Chase 
could  not  be  inserted  among  our  Authors’  other  Plays:  It  was,  however,  afterwards  re- 
covered, and  published  in  1662,  by  Lowin  and  Taylor,  two  Players.  Farquhar's  Inconstant 
is  built  on  this  Play ; the  mad  scene  of  Oriana,  and  others,  are  almost  transcribed ; al 
though  both  the  Author  in  his  Preface,  and  Mr.  llowe  in  the  Epilogue,  assert  that  only 
the  hint  was  taken  from  tins  piece  of  our  Author. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


De  Gatid,  a noble  Gentleman. 

La  Castre,  Father  to  Mirubell. 

Mira  bell,  the  Wild-Goose, 

Pin  AC,  his  Fel Urn-traveller , Servant  to  Lil- 
lia-Bianca. 

Bf.i.leur,  Companion  to  both , in  love  with 
Rotalura. 

Nantolet,  Father  to  Rosalura  and  Lillia- 
Bianca. 

Llgier,  Tutor  to  the  Ladies. 


A young  Factor. 

Two  Merchants. 

Singing-Boy. 

Oriana,  lethrothed  to  3 Firabell . 

LiTua-Uianca,  \ Daughter,  of  Nantolet. 
Pete L LA,  their  Waiting-woman. 

Mariana,  an  English  Courtezan. 

Page,  Servants , Priest , and  four  Women . 


SCENE,  Paris. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Monsieur  De  Gurd  and  a Foolbop. 

De  Ga.  CIRRAII,  you  know  I have  rid 
^ hard  ; stir  my  horse  well, 

And  let  him  want  no  litter. 

Bop.  I am  sure  I’ve  run  hard ; 

'Would  somebody  would  walk  me,  and  see 
me  litter’d, 

For  I think  my  fellow  horse  cannot  in  reason 

Desire  more  rest,  nor  take  up  his  chamber 
before  me: 

But  we  are  the  beasts  now,  and  the  beasts 
are  our  masters. 

Dc  Ga.  When  you  have  done,  step  to  the 
ten-crown  ordinary 

Bop.  With  all  my  heart,  sir;  for  I have  a 
twenty-crown  stomach. 

De  Ga.  And  there  bespeak  a dinner. 

Bop  [going].  Yes,  sir,  presently. 

De  Ga.  For  whom,  I beseech  you,  sir? 

Boy.  For  myself,  I take  it,  sir. 


Dc  Ga.  In  truth,  yon  shall  not  take  it;  'tis 
not  meant  for  you  : 

There’s  for  your  provender.  Bespeak  a dinner 
For  monsieur  Mirabcll,  and  his  companions; 
They’ll  be  in  town  within  this  hour.  When 
you  have  done,  sirrah. 

Make  ready  all  things  at  my  lodging,  forme, 
And  wait  me  there. 

Bop.  The  ten-crown  ordinary  ? 

Dr  Ga.  Y’cs,  sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  iL 
Bop.  I’ll  forget  xny  feet  first: 

Tis  the  best  part  of  a footman's  faith. 

[Exit  Boy. 

De  Ga.  These  youths, 

For  all  they  have  been  in  Italy  to  learn  thrift, 
And  seem  to  wonder  at  men’s  lavish  ways, 
Yet  they  can’t  rub  off  old  friends,  their  French 
itches;  [bodies 

They  must  meet  sometimes  to  disport  their 
With  good  wine,  and  good  women  ; and  good 
store  too.  [all  points. 

Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  they  arc  arm'd  at 


Digitized  by  Google 


ira  THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE.  [Act  1.  Scene  1. 


And  then  hang  saving,  let  the  sea  grow  high  ! 
This  ordinary  can  fit  ’em  of  all  sizes,  [toins. 
They  must  salute  their  country  with  old  cUs- 

Enter  La  Cast  re  and  Oriana. 

Ori.  Brother! 

l)e  Go.  My  dearest  sister ! 

Ori.  Welcome,  welcome! 

Indeed,  you  are  welcome  home,  most  wel- 
come ! 

T)e  Ga.  Thank  ye  ! 

You’re  grown  a handsome  woman,  Oriana: 
Blush  at  your  faults.  I’m  wondrous  glad  to 
sec  you  ! , 

Monsieur  La  C’astre,  let  not  my  affection 
To  my  fair  sister  make  me  held  unmannerly : 
I’»n  glad  to  see  you  well,  to  see  you  lusty, 
Good  health  about  you,  and  in  fair  Company  ; 

Believe  me,  I am  proud 

Lu  Ca.  Fair  sir,  1 thank  you. 

Monsieur  I)e  Card,  you’re  welcome  from 
your journey ! 

Good  men  have  still  good  welcome  : Give  me 
your  hand,  sir. 

Once  more,  you’re  w elcome  home ! You  look 
still  younger.  [us; 

Dc  Ga.  Time  has  no  leisure  to  look  after 
Wc  wander  every  where;  age  cannot  find  us. 
Jm  Ca.  And  how  does  all  ? 

Vc  Ga.  All  well,  sir,  and  all  lusty,  [sir, 
La  Ca.  I hope,  my  son  he  so:  I doubt  not, 
But  you  have  often  seen  him  in  your  journies. 
And  bring  me  some  fair  news. 

De  Ga.  Your  son  is  well,  sir, 


And  grown  a proper  gentleman ; he’s  well, 
and  lusty. 

Within  this  eight  hours  T took  leave  of  him, 
And  over-rid  him  ‘,  having  some  slight  busi- 
ness [you* 

That  forc’d  me  out  o*  th*  way  : I can  ayjurc 
He  will  be  here  to-night. 

Jm  Ca.  Yon  make  me  glad,  sir, 

For,  o'  my  faith,  I almost  long  to  see  him! 
Methinks,  he  has  been  away 

De  Ga.  ’'Tis  hut  your  tenderness; 

What  are  three  years  ? a love-sick  wench  w ill 
allow  it  *. 

Ilii  friends,  that  went  out  with  him,  are  conic 
back  too j [little, 

Bellcur,  and  young  Pinac:  lie  bid  me  say 
Because  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  mes- 
senger. 

Jm  Ca.  I thank  you  for  this  news,  sir.  He 

shall  be  welcome,  [heartily! 

And  his  friends  too:  Indeed,  I thank  you 
And  how  (for  I dare  say  you  will  not  flatter 
him) 

Has  Italy  wrought  on  him?  has  he  mew’d  yet 
(lift  wild  fantastic  toys?  They  say  that  climate 
Is  a* great  purger  of  those  humorous  flutes. 
How  is  he  improv’d,  I pray  you? 

De  Ga.  No  doubt,  sir,  well.  [man ; 

IF  lias  borne  himself  a full  and  noble  gentle- 
To  speak  him  further  is  beyond  my  charter. 

La  Ca.  I’rn  glad  to  hear  so  much  good. 
Come,  I see 

You  long  to  enjoy  your  sister;  yet  I must 
entreat  you, 


1 And  over-ev’d  him,  having  some  slight  business 
That  forc'd  me  out  o’  th*  wav.J  Qvcr-ey  d is  plainly  a corruption,  and  out  o’M*  way  un* 
satisfactory.  Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me, 

4 Ami  over -rid  him **- 

* on  the  way : * 

But  yet  I have  some  doubt  whether  over-rid  is  the  true  lection,  there  being  a reading  which 
has  occurred  to  me,  much  nearer  the  traces  of  the  letters  than  that  advuuccd  above,  viz. 
‘/And  over -yed  him, ’ 

i.  e.  over-wen t him ; though  I am  afraid  the  reader  will  think  this  too  obsolete  a word  to 
stand  in  the  text,  as  fitter  for  Chaucer  or  Spenser,  than  Mr.  Fletcher,  and  therefore  I have 
chose  to  leave  the  passage  just  as  1 found  it.  Syn/pson. 

The  opening  of  the  play,  * Sirrah,  I have  rid  hard ,’  seems  to  countenance  the  conjectural 
reading  of  ‘over-rid  him.’  Obsolete  and  uncouth  indeed  is  Mr.  Sympson’s  4 over-yed  hiui.* 
Were  we  to  offer  a reading  * near  the  trace  of  the  letters,’  we  would  rather  propose  4 over* 
hied  him/  which  might,  we  think,  much  more  familiarly  express  De  Gard’s  having  gone  ou 
before  his  fellow-traveller.  As  to  out  of  the  nag,  we  see  no  difficulty  requiring  an  alteration. 

i a love-sick  w ench  will  allow  if.]  As  plausible  as  this  passage  may  seem  at  first 

sight,  yet  I am  afraid  it  is  unspund ; for  whatever  reasons  the  poor  wench  might  have  to  iin 
duce  her  to  allow  her  lover’s  absence,  yet  notwithstanding  them,  she  might  beur  it  still  with 
the  utmost  impatience.  Why  may  not  we  read,  therefore, 

4 ■ love-sick  wench  will  swallow  it:’ 

A three-years  absence  (De  Hard  says)  is  nothing;  it  will  go  easily  down , even  with  a love- 
sick girl/  So,  in  the  concluding  scene  of  this  play,  Mirabel!  says, 

4 I am  pleas’d  ye  have  deceiv’d  me ; 

4 And  willingly  I swallow  it,  and  joy  in"t.’  Sympson. 

Mr.  Svmpson’s  conjecture,  enforced  by  the  authority  w hich  he  quotes,  is  not  implausible? 
yet  he  mistakes  the  sense  of  the  word  allow  as  here  used,  supposing  it  to  be  genuine  : 4 A 
love-sick  wench  will  allow  it  * not  meaning  that  she  w ill  permit  her  lover  to  be  absent  for 
three  years;  hut  that  she  will  allow,  i.  e.  agree , that  three  years'  absence  is  no  such  greal 
matter. 
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Act  1.  Seine  I.] 

Before  I go,  to  sup  with  me  to-night, 

And  must  not  he  denied. 

J)e  Ga.  I am  vour  servant. 

La  Cm.  Where  you  shall  meet  fair,  merry, 
and  nohlc  company  ; [daughters. 

My  neighbour  Nuntolet,  and  his  two  fair 

De  Cm.  Your  supper’s  season’d  well,  sir: 
1 shall  wait  upon  you. 

Im  Cu.  'Till then  I’ll  leave  ye:  And  you’re 
once  more  welcome!  [.iE.rif, 

De  Ga.  I thank  you,  noble  sir  ! Now,  Ori- 
aua. 

How  have  ye  done  since  I went?  have  ye  had 
youf  health  well  ? 

And  your  mind  free? 

Ori.  You  see,  l am  not  bated ; 

Merry,  and  eat  my  meat. 

DcGa.  A good  preservative.  [Orinnn, 

And  how  have  you  been  Us’d?  You  know, 
Upon  my  going-out  at  your  request, 

1 left  your  portion  in  La  Castre’s  hands, 

The  main  means  you  must  stick  to:  For  that 
rcadon, 

And  ’tis  no  little  one,  I ask  you.  sister, 

With  what  humanity  he  entertains  you. 

And  how  you  find  his  courtesy? 

On.  Most  ready: 

I can  assure  you,  sir,  I’m  us’d  most  nobly. 
Dc  Ga.  I’m  glad  to  hear  it ; But  I prithee, 
tell  me. 

And  tell  me  true,  what  end  had  you,Oriana, 
In  trusting  your  money  here?  He  is  no  kins- 
Nor  any  tie  upon  him  of  a guardian;  [man, 
Nor  dare  l think  you  doubt  my  prodigality. 
Ori.  No,  certain,  sir;  none  ol  all  this  pro- 
vok’d me; 

Another  private  reason. 

De  Ga.  ’Tis  not  private, 

Nor  carried  so;  ’tis  common, my  fair  sister; 
Your  love  to  Mirabel!:  Your  blushes  tell  it. 
’Tis  too  much  kuown,  and  spoken  of  too 
largely  ; 

And  with  no  little  shame  I wonder  at  it. 

Ori.  Is  it  a shame  to  love? 

Dc  Ga.  To  love  undiscretely  t 
A virgin  should  be  tender  of  her  honour, 
Close,  and  secure. 

Ori.  I am  as  close  as  can  be,  [too ; 

And  stand  upon  ns  strong  ami  hohest  guards 
Unless  this  warlike  age  need  a portculiis. 
Ycr,  I confess,  I love  him. 

De  Go.  Hear  the  people.  [dares 

Ori.  Now  I say,  Hang  the  people!  he  that 
Believe  what  they  say,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 


His  mother,  nay,  his  own  wife,  Up  to  rumour. 
All  grounds  of  truth,  they  build  on,  is  n tavern ; 
And  their  best  censure’s  sack,  sack  in  abun- 
dance ; 

For  as  they  drink,  they  think:  They  ne’er 
speak  modestly, 

Unless  the  wine  be  poor,  or  they  want  money. 
Believe  them  ? Belielc  Amadis  de  Gaul, 

The  Knight  o’  tl»’  Sun,  or  Palmcriu  of  F.ng- 
lund;  [ries! 

For  these,  to  them,  are  modest  and  true  sto- 
’Prny  understand  me;  if  their  tongues  be  truth, 
And  if  In  vino  veritas  be  an  oracle, 

SVhat  woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honest? 
Give  ’em  but  ten  round  cups,  they’ll  swear 
Lucretia 

Died  not  for  want  of  power  to  resist  Tarquin, 
But  want  of  pleasure,  that  he  stay’d  no  longer; 
And  Portia,  that  was  famous  for  her  piety 
To  her  lov’d  lord,  they’ll  face  ye  out,  died 
o’  th*  pox. 

De  Ga.  Well,  there  is  something,  sister. 
Ori.  If  there  be,  brother,  [strous: 

Tis  none  of  their  things;  ’tis  not  yet  so  mon- 
My  thing  is  marriage ; and,  at  his  return, 

I hope  to  put  their  squint  eyes  right  again. 
De  Ga.  Marriage  f Tis  true,  his  father  it 
a rich  man, 

Rich  both  iri  land  and  money ; he  his  heir, 
A young  and  handsome  man,  I must  confess 
too ; 

But  of  sifeh  qualities,  and  such  wild  flings, 
Such  admirable  imperfections,  sister, 

(For  all  his  travel*,  and  bought  experience) 

I should  be  loth  to  own  him  for  my  brother. 
Mcthiuks,  a rich  mind  in  a state  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  fortune. 

Ori.  If  he  be  wild,  [ther. 

The  feclaimiug  him  to  good  and  hotiest,  bro- 
Will  muke  much  for  my  honour;  which,  if  I 
prosper, 

Shall  he  the  study  of  my  love,  and  life  too. 
De  Ga.  Yon  say  Well;  ’would  he  thought 
as  well,  and  lov’d  too  ! 

He  ma’-ry  ? he’ll  be  bang’d  first ; lie  knows  no 
more 

What  the  conditions  and  the  ties  of  love  are, 
The  lamest  purposes  and  grounds  of  mar- 
riage, fdcavour. 

Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  to  cn- 
Thau  I do  how  to  build  a church : He  was  ever 
A loose  and  strong  defier  of  all  order;  [door, 
His  loves  are  wanderers,  they  knock  at  each 
And  taste  each  dish,  but  are  no  residents. 


* All  his  travel,  and  bought  experience^  Mr.  Theobald  fills  up  the  measure  thus, 

*  and  hit  bought  experience ; * 

Mr.  Seward  thus, 

*  and  r/ftf/'-bought  experience ;* 

which  he  thinks  is  not  only  a completion  of  the  measure,  but  an  improvement  of  the  sense* 

St/mpson. 

Theobald’s  filling  up  the  measure. , and  Seward's  completion  of  the  measure,  and  improvement 
of  the  seme,  are  both  unnecessary.  The  measure  and  sense  are  each  sufficiently  perfect; 
especially  supposing  the  word  experience , alter  the  manner  of  our  Authors,  to  be  resolved 
into  distinct  syllables. 

VuL.  II.  * A 


Digitized  by  Google 


175 


TllE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


[Act  1.  Scene  i. 


Or  say,  lie  ruay  be  brought  to  think  of  mar- 
riage, [strangers : 

(As  ’twill  he  no  small  labour)  thy  hopes  arc 
1 know,  there  is  a labour’d  match  now  fol- 
low’d, 

Now  at  this  time,  for  which  he  was  sent  for 
home  too : [tors, 

Ik*  not  abus’d  ; Nantolet  has  two  fair  dangh- 
And  he  must  take  his  choice. 

On*.  Let  him  take  freely: 

For  all  this  I despair  not;  my  mind  tells  me 
That  I,  and  only  I,  must  make  him  perfect ; 
And  in  that  hope  I rest. 

De  Ga.  Since  youVe  so  confident,  . 
Prosper  your  hope  ! i’ll  he  no  adversary  ! 
Keep  yourself  lair  and  right,  he  shall  not 
wrong  you. 

Ori.  When  I forget  my  virtue,  no  man 
know  me ! [Escunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Mirabel! } Pinac , Bclleur,and Servants. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  gen- 
tlemen ! 

We  have  had  a merry  and  a lusty  ordinary, 
And  wine,  and  good  meat,  and  a bouncing 
reckoning ! 

And  let  it  go  for  once'  *tis  a good  physick: 
Only  the  wenches  are  not  for  my  diet; 

They  are  too  lean  and  thin,  their  embraces 
brawn-fain. 

Give  me  the  plump  Venetian,  fat,  and  lusty. 
That  meets  me  soft  and  supple ; smiles  upon 
me, 

As  if  a cup  of  full  wine  leap’d  to  kiss  me; 
These  slight  things  I affect  not. 

Pinac.  llicy’re  ill  built ! 

Pin-buttock’d,  like  your  dainty  Barharies, 
And  weak  i*  th’  pasterns ; they’ll  endure  no 
hardness. 

Mir.  There’s  nothing  good  or  handsome 
bred  amongst  us : 

*Till  we  are  traveled,  and  live  abroad,  we’re 
coxcombs. 

You  talk  of  France;  a slight  unseason’d  coun- 
try, J blockheads ! 

Abundunce  of  gross  food,  which  makes  us 
We’re  fair  set  out  indeed,  and  so  arc  fore- 
horses: [us! 

Men  say,  we  are  great  courtiers ; men  abuse 
We  are  wise,  and  valiant  too;  non  credo, 
signior!  [rots; 

Our  women  the  best  linguists;  they  are  par- 
O’  this  side  the  Alps  they’re  nothing  but  nit  re 
drolleries*. 

Ha ! Roma  fa  Sunt  a,  Italy  for  my  money ! 
Their  policies,  their  customs,  their  frugalities, 
Their  courtesies  so  open,  yet  so  reserv'd  too, 


As,  when  you  think  you’re  known  best,  you're 
a stranger*;  [we do, 

Their  very  pick-tccth  speak  more  man  than 
And  season  of  more  salt ! 

Pinac.  ’Tis  a brave  country;  [pies, 

Not  pester’d  with  your  stubborn  precise  pup-* 
Thntlumall  useful  and  allow’d  contentments 
To  scabs  and  scruples:  Hang  ’em,  capon- 
worshippers  ! 

Be/.  I like  that  freedom  well,  and  like  their 
women  too,  [bashful. 

And  would  fain  do  as  others  do;  hut  I’m  so 
So  naturally  an  ass — Look  ye,  I can  look  upon 
And  very  willingly  I go  to  sec  ’em,  [’em, 

(There’s  no  man  w illinger)  and  I can  kiss  ’em, 

And  make  a shift— 

Mir.  But  if  they  chance  to  flout  you. 

Or  say,  4 You  are  too  bold!  fv,  sir,  remem- 

* 1 pray,  sit  further  off- ' [her ! 

Bel.  Tis  true — I’m  humbled,  [Ienc’d  J 
T am  gone ; I confess  ingenuously,  I am  si- 
Tlie  spirit  of  amber  cannot  force  me  answer. 

Pinac.  Then  would  I sing  and  dauce 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal,  sir. 

Pinac.  And  charge  her  up  again, 

Bel.  I can  be  hung’d  first; 

Yet,  where  I fasten  well,  I am  a tyrant. 

Mir.  Why,  thou  dar’st  fight? 

Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I dare  fight, 

And  fight  with  nny  mun  at  any  weapon; 
’Would,  the  other  were  no  more  ! but  a pox 
on’t, 

When  I am  sometimes  in  my  height  of  hope, 
And  reasonable  valiant  that  way,  my  heart 
harden’d. 

Some  scornful  jest  or  other  chops  between  me 
And  my  desire : Whnt  would  you  have  me  to 
do  then,  gentlemen  ? 

Mir.  Bclleur,  you  must  be  bolder:  Travel 
three  years. 

And  bring  home  such  a baby  to  hetrav  you 
As  haslifulncss?  a great  fellow,  and  a soldier? 
Bel.  You  have  the  gift  of  impudence  ; he 
thankful ; [study. 

Every  mun  has  not  the  like  talent.  I will 

And  if  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  me 

Mir.  [.earn  of  me,  [ment; 

And  of  Pinac : No  doubt  you’ll  find  employ- 
Ladics  will  look  for  courtship. 

Pinac.  ’Tis  hut  fleshing, 

But  standing  one  good  brunt  or  two.  Hast 
thou  any  mind  to  marriage? 

We’ll  provide  thee  some  soft-natur’d  wench, 
that's  dumb  too. 

Mir.  Or  an  old  woman  that  cannot  refuse 
thee  in  charity. 

Bel.  A dumb  woman,  or  an  old  woman, 
that  were  eager, 


* Afere  drolleries.]  This  countenances,  and  perhaps  confirms,  our  conjectural  reading  of 
drolleries  for  drolleries  in  the  Tragedy  of  Valentinian.  It  is  there  ns  wcli  as  here  applied  to 
women : Drallcrits  too  is,  as  far  as  we  can  discover,  absolute  nonsense ; and  the  corruption 
is  easy.  If  the  reader  has  any  curiosity  to  refer  to  the  passage  in  question,  he  will  hud  it 
in  p.  43. 

6 Xou’re  known  best.]  i . t.  are  molt  acquainted  with  thcui. 
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Act  1.  Scene  5.] 


And  car’d  not  for  discourse,  I were  excellent 
at. 

Mir.  You  must  now  put  on  boldness  (there’s 
no  avoiding  it) 

And  stand  all  hazards,  fly  at  all  games  bravely; 
They'll  say,  you  went  out  like  an  ox,  and  re- 
tnru’d  like  an  ass  else. 

Bel.  I shall  make  danger  sure. 

Mir.  I am  sentforhorne  now,  [pardon  me: 
I know  it  is  to  marry ; but  my  lather  shall 
Altho’  it  be  a weighty  ceremony6. 

And  may  concern  me  hereafter  in  ray  gravity, 
I will  not  lose  the  freedom  of  a traveller; 

A new  strong  lusty  bark  cannot  ride  at  one 
anchor.  [eyes? 

Shall  t make  divers  suits  to  shew  to  the  same 
H is  dull  and  home-spun  ! study  several  plea- 
sures, [first! 

And  want  employments  for 'em?  I'll  be  bang'd 
Tie  me  to  one  smock?  make  my  travels  fruit- 
less ? 

I'll  none  of  that ; for  every  fresh  behaviour, 
By  your  leave,  father,  I must  have  a fresh 
And  a fresh  favour  too.  ' [mistress, 

Bel.  I like  that  passingly; 

As  many  us  you  will,  so  they  be  willing, 
Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle ! 

Pinac.  There's  no  reason  [up, 

A gentleman,  and  a traveller, should  beclapt 
(For  ’tis  a kind  of  bilboes7  to  be  married) 
Before  he  manifest  to  the  world  his  good  parts: 
Tug  ever,  like  a rascal,  at  one  oar? 

Give  ine  the  Italian  liberty  ! 

il fir.  That  I study,  [men ; 

And  that  l will  enjoy.  Come,  go  in,  gentle- 
There  mark  bow  1 behave  myself,  and  fol- 
low, [Exeunt. 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  La  Castref  A on  t ole  t,  Lugiert  Rosulura, 
and  Lil/ia-iiumcu. 

La  Ca . You  and  your  beauteous  daughters 
ure  most  welcome ! 


Beshrew  my  blood  they’re  fair  ones ! Wel- 
come, beauties, 

Welcome,  sweet  birds ! 

Aunt.  They’re  bound  much  to  your  cour- 
tesies. fed. 

La  Ca.  I hope  we  shall  be  nearer  acquaint* 
Nunt.  That’s  my  hope  too; 

For,  certain,  sir,  1 raucti  desire  your  alliance. 
You  see  ’em  ; they're  no  gypsies;  for  their 
breeding, 

It  lias  not  been  so  coarse,  but  they  are  able 
To  rank  themselves  with  women  of  fuir 
fashion. 

Indeed,  they  have  been  trained  well'*. 

Lug.  Thank  me! 

Aunt.  Fit  for  the  heirs  of  that  state  I shall 
leave  'em ; [son, 

To  say  more,  is  to  sell  ’em.  They  say,  your 
Now  i»e  has  tra veil’d,  must  be  wondrous  cu- 
rious, 

And  choice  in  what  he  takes;  these  are  no 
coarse  ones. 

Sir,  here's  a merry  wench— let  him  look  to 
himself ; « 

All  heart,  i'  faith! — may  chance  to  startle  him; 
For  ail  ins  care,  and  travell’d  caution, 

May  creep  into  Ins  eye:  If  he  love  gravity, 
Alltel  a solemn  face,  there’s  one  will  tit  hiui. 
La  Ca.  So  young  and  so  demure  ? 

Aunt.  She  is  my  daughter. 

Else  I would  tell  you,  sir,  she  is  a mistress 
Both  of  those  manners,  and  that  inodestv, 
You  would  wonder  at.  fche  is  no often-speaker. 
But,  when  she  does,  she  speaks  well;  nor  no 
reveller,  • 

Yet  she  can  dance,  and  has  studied  the  court 
elements, 

And  sings,  ns  some  say,  handsomely;  if  a 
woman,  [lur, 

With  the  decency  of  her  sex,  may  be  a scho- 
1 can  assure  you,  sir,  she  understands  too. 
1m  Ca.  These  are  tit  garments,  sir. 

Lug.  Thank  them  that  cut  ’em  ! 


• A witty  ceremony."]  Where  the  wit  of  the  matrimonial  ceremony  lies,  will,  I believe,  puzzle, 

at  this  tune  of  the  day,  any  of  our  was  to  discover.  Mr.  Seward  saw  w itli  me  that  the  true 
reading  ought  to  he,  * a u eight , ceremony.*  Sj/mpwn. 

The  old  reading,  however,  is  not  entirely  indefensible : 14  it  and  wisdom , as  the  late  learned 
Editor  ot  Evelyn’s  Silva  observes,  were,  at  the  time  when  his  Author  wrote,  and  long  before, 

synonymous  terms,  ot  which. he  gives  the  following  instance;  * then  might  1 by 

* councell  help  rny  trouth,  which  by  mine  own  mtt  I am  not  able  againste  such  a prepared 
4 thynge.*  Sir  Thomas  Wyatt’s  Defence,  No.  li.  Walpole’s  Misccli.  Ant.  *22. 

Mr.  Evelyns  words  are,  * Rather,  therefore,  we  should  take  notice  how  many  great  wits 
4 and  ingenious  persons,  who  have  leisure,  and  faculty,  are  m pain  for  improvements  of  their 
4 heaths  and  barren  hills,  6tc.r 

Other  examples  might  be  produced.  R. 

1 A kind  of  ba?boes  to  Int  married.]  As  this  is  a word  I do  not  remember  any  where  to 
be  found,  I have  altered  it,  with  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Theobald,  into  one,  which,  as  it  is 
congruous  to  the  sense  ot  the  place,  might  very  probably  have  been  the  origmul. 

4 bilboes  to  be  married.'  Sympson. 

• To  rank  themselves  with  women  of  fuir  fashion  ; * * 

Indeed , they  have  been  trained  well. J N amulet  had  expressed  himself  modestly  and  gen- 
teelly of  his  daughters*  education,  in  the  former  part  of  Ins  speech,  aud  the  last  line  will  be 
eqiaJly  proper  and  genteel  when  given  to  La  (Jastre,  to  whom  it  seuus  there  tore  evidently 

to  belong.  Seward. 

W e think  ^hc  old  reading  best. 

9 A 9 
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Yes,  they  arc  handsome  women,  they  have 
handsome  parts  too, 

Pretty  becoming  parts. 

Jm  Ca.  Tis  like  they  have,  sir. 

Lug.  Yes,  ves,  and  handsome  education 
they  have  had  too. 

Had  it  abundantly  ; they  need  not  blush  at  it: 
I taught  it,  Hi  avouch  it. 

Jm  Ca.  You  say  well,  sir. 

Lug.  I know  what  I say,  sir,  and  I say  but 
right,  sir : 

T am  no  trumpet  of  their  commendations 
Before  their  father;  el>cl  should  say  further. 

Jm  Ca.  'Pray  you,  what's  this  gentleman  l 

A 'ant.  One  that  lives  with  me,  sir; 

A man  well  bred  ami  knru'd,  but  blunt  and 
bitter;  fin’t : 

Yet  it  offends  no  wise  man  ; I take  pleasure 
Many  fair  gifts  he  has,  in  some  of  which, 
That  lie  most  easy  to  their  undcrstundiivs, 
IP  has  handsomely  bred  up  my  girls,  J thiuik 
him. 

Lug.  I have  put  it  to  ’em,  that’s  rny  part, 
I have  urg’d  it ; 

It  seems,  they  are  of  years  now  to  take  hold 
on’t9. 

1 Sant,  lie’s  wondrous  blunt. 

La  Ca.  By  my  faith  I was  afraid  of  him  : 
Docs  he  not  full  out  with  the  gentlewomen 
sometimes  ? 

Nant.  No,  no;  he's  that  way  moderate  and 
discrete,  sir,  [him. 

Jtos.  If  he  did,  we  should  be  too  hard  for 

Lug.  Well  said,  sulphur! 

Too  hard  for  thy  husband's  head,  if  he  wear 
not  armour. 

F.nter  Mirabel l,  Pinac,  hell  cur,  De  Card, 
and  Oriana. 

Nant.  Many  of  these  bick’rings,  shr. 


La  Ca.  I’m  glad,  they  arc  no  oracles! 
Sure  ns  I live,  he  beats  them,  he’s  so  puissant. 

Ori.  Well,  if  you  do  forget 

Mir.  ’Prithee,  hold  thy  pence ! 

I know  thou  art  a pretty  wench ; I know  thou 
lov'st  me ; [on’tj 

Preserve  it  till  we  have  a fit  time  to  discourse 
And  a fit  place;  I’ll  case  thy  heart,  I war- 
rant thee: 

Thou  seest,  1 have  much  to  do  now. 

Ori.  I nm  answer’d,  sir:  [ditions. 

With  tneyou  shall  have  nothing  on  these  con- 
Dc  On.  Your  father  and  your  friends. 

La  Ca.  You’re  welcome  home,  sir ! 

’Bless  you,  you’re  very  welcome  ! ’Pray  know 
this  gentleman. 

And  these  fair  Indies. 

Nant.  Monsieur  Mirahcll, 

I am  much  affected  with  your  fair  return,  sir; 
You  bring  a general  joy. 

Mir.  I bring  you  service, 

And  these  bright  beauties,  sir. 

Nant . Welcome  home,  gentlemen ! , 
Welcome,  with  all- my  heart! 

Jicl.  Pinac.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [too. 
(m  Ca.  Your  friends  will  have  their  share 
Bel.  Sir,  wc  hope  [gers. 

Thev’ll  look  upon  us,  tho’ we  shew  likestran- 
Nunt.  Monsieur  De  Gard,  I must  salute 
you  also, 

And  this  fair  gentlewoman:  You’re  welcome 
from  your  travel  too ! 

All  welcome,  all ! 

De  Ga.  We  render  you  our  loves,  sir, 
The  best  wealth  we  bring  home'*.  By  your 
favours,  beauties ! 

One  of  these  two11 : You  know  ray  meaning. 

Ori.  Well,  sir ; [fess  it ; 

Thcv’re  fair  and  handsome,  I must  needs  con- 
And,  let  it  pro\c  the  worst,  I shall  live  alter  it: 


9 I have  pvt  it  to  ’em,  that's  mg  part , I hare  urg'd  it, 

Jt  seems,  they  arc  of  years  non'  to  take  hold  on  t. 

He's  wondrous  blunt. J A small  degree  of  attention  will  shew  us  that  the  two  first  lines 
gan  properly  belong  to  no  one  but  Lugier.  Symptou. 

10  The  best  wealth,  &c.]  Mr.  Sympson  has  made  u strange  piece  of  work  here  ; be  puts  no 
part  of  this  line  into  the  text  of  his  edition,  and  yet  has  quoted  the  latter  part  of  it  in  the 
following  note. 

11  One  of  these  two:  You  know  mg  meaning,  Arc.]  This  De  Card  "peaks  aside  to  his  sister, 
as  the  text  stands  at  present,  and  seemingly  her  answer  that  follows  fixes  it  here;  but  what 
is  there  left  then  to  introduce  and  make  way  for  Mirnhcll’s 

‘ To  marry,  sir  ?’ 

To  remove  all  difficulties,  it  would  perhaps  he  the  best  to  make  the  whole  run  thus;  » 

‘ by  your  favours,  beauties. 

JjiCa.  * One  of  these  two:  \ ou  know  my  meaning.  [Aside  to  Mir. 

Oriana . * Well [Aside  to  herself. 

‘ They  are  fair  and  handsome,  I must  needs  confess  it; 

1 And  let  it  prove  the  worst,  1 shall  live  after  it; 

* Whilst  I have  meat  and  drink,  love  cannot  sturve  me; 

* Tor  if  I die  o’  til’  first  fit  I am  unhappy, 

‘ And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  upward. 

Mira.  « To  marry,  sir?’  Sympson . 

During  the  dialogue  in  the  text,  La  Castre  has  been  talking  apart  to  Mirahcll,  and  it  is 
their  supposed  conversation  which  is  to  ‘ introduce  and  make  wav  for  Mirabell’s 

‘ To  marry,  sir  ? * 

We  do  not  see  how  Sympson’s  arrangement  removes  the  difficulty  he  has  created. 
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A at  1.  Scene  S.] 

Whilst  I have  meat  and  drink,  love  cannot 
starve  ine ; 

For,  if  I die  o’  th’  first  fit.  I’m  unhappy, 

And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  up- 
Mir.  To  marry,  sir?  [ward. 

La  Ca.  You  know,  I am  an  old  man, 

Aud  every  hour  declining  to  my  gruve, 

One  foot  already  in  ; more  sons  I have  not, 
Nor  more  I dare  riot  seek  whilst  you  are 
worthy ; 

Jn  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  all  ray  name, 
The  making  good  or  wretched  of  iny  memory, 
The  safety  of  my  state. 

Mir.  And  you’ve  provided, 

Out  of  this  tenderness,  these  handsome  "en» 
tlewomen,  [of? 

Daughters  to  this  rich  man,  to  take  my  choice 
La  Ca.  I have,  dear  son. 

Mir.  Tis  true,  you’re  old,  and  feebled  ; 
Would  you  were  young  again,  and  in  full 
vigour! 

I love  n bounteous  father’s  life,  a long  one ; 
I’m  none  of  those,  that,  when  they  shoot  to 
ripeness,  [grew  on; 

Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  boughs  they 
I wish  you  many  years,  and  many  riches, 

A ud  pleasures  to  enjoy  ’em : But  for  marriage, 
I neither  yet  believe  in't,  nor  affect  it, 

Nor  think  it  fit. 

Lei  Ca.  You’ll  render  me  your  reasons? 
Mir.  Yes,  sir,  both  short  and  pithy,  and 
these  they  are ; 

You  would  have  me  marry  a maid  ? 

La  Ca.  A maid  ? what  else  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  there  be  things  called  widows, 
dead  men’s  wills, 

J never  lov’d  to  prove  those ; nor  never  long’d 
yet  [monument. 

To  be  buried  alive  in  another  man’s  cold 
And  there  be  maids  appearing,  and  maids 
being:  [dows; 

The  appearing  are  fantastic  things,  mere  sha- 
And,  if  you  mark  ’em  well,  they  want  their 
heads  too ; 

Only  the  world,  to  cozen  misty  eyes. 

Has  clapt  ’em  on  new  faces.  The  maids  being 
A man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  so  mud  to 
marry,  [fortune; 

If  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  eyes,  nor 
And  let  him  take  heed  how  he  guther  these 
• too ; [Ions, 

For  look  you,  father,  they  are  just  like  me- 
Musk-mclonsarc  the  emblems  of  these  maids; 
Now  they  arc  ripe,  now  cut  ’em  they  taste 
pleasantly, 

And  are  a dainty  fruit,  digested  easily; 
Neglect  this  present  time,  and  come  tomor- 
row, 

They  are  so  ripe,  they’re  rotten— gone **  I 
their  sweetness 

Hun  into  humour,  and  their  taste  to  surfeit ! 


La  Ca.  Why,  these  are  now  ripe,  son. 
Mir.  I’ll  try  Liicm  presently, 

And,  if  I like  their  ta*tc 

La  Ca.  ’Pray  you  please  yourself,  sir. 
Mir.  That  liberty  is  my  due,  and  I’ll  main- 
tain it.  [now  ? 

Lady,  what  think  you  of  a handsome  man 
lios.  A wholesome  too,  sir? 

Mir.  That’s  as  you  make  your  bargain. 

A handsome,  wholesome  man  then,  and  a 
kind  man, 

To  cheer  your  heart  up,  to  rejoice  you,  lady  ? 
Ria.  Yes,  sir,  I love  rejoicing. 

Mir.  To  lie  close  to  you? 

Close  as  a cockle  ? keep  the  cold  nights  from 
you  ? [ask  it. 

Hits  That  will  be  look’d  for  too ; our  bodies 
Mir.  And  get  two  boys  at  every  birth  ? 
Mia.  That’s  nothing ; 

J’ve  known  a colder  do  it,  a poor  thin  cobler, 
A cobler  out  of  mouldy  c lire  sc  perform  it. 
Cabbage,  and  coarse  black  bread ; methinks, 
a gentleman 

Should  take  foul  scorn  to  have  an  aw  l out- 
name  him. 

Two  at  a birth  ? Why,  every  house-dove  has 
it:  [too, 

That  man  that  feeds  well,  promises  as  well 
I should  expert  indeed  something  of  worth 
You  talk  of  two?  [from. 

Mir.  She  would  have  me  get  two  dozen, 
Like  buttons,  at  a birth. 

Hus.  You  love  to  brag,  sir; 

If  you  proclaim  these  offers  at  your  marriage, 
(You  arc  a pretty-timber’d  man  ; take  heed  !) 
They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expected, 
Yes,  if  not  hop’d  for  nt  a higher  rate  too. 
Mir.  I will  take  heed,  and  thank  you  for 
your  counsel. — 

Father,  what  think  you  ? 

La  Ca.  ’Tis  a merry  gentlewoman; 

Will  make,  no  doubt,  a good  wife. 

Mir.  Not  for  me  : 

I marry  her,  and,  happily,  get  nothing; 

In  what  astute  am  1 then,  father?  I shall 
suffer, 

For  any  tiling  I hear  to  l!i’  contrary,  more 
major  um ; 

I were  as  sure  to  he  a cuckold,  father, 

A gentleman  of  antler 

La  Ca.  Away,  away,  fool ! 

Mir.  As  I am  sure  to  fail  her  expectation. 
I had  rather  get  the  pox  than  get  her  babies  ! 
La  Ca,  You’re  much  to  blame  ! If  this  do 
not  affect  you, 

’Pray  try  the  other ; she’s  of  a more  demure 
way.  [thus ! 

Bel.  That  I had  but  the  audacity  to  talk 
I love  that  plaiu-spokcu  gentlewoman  admi- 
rably ; 

And,  certain,  I could  go  as  near  to  please  her. 


They  are  rotten  gone.]  Probably,  * rotten  groan'  Sympson. 

We  think  * rotten  gone  ’ better  than  ‘ rotten  grown ;’  but  a stop  renders  it  still  better : 
‘ They  are  so  ripe,  they  are  rotten — gone ; fire. 
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Jf  down-right  doing— SIT  has  a perilous  coun- 
tenance ! 

If  I could  meet  one  that  would  believe  me, 
And  take  my  honest  meaning  without  circum- 
stance— 

Mir.  You  shall  have  your  will,  sir;  I will 
trv  the  other*; 

Put  'twill  he  losiiinll  use. — T hope,  fair  lady, 
(For,  methinks,  in  your  eyes  I seemore  rnrrcv) 
You  will  enjoin  your  lover  a Jess  penance;' 
And  tho’  HI  promise  much,  as  nten  arc  li- 
beral. 

And  vow  an  ample  sacrifice  of  service, 

Yet  your  discretion,  ami  your  tenderness, 
And  thrift  mess  in  love,  good  huswife’s  carc- 

To  keep  the  stock  entire [fulness 

Lil.  Good  sir,  speak  louder,  [thing : 
That  these  may  witness  too,  you  talk  of  no* 
I should  he  loth  alone  to  bear  the  burthen 
Of  so  much  indiscretion. 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  ! 

0/J>-bob!»,  you’re  angry,  lady  ! 

Lil.  Angry  ? no,  s>ir ; t 

I never  own'd  an  anger  to  lose  poorly. 

Mir.  But  you  can  love,  for  all  tins;  and 
delight  too. 

For  all  your  set  austerity,  to  hear 
Of  a good  husband,  lady  ? 

Lil ■ You  say  true,  sir  ; [years, 

For,  by  my  troth,  I've  heard  of  none  these  ten 
They  are  >o  rare;  and  there  are  so  many,  sir, 
So  many  longing  women  on  their  knees  too. 
That  pray  tire  dropping-down  of  these  good 
husbands — 

The  dropping-down  from  Heny’n;  forthey’rc 
not  bred  here— 

That  you  may  guess  at  all  my  hope,  but 
hearing — 

Mir.  Why  may  not  I he  one  ? 

Lil.  You  were  near ’em  once,  *$jr, 

When  ye  came  o’er  the  Alps;  those  arc  near 
Heaven ; 

But  since  you  miss’d  that  happiness,  there  is 
no  hope  of  you. 

Mir.  Can  ye  love  a man? 

Lil.  Yes,  it*  the  man  be  lovely  ; 

That  is,  be  honest,  modest.  1 would  have  , 
him  valiant, 

Jlis  anger  slow,  hut  certain  for  his  honour; 
Traveled  he  should  be,  but  thro’  himself  ex- 
actly, [countries; 

For  *tis  fairer  to  know  manners  well  than 
He  must  be  up  vain  talker,  nor  no  lover 
To  hear  himself  talk;  they  are  brags  of  a 
wanderer. 

Of  one  finds  no  retreat  for  fair  behaviour. 
Would  you  learn  more  ? 


[Act  i.  Scene  3, 

Mir.  Yes. 

Lit.  Learn  to  hold  your  peace  then : 
Fond  girls  arc  got  with  tougucs,  women  with 
tempers. 

Mir.  Women,  with  I know  what ; but  let 
that  vanish  : [hand 

Go  tljy  way,  good  wife  Bias ! Sure,  thy  hus- 
iyiust  have  a strong  philosopher’s  stone,  bp 
will  ne’er  pleusc  thee  else. 

Here’s  a starch t piece  of  austerity  ! Po  you 
hear,  father? 

Do  you  hear  this  moral  lecture  ? 

La  Ca.  Yes,  and  like  it. 

Mir.  Why,  there’s  your  judgment  now ; 
there’s  an  old  bolt  shot  f 
This  thing  must  have  the  strangest  observation, 
(Do  you  mark  me,  father?)  when  she  is  mar- 
ried once, 

The  strangest  custom  too  of  admiration 
Op  all  she  docs  and  speaks,  'twill  be  past 
sufferance ; 

I must  not  lie  with  her  in  common  language, 
Nor  cry,  * Have  ut  thee,  Kate!’  I shall  be 
hiss’d  then ; 

Nor  eaj  my  meat  without  the  sauce  of  sen- 
tences, [diet! 

Your  powder'd  beef  and  problems,  a rare 
My  first  son  monsieur  Aristotle,  I know  it. 
Great  master  of  the  inetaphysicks,  or  so; 

I he  second,  Solon,  and  the  best  law-setter: 
And  I must  look  Egyptian  god-fathers. 
Which  will  be  no  small  trouble  : My  eldest 
daughter 

Sappho,  or  such  r*  fulling  kind  of  poeUss, 
AmJ  brought  up,  itivilu  Minerva,  at  her 
needle; 

My  dogs  must  look  their  names  too,  and  all 
Spartun, 

Lclapi*,  Mclampus ! no  more  Fox  and  Bau* 
difaeg. 

I married  to  a sullen  set  of  sentences? 

To  one  that  weighs  her  word*  and  her  beha- 
viours 

In  the  gold  weights  of  discretion?  I’ll  be 
bang’d  first. 

Jm  Ca.  Prithee  reclaim  thyself. 

Mir.  ’Pray  ye,  give  me  time  then  j 
If  they  ian  set  me  any  tiling  to  plav  at, 

*1  hat  seems  fit  for  a gamester,  have  at  the 
fairest  ! 

Till  then  see  more,  and  try  more  ,J  ! 
t La  Ca.  Take  vour  time  then; 

I’ll  bar  you  no  fair  liberty.  Come,  gentlemen ; 
And,  ludics,  come ; to  all,  once  more  a wel- 
come ! 

And  nyw  let’s  in  to  supper.  [ Exit. 

M*r.  How  dost  like  'em? 


13  *Till  I $tc  more , and  try  more  ] The  sense  here  seems  to  indicate  a slight 
^hicb,  however,  mukes  a material  difference:  We  would  rcud, 

4 ’Pray  ye,  give  .me  Lime  then: 

1 If  they  can  set  me  any  thing  to  piny  nt, 

4 That  secmsYit  for  a gamester,  have  at  the  fairest! 

* T ill  then  see  more,  and  try  more ! 

Lo  Ca.  4 Take  your  time  then,' 


corruption^ 
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Act  *.  Scene  1.] 

Pinac . They’re  fair  enough,  but  of  so  strange 
behaviours 

Mir.  Too  strange  for  roe : I must  have 
those  have  mettle, 

And  mettle  to  my  mind.  Come,  let’s  be 
merry. 
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Bel.  Bless  me  from  this  woman  ! I would 
stand  the  cannon, 

Before  ten  words  of  hers. 

De  Gu.  Do  you  find  him  now  ? 

Do  you  think  he  will  be  ever  firm? 

Ori.  I fear  not.  [ Exeunt . 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 
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AC'r  ir. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mirahctl , Pinac , and  Bell  cur. 
If/V.'VT E’ER  tell  me  of  this  happiness  ; ’tis 
nothing!  [scurvy!  i 

The  state  they  bring  with  being  sought-to, 

I had  rathermake  mine  own  play, and  I will  do. 
My  happiness  is  in  mine  own  content, 

And  the  despising  of  such  glorious  trifles*. 

As  I have  done  a thousand  more.  Pot  my 
humour, 

Give  me  a good  free  fellow,  that  sticks  to  me, 
A jovial  fair  companion  ; there’s  a beauty  ! 
For  women,  I can  have  too  many  of  them ; 
Good  women  too,  as  the  age  reckons  ’em, 
More  than  I have  employment  for. 

Pinac.  You’re  happy. 

Mir.  My  only  fear  is  that  I must  he  forc’d, 
Against  my  nature,  to  conceal  myself: 
Health  and  an  able  body  are  two  jewels. 
Pinac.  If  cither  of  these  two  women  were 
otter’d  to  me  now, 

I would  think  otherwise,  and  do  accordingly ; 
Yes,  and  recant  my  heresies,  I would,  sir, 
And  be  more  tender  of  opinion. 

And  pot  a little  of  my  travell’d  liberty 
Out  of  the  way,  and  look  upon 'em  seriously. 

Methinks,  this  grave-carried  wench 

Bel.  Methinks,  the  other, 

The  home-spoken  gentlewoman,  that  desires 
to  be  fruitful, 

That  treats  of  the  full  manage  of  the  matter, 
(For  there  lies  all  my  aim)  that  weuclt,  mc- 
thiuks, 

If  I were  but  well  set  on,  for  she  isa  fable'*. 
If  I were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach 
me:  [th*  point! 

She  speaks  to  th’ matter,  and  comes  home  to 


Now  do  I know  I have  such  a body  to  please 
her,  [sure  on’t* 

As  all  the  kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I’iu 
If  I could  hut  talk  myself  into  her  favour. 
Mir.  That’s  easily  done. 

Bel.  That's  easily  said;  ’would ’twere  done! 
You  should  see  then  how  I would  lay  about 
me. 

Tf  I were  virtuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me. 
Or  ally  thing  that  might  justify  iny  modesty ; 
But  when  my  nature  is  prone  to  do  a charity. 
And  my  calf’s  tongue  will  not  help  me 15 — — 
Mir.  VViil  you  go  to  ’am  ? 

They  can’t  but  take  it  courteously. 

Pinac.  I’ll  do  my  part, 

Tho’  I am  sure  ’twill  be  the  hardest  I e’er 
play’d  yet;  [me; 

A way  i never  tried  too,  which  will  stagger 
And,  if  it  do  not  shame  me,  I am  happy. 
Mir.  Win  ’em  and  wear  ’em ; I give  up  my 
interest. 

Piuuc.  What  say  you,  monsieur  Belleur? 
Bel.  ’Would  I could  say, 

Or  sing,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handsome ! 
1 would  be  with  her  presently ! 

Pinac.  Yours  is  no  venture ; 

A merry,  ready  wench. 

Bel.  A vengeance  srjuibber  ! 

She’ll  fleer  me  out  of  iaitli  too. 

Mtr.  I’ll  be  near  thee; 

Pluck  up  thy  heart;  I'll  second  thee  af  all 
brunts.  [little; 

Be  angry,  if  she  abuse  thee,  and  beat  her  a 
Some  women  are  won  that  way. 

Bel.  ’Pray  be  quiet, 

And  let  me  think:  J atn  resolv’d  to  goon; 

But  how  I shall  get  off  again 

Mir.  I am  persuaded 


• Glorious  tri/let.]  i.  e.  Vain  trifles.  The  word  occurs  twice  again,  in  the  same  sense  in 
this  act,  p.  18(i.  So  the  French  often  use  gloire  and  gforieur. 

*4  for  she  is  a fable.]  The  glaring  nonsense  of  this  passage  strikes  at  first  sight.  I 

shall  give  the  reader  what  l imagine  was  the  original  lection,  and  leave  it  to  him  whether  it 
must  stand  or  fall : 

*  for  she  is  affable .'  Sympson. 

Sympson's conjecture  is  ingenious,  though  we  cannot  think  the  present  reading  glaring  non* 
tense  ; and  the  next  line  seeins  to  enforce  it.  The  whole  passa^fc  should  lie  in  a parenthesis, 
thus,  * • ■ that  wench,  methinks, 

* If  I were  but  well  set  on — (for  she  is  a fable, 

* If  I were  but  bounded  right,  and  one  to  leach  me  )— 

‘ She  speaks/  &c. 

And  mg  calf's  tongue.]  d 'id  ought  evidently  to  he  changed  into  Then.  Sympson. 

Leaving  tUc  scutes  toe  broken,  as  it  ought  to  be,  And  i»  right,  and  most  spirited. 
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Thou  wilt  so  please  her,  site'll  go  near  to  ra- 
vish thee. 

Bel.  I would  ’twere  come  to  that  once ! 
Let  roe  pray  a little. 

Mir.  Now  for  thine  honour,  Pinac!  Board 
me  this  modesty,  [conquest 

Warm  but  this  frozen  snow-ball,  ’twill  be  a 
(Altho’  I know  thou  art  a fortunate  wtneher. 
And  hast  done  rarely  in  thy  days)  above  all 
thy  ventures. 

Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near? 

Mir.  At  all  necessities; 

And  take  thee  off, and  set  thee  on  again,  boy, 
And  cherish  thee,  and  stroke  thee. 

Bel.  Help  me  out  too ; 

For  I know  1 shall  stick  i’tli’  mire.  If  ve  see 
us  close  once,  [dcnly, 

Be  gone,  and  leave  me  to  my  fortune,  sud- 
For  I am  then  determin’d  to  do  wonders. 
Farewell,  and  fling  an  old  shoe*6.  How  iny 
heart  throbs ! 

* Would  I were  drunk ! Farewell,  Pinac ! 
Ileav'n  send  us 

A joyful  and  a merry  meeting,  man  ! 

Pinac.  Farewell, 

And  cbear  thy  heart  up  ! and  remember, 
Bclleur, 

They  are  but  women. 

Bel.  1 liad  rather  they  were  lions. 

et/nt  Bel.  Sr  Pinac. 

Mir.  About  it ; I'll  be  w ith  ye  instantly. 

Enter  Oriana . 

Shall  I ne’er  he  at  rest?  no  peace  of  con- 
science; ? 

No  quiet  for  these  creatures?  am  I ordain’d 
To  he  devour’d  quick  by  these  she-cannibals  ? 
Here’s  another  they  call  handsome;  I care 
not  for  her, 

I ne’er  look  after  her:  When  Tam  half  tippled, 
It  may  be  1 should  turn  her,  and  peruse  her; 
Or,  in  my  w ant  of  women,  I might  call  for 
her; 

But  to  be  haunted  when  I have  no  fancy, 
No  maw  to  til’  matter — Now  ! why  do  you 
follow  me  ? 

On.  I hope,  sir,  ’tis  no  blemish  to  my  vir- 
tue; 

Nor  need  you,  out  of  scruple,  ask  that  ques- 
tion, 

It*  you  remember  you,  before  your  travel, 
Tiie  contract  you  tied  to  me  : rFis  my  love, 
sir, 


That  makes  me  seek  you,  to  confirm  your  me- 
mory ; 

And  that  being  fair  and  good,  I cannot  suffer. 

I come  to  give  you  thanks  too. 

Mir.  For  what,  prithee? 

Ori.  For  that  fair  piece  of  honesty  you 
shew’d,  sir, 

That  constant  nobleness. 

Mir.  How  ? for  I am  short-headed. 

Ori.  I’ll  tell  ye  then ; for  refusing  that  free 

offer 

Of  monsieur  Nantolct's,  those  handsome 
beauties, 

Those  two  prime  ladies,  that  might  well  have 
prest  vc, 

If  not  to  have  broken  *7,  yet  to  have  bow’d 
your  promise. 

I know  it  was  for  my  sake,  for  your  faith 
sake. 

You  slipt  ’em  off ; your  honesty  compell’d  ye ; 
And  let  me  tell  ye,  sir,  it  shew’d  most  hand- 
somely. 

Mir.  And  let  mC  tall  thee,  there  was  no 
such  matter; 

Nothing  intended  that  way,  of  that  nature  : 

I have  more  to  do  with  my  honesty  than  to 
fool  it, 

Or  venture  it  in  such  leak  barks  as  women. 

I put  'em  off  because  I lov’d  ’em  not. 
Because  they  are  too  queasy  for  my  temper, 
And  not  for  thy  sake,  nor  the  contract  sake. 
Nor  tows  nor  oaths  ; 1 have  made  a thousand 
of  ’em  ; 

They  are  things  indifferent,  w hether  kept  or 
broken ; 

Mere  venial  slips,  that  grow  not  neaf  the  con- 
science : 

Nothing  concerns  those  tender  parts ; they 
arc  trifles : 

For,  as  I think,  there  was  never  man  yet 
hop’d  for 

Either  constancy  or  secrecy,  from  a woman, 
Unless  it  were  an  ass  ordain’d  for  sufferance ; 
Nor  to  contract  with  such  cam  he  a tial 18 ; 
So  let  them  know  again  ; for  ’tis  a justice, 
And  a main  point  of  civil  policy, 

Whatc’er  we  say  or  swear,  they  being  repro- 
bates, [sides, 

Out  of  the  state  of  faith,  we’re  clear  of  all 
And  ’tis  a curious  blindness  to  believe  us. 

Ori.  You  do  not  mean  this,  sure  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  sure,  and  certain  ; 

And  hold  it  positively,  us  a principle. 


Flins r an  old  shoe.']  i.  e.  In  order  to  produce  good  luck.  It  is  a saying  not  yet  obso- 
lete. it. 

17  If  not  to  hare  broken , yet  to  have  hon'd  your  promite. J Butler  probably  had  this  place 
in  his  head  w hen  he  wrote  these  lines  • 

‘ Marriage,  at  best,  is  but  n vow, 

* Which  all  men  either  break  or  bow/  Symptom. 

18  Can  he  a tial.j  Mr.  Theobald  makes  a gurry  about  tial  in  his  margin:  as  it  is  a word  I 
do  not  know  any  where  to  be  found,  L have,  with  Mr.  Seward,  taken  the  freedom  to  alter 
it.  Sympsou. 

Mr.  Svmpson  changes  tial  to  tie  : Wc  have  retained  the  old  word,,  and  think  it  is  iutelli- 
gibic,  though  there  be  no  other  authority  for  it. 
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Act.  2.  Scene  1.] 

As  to  arc  strange  things,  and  made  of  strange 
fires  and  liuxes, 

So  we’re  allow’d  as  strange  ways  to  obtain  ye, 
But  not  to  hold;  we’re  all  created  errant. 

Ori.  You  told  ine  other  tales. 

Mir.  I not  deny  it ; 

I've  tales  of  all  sorts  for  all  sorts  of  women, 
And  protestations  like  wise  of  all  sizes, 

As  they  have  vanities  to  make  us  coxcombs: 

It  I obtain  a good  turn,  so  it  is. 

I’m  thankful  for  it;  if  I be  made  an  ass, 

The  'mends  nre  in  mine  own  hands,  or  the 
surgeon’s, 

And  there's  an  end  on't. 

Ori.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Mir.  As  I love  others;  heartily  I love 
dice ; [elly  : 

VVhen  I am  high  and  lusty,  I love  thee  era* 
After  I’ve  made  a plenteous  meal,  und  satis- 
fied 

My  senses  with  all  delientes,  come  to  me, 

And  thou  shalt  see  how  I love  thee. 

Ori.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  I 
know  vet: 

I must  not  lose  my  liberty,  dear  lady, 

And,  like  a wanton  slave,  cry  for  more  shac- 
kles. 

What  should  I marry  for?  do  I want  anv 
thing  ? 

Am  I nn  inch  the  further  from  my  pleasure? 
Why  should  I be  at  charge  to  keep  a wife  of 
mine  own, 

W'henothcrhoncstmarried  men's  willcaseme, 
And  thank  me  too,  and  he  beholden  to  me? 
Thou  think’st  I*in  mad  for  a maidenhead; 
thou  art  cozen’d : 

Or,  if  I were  addicted  to  that  diet, 

Can  you  tell  ine  where  I should  have  one? 

Thou  art  eighteen  now, 

And  k'  thou  hast  thv  maidenhead  yet  extant, 
Sure,  ’tis  as  big  as  cods-hcad ; and  those  grave 
dishes 

I never  love  to  deal  withal.  Dost  thou  see 
this  book  here? 

Look  overall  thes<  ranks;  all  these  nre  women, 
Maids,  and  pretenders  to  maidenheads ; these 
are  my  conquests ; 

All  these  I swore  to  marry,  as  I swore  to  thee, 
With  the  same  reservation,  and  most  righte- 
ously ♦ 

Which  l need  not  have  done  neither;  for, 
ala«»,  they  made  no  scruple, 

And  1 enjoy’d  ’em  at  my  will,  and  left  'em : 
Some  of  ’em  are  married  since,  und  were  as 
pure  maids  again, 

Nay,  o’  my  conscience,  better  than  they  were  I 
bred  for ; 

The  rest,  fine  sober  women. 

Ori.  Are  you  not  nshmu’d,  sir? 

Mir.  No,  by  my  troth,  sir;  there’s  no 
shame  belongs  to  it; 


I hold  it  as  commendable  to  be  wealthy  in 
pleasure. 

As  others  do  in  rotten  sheep  and  pasture  ! 

Enter  De  Ourd. 

Ori.  Are  all  my  hopes  coinc  to  this?  I* 
there  no  faith. 

No  troth,  nor  modesty,  in  men  ? 

De  Ga.  How  now,  sister? 

Why  weeping  thus?  Did  I not  prophesy? 
Come,  tell  me  why 

Ori.  I am  not  well ; ’pray  ye  pardon  me. 

[Rrit, 

De  Ga.  Now,  monsieur  Mirabcll,  what 
ails  my  sister? 

You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 

Jfir.  As  I take  it, 

Site  is  crying  for  a cod-piece.  Is  she  gone? 
Lord,  what  an  age  is  this!  J was  calling  for 
ye; 

For,  as  I live,  I thought  she  would  have  ra- 
vish’d me. 

Dr  Ga.  You’re  merry,  sir. 

Afir.  Thou  know’st  this  book,  De  Card; 
this  inventory  ? 

De  Ga.  The  debt-book  of  your  mistresses ; 
T remember  it. 

Mir.  Why,  this  was  it  that  anger’d  her; 
she  was  stark  mad  [down-right. 

She  found  not  her  name  here;  and  cried 
Because  I would  not  pity  her  immediately, 
And  put  her  in  my  list. 

De  Ga.  Sure  she  had  more  modesty. 

Mir.  Their  modesty  is  anger  to  be  over* 
done; 

They’ll  quarrel  sooner  for  precedence  here, 
And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  slighted* 
Than  they  will  in  publick  meetings;  'tis  thei# 
natures: 

And,  alas,  I have  so  many  to  dispatch  yet* 
And  to  provide  myself  for  my  utfnirs  too, 
That,  in  good  faith 

De  Gu.  Re  not  too  glorious-foolish; 

Sum  not  your  travels  up  with  vanities; 

It.  ill  becomes  your  expectation  19 ! 

Temper  your  speech,  sir!  Whether  your 
loose  story 

Be  true  or  false,  (for  you’re  so  free,  I fear  it) 
Name  not  my  sister  in’t,  I must  not  hear  it; 
Upon  your  danger,  name  her  not ! I hold  her 
A gentlewoman  of  those  happy  parts  and 
carriage, 

A good  man’s  tongue  may  be  tight  proud  to 
speak  her. 

Mir.  Your  sister,  sir?  d’ye  blench  at  that  ? 
d’ye  cavil  ? 

D’ye  hold  her  such  a piece  she  mayn’t  be 
play’d  withal  ? 

I’ve  had  an  hundred  handsomer  aud  nobler. 
Have  9ued  to  me  too,  for  such  a courtesy 
Yoar  sister  comes  i’th’  rear.  Since  ye’re  so 
angry, 

the  world  lias  of  you.  Sampson* 


19  Your  expectation .]  i.  e.  The  expectat 

Vox*.  U.  » 
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And  hold  your  titter  such  a strong  Recusant,  Maybe  she’ll  call  you  saucy  scurvy  fellow, 

I tell  yc,  I may  do  it;  and,  it  may  be,  will  Or  some*  such  familiar  name;  may -be  she 
too;  fsiou : knows  you,  * 

It  may  be,  have  too;  there’s  my  free  confcs-  And  will  fling  a piss-pot  at  you,  or  a pantofle, 
Work  upon  that  now.'  According  us  you  are  m acquaintance  : if  she 

De  Oa.  if  I thought  yc  had,  I would  work,  like  you. 

And  work  such  stubborn  work  should  make  May-bc  she’ll  look  upon  you;  niay-be  no  ; 

vour  heart  akc  ! And  two  mouths  hence  call  for  you. 

But  I believe  ye,  as  I ever  knew  yc,  Pinac . This  is  tine. 

A glorious  talker,  and  a legend-maker  She’s  monstrous  proud  then? 

Of  idle  tales,  and  trifles;  a depraver  Serv..  She’s  a little  haughty  ; 

Of  your  own  truth  : Their  honours  fly  above  Ofa  small  body, she  lias  a unud  well  mounted. 

yc 90 ! [lion,  Can  you  speak  Greek  ? 

And  so  I take  my  leave  ; but  with  this  can-  Pinac.  No,  certain. 

Your  sword  be  surer  than  your  tongue  ! you’ll  Serv.  Get  you  gone  then  ! 

smart  else.  [thee!  And  talk  of  stars,  and  firmaments,  and  firc- 

Mir.  I laugh  at  thee,  so  little  I respect  drakes?  [master, 

And  I’ll  talk  louder,  and  despise  thy  sister;  Do  you  remember  who  was  Adam’s  school- 
Set  up  a chamber-maid  that  shall  out-shine  Aud  who  taught  Eve  to  spin  ? She  knows  all 
her,  these,  [world 

And  carry  her  in  my  coach  too,  and  that  w ill  And  will  run  you  over  the  beginning  o’  th* 
kill  her.  As  familiar  as  a tidier.  Can  you 

Go,  get  thy  rents  up,  go  ! Sit  seven  hours  together,  and  say  nothing  ? 

JDe  Ga.  You  are  a fine  gentleman  l [Exit.  Which  she  will  do,  und,  when  she  speaks, 
Mir.  Now  have  at  my  two  youths ; rll  sec  speak  oracles, 

how  they  do;  [study  Speak  things  that  no  man  understands,  uor 

IIow  they  behave  themselves ; and  then  I’ll  herself  neither. 

What  wench  shall  love  me  next,  ami  when  Pinac.  Thou  inak’st  me  wonder! 

I’ll  loose  her**.  [Exit.  Serv.  Can  you  smile? 

Pinac.  Yes,  willingly ; 

SCENE  II.  For  naturally  I bear  a mirth  about  me. 

» c a Scrv.  She’ll  ne’er  endure  you  theu;  site’s 

Enter  P.nac  and  a Servant.  never  merry; 

Pinac.  Art  thou  her  sen  ant,  say  st  thou?  If  shc  onc  ]'aUgt,,  sl,c’|i  »woon  past  aqua 
Serv.  Her  poor  creature ; vita. 

But  servant  to  her  horse,  sir.  Never  come  near  her,  sir;  if  you  chance  to 

Pinuc.  Const  thou  shew  me  venture,  [ too. 

The  way  to  her  chamber,  or  where  I may  And  taik  not*  jfte  n doctor,  you  are  damn’d 
conveniently  I’ve  told  you  enough  for  your  crown,  and  so 

See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her  ? good  speed  you  ! [ Exit. 

Scry.  T hat  I can,  sir;  Pinac.  1 have  a pretty  task,  if  she  be  thus 

But  the  question  is,  whether  I will  or  no.  curious 

Pinuc.  V\  hy,  I 11  content  thee.  As,  it  seevrs  she  is!  If  I fall  off  now, 

Serv.  \Y  hy,  1 11  content  thee  then ; now  \ s|m|j  |,c  lauch’d  at  fearfully ; if  I go  forward, 
you  come  to  me.  I can  but  be  abus’d,  und  that  I look  for; 

Puiac.  There  s for  your  diligence.  And  yet  I may  hit  right,  but  ’tis  unlikely. 

Serv.  1 hr  re  s her  chamber,  sir,  Stay!  in  what  mood  and  figure  shall  1 at- 

And  this  way  she  comes  out ; stand  you  but  tempt  her? 

here,  sir,  [sure.  A careless  way?  No,  no,  that  will  not  wa« 

You  have  her  at  your  prospect,  or  your  plea-  kcll  |ier . 

Pinac.  Is  she  not  very  angry  ? Besides,  her  gravity  will  give  me  line  still, 

Serv.  You’ll  find  that  quickly : Aud  jct  Iue  lose  ray*if . yet  this  way  often 

*o their  honours  jly  about  ye.]  But  for  what?  We  have  here  a manifest  corruption, 

and  the  true  reading  is, 

1 honours  fly  above  yc  ;* 

i.  c.  are  out  of  the  reach  of  your  tongue,  »$  r«  Sympton. 

Mr.  Sympson,  we  think,  bus  suggested  the  right  reading,  (which  we  have  placed  in  the 
text,)  but  he  has  not  rightly  explained  his  own  emendation : 

* Their  honours  fly  above  you  f 

i.  e.  ('not  * out  of  die  reach  of  your  longue,’  but)  beyond  your  malice  to  impeach,  or  power 
to  subdue. 

*%  and  when  Pll  lose  Acr.]  Edit.  1652  reads,  * and  when  I’ll  loose  ber/  which  we 

have  followed. 


Pinac.  Is  she  not  very  angry  ? 
Serv.  You’ll  find  that  quick fy : 
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A ct  1.  Scene  2.] 


18  7 


Has  hit,  find  handsomely.  A wanton  method  ? 
At,  if  she  give  it  leave  to  sink  into  her  con- 
sideration ; 

But  there’s  the  doubt : If  it  hut  stir 
And  creep  into  the  crannies  of  her  fancy, 

Set  her  a-gog— But  if  she  chance  to  slight  it, 
And  by  the  powVof  her  modesty  fling  it  hack, 

I shall  appear  the  arrant’st  rascal  to  her, 

The  most  licentious  knave — for  I shall  talk 
lewdly. 

To  benr  myself  austerely?  rate  my  words? 

And  fling  a general  gravity  about  me. 

As  if  1 meant  to  give  laws  ? But  this  I can- 
not do, 

This  is  a way  above  my  understanding: 

Or,  if  I could,’tis oddsshe’li  think  I mock  her; 
For  serious  and  sad  things  are  ever  still  suspi- 
Well,  I'll  say  something:  [cions. 

But  learning  I have  none,  and  less  goon  man- 
ners, [face. 

Especially  for  ladies.  Well;  I’ll  set  my  best 

Enter  Lillia  and  Petel/a. 

I hear  some  coming.  This  is  the  first  woman 
I ever  fear’d  yet,  the  first  face  that  shakes  me. 
LU.  Give  me  my  hat,  Pctella  ; take  this 
veil  off, 

This  sullen  cloud;  it  darkens  my  delights. 
Come,  wench,  be  free,  and  let  the  musick 

Play  me  some  lusty  measure.  [warble; 

Pinac.  This  is  she,  sure, 

The  very  same  I saw,  the  very  woman, 

The  gravity  I wonder'd  at.  Stay,  stay  ; 

Let  me  be  sure.  Ne’er  trust  me,  but  she 
danceth  ! 

Summer  is  in  her  face  now,  and  she  skippeth. 
I’ll  go  a little  nearer. 

Lit.  Quicker  time,  fellows  ! 

I cannot  find  my  legs  yet.  Now,  Petella  ! 

Enter  Mir  obeli. 

Pinoc.  T am  amaz’d ! I’m  founder’d  in  my 
fancy ! 

Mir.  Ha  ! say  you  so  ? Is  this  your  gravity  r 
This  the  austerity  you  put  upon  you  ? 

Ill  see  more  o’  tfiis  sport. 

JM.  A song  now  ! 

Call  in  for  a merry,  and  a light  song; 

And  sing  it  with  a liberal  spirit. 

Enter  a Alan. 

Alan.  Yes,  mndam. 

Lit.  And  be  not  amaz’d,  sirrah,  but  take 
us  for  your  own  company. 

Let's  walk  ourselves:  Come,  wench.  ’Would 
we  bad  a man  or  two ! 

Pinoc.  Sure,  she  has  spied  me,  and  will 
abuse  me  dreadfully; 

She  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpose;  yet  I 
will  try  her. 

Madam,  I would  be  loth  my  rude  intrusion, 
Which  I must  prove  a pardon  for— 

JaL  Oh,  you  are  welcome, 

You  are  very  welcome,  sir ! we  want  such  a 
on?. 

9 B 


[once, 
her  blood 


Strike  up  a£aiu.  I dare  presume  you  dance 
well. 

Quick,  quick,  sir,  quick  ! the  time  steals  on. 
Pinoc.  I would  talk  with  you. 

JM.  Talk  ns  you  dance. 

AUr.  She'll  beat  him  off  his  legs  first. 

This  is  the  finest  mask  ! 

JaL  Now,  how  do  you,  sir? 

Pinoc.  You  have  given  me  a shrewd  heat. 
JM.  I'll  give  you  a hundred. 

Come,  sing  now,  sing;  for  I know  you  sing 
well ; 

I see  you  have  a singing  face. 

Pinoc.  A fine  modesty  ! 

If  I could,  she’d  never  give  me  breath.— 
Madam,  ’would  i might  sit  and  recover. 

Lit.  Sit  here,  and  sing  now ; 

Let’s  do  things  quickly,  sir,  and  handsomely. 
Sit  close,  wench,  close.  Begin,  begin ! [Song, 
Pinoc.  I’m  lesson’d. 

JM.  Tis  very  pretty,  i’ faith.  Give  roe  soma 
wine  now. 

Pinuc.  I would  fain  speak  to  you. 

Lil.  You  shall  drink  first,  believe  me. 
Here’s  to  you  a lusty  health. 

Pinoc.  I thank  you,  lady. — 

’Would  I were  off  again  ! I smell  my  misery: 
i was  never  put  to  this  rack  ! I shall  lie  drunk 
too. 

Mir.  If  thou  be’st  not  a right  one,  I have 
lost  mine  aim  much: 

I thank  Ileav’n,  that  I have ’scap’d  thee!  To 
her,  Pinac ; 

For  thou’rt  as  sure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan 

for  her [trimly. 

I’ll  see  how  ray  other  youth  docs ; this  speeds 
A line  grave  gentlewoman,  and  worth  much 
honour ! 

JM.  Now,  hovr  do  you  like  me,  sir? 

[ Exit  Alir, 

Pinac.  I like  you  rarejy. 

Lit. Y ou  sec,  si  r,  tho’  sometimes  we’re  grave 
and  silent, 

And  put  on  sadder  dispositions. 

Yet  we're  compounded  of  free  parts,  and 
sometimes  too 

Our  lighter,  airy,  and  our  firry  mettles 
Break  out,  and  shew  themselves:  And  what 
think  you  of  that,  sir? 

Pinuc.  Good  lady,  sit,  (lor  I am  very  weary) 
And  then  I’ll  tell  you. 

Lit.  Fy ! a young  man  idle? 

Up,  and  walk;  he  still  in  action  ; 

The  motions  of  the  body  nre  fair  beauties  i 
Besides,  ’tis  cold.  .Odda-mc,  sir,  let’s  walk 
faster! 

What  think  you  now  of  the  lady  Felicia? 
And  Bella-Fronte,  the  duke’s  fair  daughter? 

ha  ? [arta, 

Are  they  not  handsome  things  ? There  is  Du- 

And  brown  Olivia 

Pinuc.  I know  none  of ’em. 

JM.  But  brown  must  not  be  cast  away, 
sir.  If  young  Ixlia 

Had  kept  herself  till  this  (jay  from  a husband, 
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Why,  what  a beauty,  sir!  You  ktiow  Jsmeua, 
The  fair  gem  of  Saint  Germans? 

Pinac.  By  my  troth,  l do  not.  [Brisac, 
Lit.  And  then,  1 know,  you  must  hear  of' 

How  unlike  a gentleman 

Pinuc.  As  1 live,  1 have  heard  nothing. 
Lil.  Strike  ine  another  galliard  ! 

Pinac.  By  this  light,  I cannot ! 

In  troth,  I have  sprain’d  my  leg,  madam. 

Lil.  Now  sit  you  down,  sir, 

And  toll  me  why  you  came  hither ? why  you 
chose  me  out? 

What  is  your  business?  yourerraud?  Dis- 
patch, dispatch ! 

May-beyou  are  some  gentleman’s  man,  (and 
I mistook  you) 

That  have  brought  me  a letter,  or  a haunch 
of  venison, 

Sent  me  from  some  friend  of  mine. 

Pinac . Do  i look  like  a carrier? 

You  might  allow  me,  what  1 am,  a gentleman.  1 
Lil.  Cry  you  mercy,  sir ! 1 saw  you  yester- 
day : * [you. 

You're  new  come  out  of  travel  ; I mistook 
And  how  do  all  our  impudent  friends  in  Italy? 
Pinac.  Madam,  1 came  with  duty,  aud  fair 
courtesy, 

Service,  and  honour  to  you. 

Lil.  You  came  to  jeer  me ! 

You  see  I'm  merry,  sir ; I’ve  chang’d  my  copy : 
None  of  the  sages  now, and  ’pray  you  proclaim 
it;  ' [sir, 

Fling  on  me  what  aspersion  you  shall  please, 
Of  wantonness,  or  wiiduess;  1 look  for  it; 
And  tell  the  world,  I am  an  hypocrite. 

Mask  in  a forc’d  aud  borrow’d  shape,  I ex- 
pect it;  [sir, 

But  not  to  have  you  believ’d  : For,  mark  you, 

1 have  won  a nobler  estimation, 

A stronger  tie  by  ray  discretion 

Upon  opinion  (howe’er  you  think  I forc'd  it)  | 

Than  either  tongue  or  act **  of  yours  can  stub-  ; 

her,  [sir, 

And,  when  I please,  I will  be  what  I please,  j 
So  I exceed  not  mean 11  J;  aud  none  shall  ] 
brand  it,  [slighted. 

Either  with  scorn  or  shame,  but  shall  be 
Pinuc.  Lady,  I come  to  love  you. 

Lil.  Love  yourself,  sir ; 


[Act  5.  Scene  8. 

And  w hen  I want  observers,  I’ll  send  for  you. 
Heigh-ho ! my  fit’s  almost  off ; for  we  do  all 
by  fits,  sir. 

If  you  be  weary,  sit.till  I come  again  to  you. 

[Jar it. 

Pinac.  This  is  a wench  of  a dainty  spi- 
rit ; but 

Hang  me  if  I know  yet  cither  what  to  think 
Or  make  of  her ! She  had  her  will  of  me, 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  1 thank  her; 
And,  1 confess,  I never  was  so  blurted M, 
Nor  ever  so  abus'd  : I must  bear  my  own  sins. 
You  talk  of  travels;  here’s  a curious  country ! 
Yet  1 will  tind  her  out, or  forswear  uiy  faculty. 

[£v& 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rosulura  and  Oriana. 

Rot.  Ne’er  vex  yourself,  nor  grieve;  yon 
arc  a fool  then.  [sutler 

On.  I’m  sure  I’m  made  so:  Yet,  before! 
Thus  like  a girl,  and  give  him  leave  to  tri- 
umph— 

Jfos.  You  say  right;  for  as  long  as  be  per- 
ceives you  [you : 

Sink  under  his  proud  scoruings,  lie’ll  laugh  at 
For  me,  secure  yourself ; and  for  my  sister, 

1 partly  know  her  mind  too  : Howsoever, 

To  obey  my  fatlicr,  we  have  made  a tender 
( ) four  poor  beauties  to  the  Iruvcll'd  monsieur, 
Yet  two  words  to  a bargain  ! He  slights  us 
As  skittish  tilings,  and  we  shun  him  os  curious. 
May-be,  my  free  behaviourturns  his  stomach, 
And  makes  him  seem  to  doubt  a loose  opinion: 
I must  be  so  sometimes,  tho'  all  tlic  world  saw 
it. 

Ori.  Why  should  not  you?  Arc  not* minds 
only  measur’d  ? 

As  long  as  here  you  stand  secure 

Rot.  You  say  true; 

As  long  as  miuc  own  conscience  makes  no 
question,  [rable. 

What  care  I for  report?  that  woman’s  misc- 
Tliat’s  good  or  bad  for  their  tongues*  sake. 
Come,  let’s  retire. 

And  get  my  veil,  wench.  By  my  troth,  vour 
sorrow,  [madding.*, 

And  the  consideration  of  men’s  humoious 
Have  put  me  into  a serious  contemplation. 


w Touguc  or  art  of  yourt.\  The  sense  is,  ‘ than  either  what  you  can  say  or  do  can  sully.’ 
But  haply  this  cannot  be  made  out  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  and  therefore  L would  read, 

* Tongue  or  act  of  yours.’ 

$o  Mr.  Theobald  had  wrote  in  his  margin.  Act  and  art , through  our  Authors'  plays,  are 
frequently  confounded.  Sympton. 

«3  Exceed  not  mean.]  i.  e.  moderation,  discretion. 

9*  J never  teas  so  blurred, 

Nor  ever  so  abus'd. \ Edit.  1652  reads,  blurted.  Mr.  Syrapson,  disliking  both  words,  is 
inclined  to  substitut v furled ; but  blurted  is  certainly  the  right  word.  It  is  used  in  the  same 
i:nse  in  Edw.  III.  SeeCapeU’s  Prolusions,  p.  81. 

* Oh,  tiiat  I were  some  other  countryman  ! 

‘ This  day  hath  set  derision  on  the  French, 

' ‘ And  all  the  world  will  blurt  and  scorn  at  us.’  K% 

♦ Are  our  minds  only  measur'd  yj  The  sense  seems  to  require, 

‘ Are  not  minds  only  measur’d  ?’ 
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Enter  Afirabell  and  Bellcur. 

Ori.  Come,  'faith,  let’s  sit,  and  think. 

Bits.  That’s  all  my  business. 

Afir.  Why  stand’st  thou  peeping  here? 

Thou  great  slug,  forward! 

Be/.  She  is  there ; peace ! 

Afir.  Why  stnnd'st  thou  here  then. 

Sneak  in/,  and  peaking,  as  thou  wouldst  steal 
linen? 

Hast  thou  not  place  and  time? 

Bel.  I had  a rare  speech 
Studied,  and  almost  ready ; and  your  violence 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  brains. 

Afir.  Hang  your  rare  speeches ! 

Co  me  on  like  a man. 

Bel.  Let  me  set  my  beard  up. 

How  has  Pinac  perform’d? 

Afir.  IP  has  won  already: 

He  stands  not  thrumming  of  caps  thus. 

Bel.  Lord,  what  should  I ail ! 

What  a cold  1 have  over  my  stomach ! 'would 
I had  some  hum*5! 

Certain  1 have  a great  mind  to  he  at  her, 

A mighty  mind. 

Afir.  On,  fool ! 

Bel.  Good  words,  I beseech  you ; 

For  I will  not  be  abus’d  by  both. 

Afir.  Adieu,  then, 

(I  will  not  trouble  you ; I see  you  are  valiant) 
And  work  your  own  way. 

Bel.  Hist,  hist!  I will  be  rul’d; 

I will,  i*  faith;  I will  go  presently:  [suds? 

Will  you  forsake  me  now,  and  leave  me  i’  th’ 
You  know,  I am  false-hearted  this  way ; I 
beseech  you, 

Good  sweet  Mirabell  (I’ll  cut  your  throat  if 
you  leave  me, 

Indeed  I will !)  sweet-heart ! 

Afir.  I will  be  ready, 

Still  at  thine  elbow ; take  a man’s  heart  to  thee, 
And  speak  thy  mind;  the  plainer  still  the 
better. 

She  is  a woman  of  that  free  behaviour. 
Indeed,  that  common  courtesy,  she  cannot 
deny  thee; 

Go  bravely  on. 

Bet.  Madam — keep  close  about  me, 

Still  at  my  back. — Madam,  sweet  madam — 
Rot.  Ha!  [hie  me? 

What  noise  is  that  ? wlmt  saucy  sound  to  trou- 
Afir.  What  said  she? 

Bel.  I ain  saucy. 

Afir.  rI*is  the  better. 

Bel.  She  comes  ; must  I be  saucy  still  ? 
Afir.  More  saucy. 

Rot.  Still  troubled  with  these  vanities? 
Heaven  bless  us ! 


What  are  w?  born  to  ? Would  you  speak  with 
any  of  ray  people? 

Go  in,  sir;  I am  busy. 

Bel.  This  is  not  she,  sure  ! [then ! 

Is  this  two  children  at  a birth  ? I’ll  be  flang’d 

Mine  was  a merry  gentlewoman,  talk’d  daiu- 
tily, 

Talk’d  of  those  matters  that  befitted  women ; 

This  is  a parcel-prayer-book ; I’m  serv’d 
sweetly ! 

And  now  1 am  to  look  too ; I was  prepar’d 
for  th’  other  way. 

Ros.  Do  you  know  that  man  ? 

Ori.  Sure,  I have  scon  him,  lady. 

Rut.  Mctliinks  ’ti»  pity  such  a lusty  fel- 
low [ployment. 

Should  wander  up  and  down,  ana  want  cm 

Bel.  She  takes  me  for  a rogue !— You  may 
do  well,  madam,  [forsooth; 

To  stay  this  wanderer,  and  set  hitn  at  work, 


lie  can  do  something  that  may  please  your 
ladyship;  [mgs, 

I have  heard  of  women  that  desire  good  breed- 
Two  at  a birth,  or  so. 

Rot.  The  fellow’s  impudent. 

Ori.  Sure,  he  is  craz’d. 

Ros.  I have  heard  of  men  too  that  have  had 
good  manners;  fpity 

Sure,  this  is  want  of  grace ! Indeed,  ’tis  great 
The  young  man  lias  been  bred  so  ill ; but  this 
Is  full  of  such  examples.  [lewd  nga 

Bet.  1 am  founder’d. 

And  some  shall  rue  the  setting  of  me  on  ! 

Afir.  Ha  ! so  bookish,  lady  ? is  it  possible  ? 
Turn’d  holy  at  the  heart  too?  I’ll  lie  hang’d 
then. 

Why,  this  is  such  a feat,  such  an  activity, 


Enter  Servant , with  a veil . 

Such  fast  and  loose — A veil  too  for  your 

0 J)io , Dui!  [knavery? 

Rot.  What  do  you  take  me  for,  sir? 

Afir.  An  hypocrite,  a wanton,  a dissembler, 

Howe’er  you  seem,  and  thus  you’re  to  he 
handled ; [it. 

(Mark  me,  Belleur)  and  this  you  love,  I know 
Rot.  Stand  off,  bold  sir  ! 

Afir.  You  wear  good  clothes  to  this  end. 
Jewels ; love  feasts,  and  masks. 

Rot.  Ye’re  monstrous  saucy  ! 

Afir.  All  this  to  draw  on  fools;  and  thus. 
Ye’re  to  be  lull’d.  [thus,  lady, 

Bel.  Let  her  alone,  I’ll  swinge  ye  else, 

1 will,  i*  faith!  for  tho'  I cannot  skill  o’ this 

matter  [me, 

Myself,  I will  not  see  another  do  it  before 
And  do  it  worse. 


**  1 Would  I had  some  hum.]  Mr.  Theobald,  doubtful  of  this  term,  queries  whether  rum 
ought  not  to  supply  its  place.  I once  thought  mum  was  the  more  likely  to  be  the  true  read- 
ing, but  am  convinced  (so  precarious,  however  likely,  are  all  conjectural  emendations)  that 
the  text  is  right  upon  credit  of  Ben  Jonson  in  his  Devil’s  an  Ass,  vol.  iv.  p.  25(5, 

* Chimney-sweepers  and  carmen,  are  got, 

* To  their  tobacco,  strong-waters,  humy 

* Meath,  and  obarni.’  St/mpton . 

Hum,  the  common  cant  for  strong  liquor.  See  Beggars’  Bush. 
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[Act  S.  Scene  I. 


Hoe.  Away  ! you're  a vain  thin*! 

You've  travcll'd  tar,  sir,  to  return  again 
A windy  and  poor  bladder!  You  talk  of 
women,  [one, 

That  are  not  worth  the  favour  of  a common 
The  grace  of  her  crew  in  an  hospital? 
Against  a thousand  such  blown  fooleries, 

I'm  able  to  maintain  pood  women's  honours. 
Their  freedoms,  and  their  fames,  and  I will 
do  it — 

Mir,  Sh*  has  almost  struck  me  dumb  too. 

Rot.  And  declaim 

Against  your  base  malicious  tongues,  your 
noises,  [viours? 

For  they  are  nothing  else.  You  tench  beha- 
Or  touch  us  for  our  freedoms46?  Teach  your- 
selves manners, 

Truth  and  sobriety,  and  live  so  clearly 
1 hat  our  lives  may  shine  in  ye;  and  then 
task  us.  [ye: 

It  seems,  ye’re  hot ; the  suburbs  will  supply 
Good  women  scorn  such  gamesters,  so  I’ll 
leave  ye ! 

I am  sorry  to  see  this:  'Faith,  sir,  livefairlv. 

[ Exit. 

Mir.  This  woman,  if  she  hold  on,  may  be 
virtuous; 

Tis  almost  possible : We’ll  have  a new  day. 

Bet.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forc’d  me  to 
this  foolery : 

I’m  sham'd,  I’m  scorn’d,  I’m  fiurted  ! ves,  I 
am  so ! [ship, 

Tho’  J eannot  talk  to  a woman  like  your  wor- 
And  use  my  phrases,  and  my  learned  figures, 
Yet  1 can  tight  with  any  man. 


Mir . Fy ! 

Bel.  I can,  sir ; 

And  L will  fight. 

Mir.  With  whom  ? 

Bel,  With  you,  with  any  man ; 

For  ail  men  now  will  laugh  at  me. 

Mir,  Prithee  be  moderate. 

Bet.  And  1*11  beat  all  men.  Cqpic  ! 

Mir.  I love  thee  dearly. 

Bet.  I will  beat  all  thut  love ; love  has 
undone  me ! 

Never  tell  me!  I will  not  be  a history. 

Mir.  Thou  art  not. 

Bet.  'Sfoot,  I will  not!  Give  me  room. 
And  let  me  see  the  proudest  of  ye  jeer  inc  ; 
And  I'll  begin  with  you  first. 

Mir.  Prithee,  Ik'ileur  ! 

If  I do  not  satisfy  thee 

Bet.  Well,  l«x>k  you  /Jo. 

But,  now  I think  on’t  better,  *tis  impossible  ! 
I must  heat  somebody  ; 1 am  maul'd  myself, 

And  1 ought  in  justice 

Mir.  No,  no,  no ; yc’rc  cozen'd  : 

But  walk,  and  let  me  tulk  to  thee. 

Bel.  Talk  wisely, 

And  see  that  no  man  laugh,  upon  no  occa- 
sion ; 

For  T shall  think  then  ’tis  at  me. 

Mir.  I warrant  thee. 

Bel.  Nor  no  more  talk  of  this. 

Mir.  Dost  think  Pm  maddtsh  ? 

Bet.  J must  needs  fight  yet ; for  I find  it 
concerns  me ; 

A pox  on't ! I must  fight. 

Mir.  I*  faith,  thou  shalt  not.  [Exeuui. 


46  Or  touch  us  for  ovr  freedoms.]  On  considering  the  turn  of  this  speech,  it  seems  probable 
wc  should  substitute  task  for  touch:  4 You  teach,  or  task Teach  yourselves,  apd  thep 
task  us.’ 


III. 

What  I am,  lam:  I pity  your  poor  sister. 
And  heartily  I hate  these  travellers. 

These  piuircracks,  made  of  mops  • and  mo- 
tions : [iriings  ; 

There’s  nothing  in  their  houses  here  hut  hum- 
A bee  has  more  brains.  1 grieve  and  vex  too*7 
The  insolent  licentious  carriage 

♦ Mops.]  Mopping  and  moving,  and  mops  and  moa^are  used  by  Shakespeare  for  wild  and 
extravagant  behaviour. 

*7  J grieve  and  vex  ton 

The  insolent  licentious  carriage.]  Vex  here  is  a neutral  verb,  and  is  used  so  a little  lowers 

Mir.  4 — now-  vex,  ladies, 

4 Envy,  and  rex,  and  rail.* 

The  text  here  I have  not  altered  cither  as  to  pointing  or  reading,  though  I otype  thought  tl»e 
whole  should  thus  have  run, 

4 . I grieve  and  vex  too. 

4 The  insolent  licentious  carriage 
4 Of  ti)is  out-facing  fellow’,  Mirahell, 

4 J ’«  mad  to  see ; to  see  him  prick  his  plumes  up.*  SympsasL 
Our  Authors  often  use  neutral  verbs  actively.  Vex  here  signifies  to  vex  at. 


ACT 

SCENE  i. 

T.nfer  T)e  Card  and  Lugier. 

Be  Ca.  T KNOW  you  arc  a scholar,  and 
can  do  wonders. 

Lug.  There’s  no  great  scholarship  belongs 
to  this,  sir; 
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Of  this  out-facing  fellow,  Mirabell ; 

And  I am  mad  to  see  him  prick  his  plumes  up. 
De  Gu.  Iiis  wrongs  you  partly  know. 

Lug.  Do  not  you  stir,  sir; 

Since  he  has  begun  with  wit,  let  wit  revenge  it : 
Keep  your  sword  close;  we’ll  cut  his  throat  a 
new'  way. 

I am  osham’d  the  gentlewoman  should  suffer 
Such  base  lewd  wrongs. 

De  Gu.  I will  be  rul'd  ; he  shall  live. 

And  left  to  your  revenge. 

Lug.  Ay,  ay,  I’ll  lit  him:  [men; 

He  makes  a common  scorn  of  handsome  wo- 
Modesty  and  good  manners  are  bis  may- 
games;  [mission; 

He  takes  up  maidenheads  with  a new  coin- 
Tlie  church-warrant’s  out  of  dute.  Follow 
my  counsel, 

For  I um  zealous  in  the  cause. 

DeGa.  I will,  sir. 

And  will  be  still  directed ; for  die  truth  is, 
My  sword  will  make  my  sister  seem  more 
monstrous : 

Besides,  there  is  no  honour  won  on  reprobates. 
Lug.  You  are  i’  th'  right.  The  slight  h'  has 
shew’d  my  pupils 

Sets  mca-firc  too.  Go;  I’ll  prepare  your  sister, 

And,  as  I told  you 

De  Ga.  Yes;  all  shall  be  fit,  sir. 

Lug.  And  seriously,  and  haudsomcly: 

De  Ga.  I warrant  you. 

Lug.  A little  counsel  more.  [ Whispers. 
De  Ga.  Tis  well. 

Lug.  Most  stately ! 

See  that  observ’d  ; and  then  ! 

De  Ga.  I have  you  every  way. 

Lug.  Away  then,  and  be  ready. 

De  Ga.  With  all  speed,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Liliia , Rosalura , and  Oriana. 
Lug.  We’ll  learn  to  travel  too,  may-be, 
beyond  him. 

Good  day,  fair  beauties  ! 

Lit.  You  have  beautified  us, 

Wc  thank  you,  sir;  you  have  set  us  off  most 
gallantly 

With  your  grave  precepts. 

Rat.  We  expected  husbands 
Out  of  your  documents  and  taught  behaviours, 
Excellent  husbands;  thought  men  would  run 
stark  mad  on  us, 

Men  of  all  ages,  and  all  states;  we  expected 
An  inundation  of  desires  and  offers, 

A torrent  of  trim  suitors ; all  wc-  did, 

Or  said,  or  purpos’d,  to  be  spells  about  us, 

Spells  to  provoke 

LiL  Y'ou  have  provok’d  us  finely  ! 

We  follow’d  your  directions,  wc  did  rarelv, 


We  were  stately,  cay,  demure,  careless,  light, 
giddy. 

And  play’d  at  all  points:  This,  you  swore, 
would  carry. 

Rns  We  made  love,  and  contemn’d  love; 
now  seem’d  holy. 

With  such  a reverent  put-on  reservation 
Which  could  not  miss,  according  to  your 
principles;  [public. 

Now  gave  more  hope  again  ; now  close,  nowr 
Still  up  and  down,  wc  heat  it  like  u billow ; 
And  ever  those  behaviours  you  read  to  us, 
Subtle,  and  new  : Out  all  this  n ill  not  help  us ! 
Lit.  '1  licy  help  to  hinder  us  of  all  acquaint- 
ance, [better 

They’ve  frighted  off  all  friends  ! What  am  I 
For  all  my  learning,  if  I love  a dune#*, 

A handsome  dunce?  to  what  use  serves  my 
reading  ? [hones  t 

Y’ou  should  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to 
Dogs,  dice,  hawks,  banquets,  masks,  free  and 
lair  meetings, 

To  have  studied  gowns  and  dressings. 

Lug.  Ye’re  not  road,  sure ! [agements: 
lijts.  We  shall  be,  if  we  follow  yuureucour- 
ril  take  mine  own  way  now ! 

LiL  And  T my  fortune; 

Wc  may  live  maids  else  till  the  moon  drop 
mill-stones.  [sters; 

I see,  your  modest  women  are  taken  for  mon- 
A dowry  of  good  breeding  is  worth  nothing. 
Lug.  Since  ye  take  iuso  to  tb’ heart,  'pray 
ye  give  me  leave  yet,  [lie: 

And  you  shall  see  how  i’ll  convert  this  here- 

Mark  how  this  Mirabel! 

LiL  Name  him  no  more; 

For,  tho’  I long  for  a husband,  I hate  him, 
And  would  he  married  sooner  to  a monkey, 
Or  to  a Jack  of  Straw  *»,  than  such  a juggler. 
Rat  I am  of  that  mind  too;  lie  is  too  nim- 
ble, 

And  plays  at  fast  and  loose  too  learnedly. 
For  a plain-meauing  woman ; that’s  the  truth 
on’t. 

Here’,  one  too,  that  we  love  well,  would  he 
angry  i [ Painting  to  Orinna. 

And  reason  why.  No,  no,  we  will  not  trou- 
ble you,  [happy! 

Nor  him  at  this  time:  May  he  make  you 
We’ll  turn  ourselves  loose  now,  to  our  Vair 
fortunes; 

And  the  down-right  way— — 

hii.  The  wiuiiiog  way  we’ll  follow; 

We’ll  bait  that  meu  may  bite  fair,  and  not 
he  frighted ; 

Yet  we’ll  not  he  carried  so  cheap  neither; 

we’ll  have  some  sport,  [tutor. 

Some  mad-morris  or  other  for  our  inouev. 


«*  A Jock  of  Straw.]  In  Shakespeare’s  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  act  v.  scene  4,  Falstulf 
says,  • See  now,  how  wit  may  lie  made  a Jock-a-Unt,  when  ’tis  upon  ill  employment.’  Upon 
which  Mr.  Stcevens  observes,  tfiat  ‘ a Jack  o’  I.t  nt  appeurs  to  have  been  some  puppet  which 
• was  thrown  at  in  Lent,  like  Slirove-tide  cocks;  ’ aud,  among  other  instances  to  prom  it, 
produces  this  passage  from  our  Author.  R. 

A won  o)'ttrav  is  a phrase  in  use  at  this  day. 
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Lug.  Tis  like  enough:  Prosper  your  own 
devices ! 

Ye’re  old  enough  to  chuse  : But,  for  this 
gentlewoman. 

So  please  her  give  me  leave 

Ori.  i shall  be  glad,  sir. 

To  find  a friend  whose  pity  may  direct  me. 
Lug.  I’ll  ilo  my  best,  and  faithfully  deal 
for  ye; 

But  then  ye  must  he  rul’d. 

Ori.  In  all,  I vow  to  you. 

Rus.  Do,  do:  He  has  a lucky  hand  some- 
times, I’ll  assure  you; 

And  hunts  the  recovery  of  a lost  lover  deadly. 
Lug.  You  must  away  straight. 

On.  Yes. 

Lug.  And  I’ll  instruct  you: 

Here  you  can  know  no  more. 

On.  By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies; 

And  all  our  fortunes  arrive  at  our  own  wishes  ! 
IJt.  Amen,  nmeu! 

J.ug.  I must  borrow  your  man. 

Lit.  Tray  take  him ; 

He  is  within  : To  do  her  good,  take  any  ihing, 
Take  us  and  all. 

Lug.  No  doubt,  ye  may  find  takers; 

And  so  we’ll  leave  yc  to  your  own  disposes. 
Lit.  Now,  which  way,  wench? 

[Ere  uni  Lug.  Sf  Ori. 
Ron.  We’ll  go  a brave  way,  fear  not; 

A safe  and  sure  way  too ; and  yet  a bye-wav. 
1 must  confess,  1 have  a great  mind  to  be 
married. 

Lit.  So  have  I too  a grudging  of  good-will 
that  way ; 

And  would  as  fain  he  dispatch’d.  But  tins 

monsieur  Quicksilver 

Rm.  No,  no ; we’ll  bar  him,  bye  and  main  : 
Let  him  trample; 

There  is  no  safety  in  his  surquedry 
An  army-royal  of  women  are  too  few  for  him ; 
He  keeps  a journal  of  his  gentleness. 

And  will  go  near  to  print  his  fair  dispatches, 
And  call  it  his  triumph  over  time  and  women : 
Let  him  pass  out  of  memory  ! What  think  you 
Of  his  two  companions? 

Lit.  Piimc,  me  thinks,  is  reasonable  ; 

A little  modesty  he  has  brought  home  with 
him, 

And  might  be  taught,  in  time,  some  hand- 
some duty. 

Ros.  They  say,  he  is  a wcncher  too. 

Lit.  I like  him  better  ; [tkinan, 

A free  light  touch  or  two  becomes  a gen- 
And  sets  him  seemly  off : So  he  exceed  not, 
But  keep  his  compass  clear,  he  may  be  look'd 
at. 

I would  not  marry  a man  that  must  be  tauchf, 
And  conjur’d  up  with  kis*o»;  the  best  game 
Is  nlny’d  stiil  by  the  best  gamesters. 

Ros.  Fy  upon  thee  1 
What  talk  hast  thou? 

JaL  Are  not  wc- alone,  and  merry  ? 


[Act  3.  Scene  U 

Why  should  we  be  asham’d  to  speak  what  we 
think?  Tli v gentleman,  [thee 
The  tall  fat  fellow,  he  that  came  to  see 
Rot.  Is’t  not  a goixlly  man  ? 

Lit.  A wondrous  goodly  ! 

Il'has  weight  enough,  I warrant  thee  : Mercy 
upon  me, 

What  a serpent  wilt  thou  seem  under  such  a 
St.  George ! 

Ros.  T hou  art  a fool ! Give  me  a man 
brings  mettle, 

Brings  substance  with  him,  needs  no  broths 
to  fare  him. 

Tliese  little  fellows  shew  like  fleas  in  boxes. 
Hop  up  and  down,  and  kr  ep  a stir  to  vex  us: 
(iive  me  the  puissant  pike ! take  von  the 
small  shot.  [duller; 

Lit.  Of  a great  thing,  I have  not  seen  a 

Therefore,  incthinks,  sweet  sister 

Ros.  Peace,  he's  modest; 

A ba.diful ness ; which  is  a point  of  grace, 
wench:  [sister, 

But,  when  these  fellows  come  to  moulding, 
To  heat,  ami  handling- — As  i live,  I like  him; 
Aud,  methiuks,  I could  form  turn. 

Enter  MirabelL 
Lit.  Peace!  the  fire-drake. 

Mir.  Bless  ye,  sweet  beauties,  sweet  in- 
comparable ladies, 

Sweet  wits,  sweet  humours ! Bless  you,  learn- 
ed lady ! [tions ! 

And  you,  most  holy  nun  ! Bless  your  devo- 
LiL  And  bless  your  brains,  sir,  your  most 
pregnant  brains,  sir! 

They  are  in  travail;  may  they  he  deliver’d 
Of  a most  hopeiul  Wild-Goose! 

Ros.  Bless  your  manhood  ! 

They  say  you  arc  a gentleman  of  action, 

A lair-accomplish’d  man,  and  a rare  engineer} 
Y’ou  have  n trick  to  blow  up  maidenheads, 

A subtle  trick,  they  say  abroad. 

Mir.  I have,  lady. 

Ros  And  often  glory  in  their  ruins. 

Mir.  Yes,  forsooth ; 

T have  a speedy  trick,  please  yon  to  try  it: 
My  engine  will  dispatch  you  instantly. 

Ros.  1 would  I were  a woman,  sir,  fit  for 
you,  [too } 

As  there  l e such,  no  doubt,  mny  engine  you 
May,  with  a counter-mine,  blow  up  your 
valour.  [nest } 

But,  in  good  faith,  sir,  we  arc  both  too  ho* 
And,  the  plague  is,  we  cannot  be  persuaded : 
l or,  look  you,  if  we  thought  it  w ere  a glory 

To  be  the  last  of  all  your  lovely  ladies 

Mir.  Come,  come ; leave  prating  : This 
lias  spoil’d  your  market ! 

This  pride,  and  puft-up  heart,  will  make  ye 
fast,  Jadie*, 

Fast,  when  ye’re  hungry  too. 

Ros.  The  more  our  pain,  sir. 

Lit.  The  more  our  health,  1 hope  too. 


Surgvcdry.]  See  note  52  on  Monsieur  Thomas. 
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Act  3.  £cene  l.J 


Mir.  Your  behaviours 
Jlave  made  men  stand  amaz’d;  those  men 
that  lov’d  ye; 

Men  of  fair  states  and  parts.  Your  strange 
conversions*0  [fore; 

Into  I know  not  what,  nor  how,  nor  whcre- 
Vour  scorns  of  those  that  came  to  visit  ye  ; 
Your  studied  whim-whams,  and  your  tine  set 
faces : 

What  have  these  got  ye?  Proud  and  harsh 
opinions  I [tore, 

A travell'd  monsieur  was  the  strangest  crea- 
ffhe  wildest  monster  to  be  wonder'd  at ; 

His  person  made  a public  scoff,  his  knowledge 
(As  if  he  hud  been  bred  ’lUongst  bears  or 
bandogs) 

SliuutiM  ami  avoided;  his  conversation  snuff’d 
What  harvest  brings  all  this?  [at: 

Ros*  I pray  you  proceed,  sir. 

Mir.  Now  yft  shall  set*  in  what  esteem  a 
traveller, 

An  understiindinggentlcmnn,  and  a monsieur, 
Is  to  be  held ; and  to  your  griefs  confess  it, 
Both  to  your  griefs  and  galls  ! 

Li/.  In  what,  I pray  ye,  sir? 
vVc  w ould  be  glad  to  understand  your  excel- 
lence. [rarely ! 

Mir.  Go  on,  sweet  Indies ; it  becomes  ye 
For  me,  I hate  blest  me  from  ye ; scoff  on 
seriously,  [Learning, 

And  note  the  man  ye  mock'd.  You,  lady- 
Notc  the  poor  traveller,  that  came  to  visit  ye, 
That  flat  u u furnish'd  fc llow ; note  him 
throughly  ! 

Vou  may  chance  to  see  him  anou. 

Lit.  ’J’is  very  likely. 

Mir.  And  see  him  courted  by  a travell’d 
lady,  fgin; 

Held  dear,  and  honour’d,  by  a virtuous  vir- 
May-be,  a beauty  uot  far  short  of  yours  nei- 
It  may  be,  clearer.  [thcr; 

Li/.  Not  unlikely. 

Mtr.  Younger; 

As  killing  eyes  as  yours,  a wit  as  poignant; 
Mav-be,  a state  to  that  may  top  your  fortune: 
Enquire  how  she  thinks  of  him,  how  she  holds 
hi  i n ; 

His  good  parts,  in  what  preciuus  price  already ; 
Being  a stranger  to  him,  how  she  courts  him  ; 
A stranger  to  his  nation  too,  how  she  dotes 
on  nim ; 

Enquire  of  this;  be  sick  to  know : Curse,  lady, 
And  keep  your  chamber ! cry,  and  curse!  A 
sweet  one, 

A thousand  in  yearly  land,  well  bred,  well 
friended, 

TravcH’d,and  highly  follow'd  for  her  fashions! 
Lit.  Bless  his  good  fortune,  sir. 

Mir.  This  scurvy  fellow, 


I think  they  call  his  name  Pinac,  this  serving- 
man  [dam. 

That  brought  you  venison,  as  I take  it,  ma- 
Note  but  this  scab ! Tis  strange,  that  thii 
coarse  creature, 

That  has  no  more  set-off  but  his  jugglings, 

His  traveli’d  tricks 

Li/.  Gdod  sir,  I grieve  not  at  him, 

Nor  envy  not  his  fortune  : Yet  I wonder! 
He’s  handsome,  yet  I see  no  such  perfection. 
Mir.  'Would  1 had  his  fortune  ! for  it  is  a 
woman  [inent, 

Of  that  sweet-temper'd  nature,  and  thatjudg- 
Besides  her  state,  that  care,  clear  under- 
standing. 

And  such  a wife  to  bless  him *• 

Ros.  ’Pray  you  whence  is  she  ? [lady  ; 

Mir.  Of  England,  and  a most  accomplish’d 
So  modest  that  men’s  eyes  are  frighted  at  her, 
And  such  a noble  carriage — How  now, sirrah? 


Enter  a Boy* 

Boy.  Sir,  the  great  English  lady 

Mir.  What  of  her,  sir? 

Boy.  I ias  newly  left  her  Coach,  and  coming 
this  way,  [Pinac 

Where  you  may  sec  her  plain : Monsieur 
The  only  man  that  leads  her. 


Enter  Pinac , Mariana , and  attendants. 

JWi>.  He’s  much  honour’d  ; 

’Would  I had  such  a favour ! Now  vex,  ladies, 
Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail ! 

Ron.  You  are  short  of  us,  sir. 

A Hr.  Bless  your  fair  fortune,  sir ! 

Pinac.  1 nobly  thank  you. 

A Hr.  Is  she  married,  friend? 

Pinac.  No,  no. 

Alir.  A goodly  lady  ; 

A sweet  and  delicate  aspect ! Mark,  mark, 
and  wonder ! 

Hast  thou  any  hope  of  her? 

Pinac.  A little. 

Alir.  Follow  close  then ; 

Lose  not  that  hope. 

Pinac.  To  you,  sir.  #* 

[Mariana  courtesies  to  him < 

Atir.  Gentle  lady  ! 

Ros.  She’s  fair,-  indeed. 

Li l.  I've  seen  a fairer  ; yet 
She’s  well. 

Ros.  Her  cloaths  sit  handsome  too. 

Lit.  She  dresses  prettily. 

Ros.  And,  by  ray  faith,  she’s  rich;  sht 
looks  still  sweeter. 

A well-bred  woman,  I warrant  her. 

Lit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

May  I crave  this  gentlewoman’s  name? 

Pinac.  Marioua,  lady. 


*°  strange  conventions 

Into  J know  not  nihut,  &c  ] Mr.  Theobald  too  here  has  affixed  his  query  in  the  margin; 
t make  no  doubt  but  our  Authors  have  su tiered  only  at  the  press,  and  that  the  original  reading 
%as, 

* ——strange  comer  sums.*  Sympson. 
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Art  3.  Scene  1. 


Lit.  I will  not  say,  I owe  you  a quarrel, 
monsieur, 

For  muling  me  your  stale  ! A noble  gentle- 
man 

Would  hn* -child  more  courtesy,  at  least  more 
faith, 

'Ilian  to  turn  off  his  mistress  ai  first  trial : 
You  Liiow  not  what  respect  1 nubht  have 
shew  VI  you ; 

I find  you  have  worth. 

Pi nac,  1 cannot  stay  to  answer  you; 

You  sec  my  charge.  I am  beholding  to  you 
For  all  your  merry  tricks  you  put  upon  me, 
Your  bobs,  and  base  accounts : I came  to 
love  you, 

To  wooe  you,  and  to  serve  you  ; I am  much 
indebted  to  you 

For  dancing  me  oil’  my  legs,  and  then  for 
walling  me. 

For  telling  me  strange  tales  1 never  beard  of, 
More  to  uhu»c  me  ; for  inistaliug  me, 

When  yon  both  knew  1 was  a gentleman, 
And  one  desert  VI  as  rich  sr>iiiutch  as  you  are  ! 
Ja/.  lie  not  so  bitter,  sir. 

Pinac.  You  see  this  lady  : 

She’s  young  enough,  und  lair  enough,  to 
please  me ; 

A woman  of  a loving  mind,  a quiet, 

And  one  that  weighs  the  worth  of  him  that 
loves  her ; 

I am  content  w ilh  this,  and  bless  my  fortune : 

Your  curious  wits,  uiul  beauties 

Lit.  'Faith,  see  me  once  more. 

Pinac . I dare  not  trouble  you. 

ML  May  I speak  to  your  lady  ? 

I'inac.  1 pray  you  content  yourself : I 
know  you're  bitter, 

And,  in  vour  bitterness,  vou  mnv  abuse  her; 
Which  if  she  comes  to  know,  (lor  she  un- 
derstands you  not,) 

It  may  breed  such  a quarrel  to  your  kindred, 
And  such  an  indiscretion  fling  oil  you  too 

(For  she  is  nobly  friended) 

Li/.  1 could  eat  her  ! 

Pinac.  Ucst  as  ye  urc,  a modest  noble 
gentlewoman, 

And  afford  your  honest  neighbours  some  of 
your  prayers. 

1 Exeunt  Pin.  Mur.  and  attendants. 
Mir.  What  think  you  now? 

LJ.  ’Faith,  she’s  a pretty  whiting; 

S?h*  has  got  a pretty  catch  too  ! 

Mir.  You  are  ungry, 

Moos.rous  niiLry  now, grievously  angry; 
And  the  pretty  heart  dots  swell  now  1 
LJ.  No,  in  troth,  sir. 

Mir.  And  it  will  cry  anon, 4 A pox  upon  it !' 
And  it  will  curse  itself, and  eat  no  meat,  lady ; 
And  it  will  light3'! 


Lit.  Indeed,  you  arc  mistaken ; 

It  will  lie  very  merry. 

J {us.  Why,  sir,  do  you  think 
There  are  no  more  men  liviug,  nor  no  hand- 
somer, [thousand, 

Hum  he,  or  you  ? By  this  light,  there-  he  ten 
Tell  thousand  thousand  ! Comfort  yourself, 
dear  monsieur  ! 

v Faces,  und  Uahcs,  wits,  and  nil  ululiments^  ; 
There  are  so  many  we  regurd  'em  not. 

Enter  Hc/teur  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mir.  That  such  a noble  lady— I could 
burst  now  ! 

So  far  above  such  trifles 

Het.  You  did  laugh  at  me; 

And  I know  why  ye  laugh’d! 

1 Gent.  I pray  ye  be  satisfied ! 

If  we  did  laugh,  we  had  some  private  reason, 
And  not  ut  you* 

2 Gent.  Alas,  we  know  you  not,  sir. 

Bi  t.  I’ll  make  you  know  me  ! Set  your 
faces  soberly ; 

Stand  this  way,  and  look  sad;  I'll  be  no  may- 
came ! 

Sadder,  demurer  yet ! 

Rut.  What'a-thc  matter? 

Wlmt  nils  this  gentleman  ? 

lid.  Go  off  now  backward,  that  I may  he- 
boid ye: 

And  not  a simper,  ou  your  lives ! 

[Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Lit.  He's  mad,  sure. 

lid.  l)o  you  observe  me  too  ? 

Mir.  1 may  look  on  you. 

lid.  Why  do  you  grin  ? 1 know  your  mind. 

Mir.  You  do  not. 

You're  strangely  humorous : Is  there  no  mirth, 
nor  pleasure, 

, But  you  must  he  the  object? 

- lid.  Mark,  ami  observe  me:  Wlicre-ever 
1 am  inuiiVI, 

> 'Hie  very  word  shall  raise  a general  sadness, 
' For  the  disgrace  this  scurvy  woman  did  me, 

• This  proud  pert  thing  ! Take  heed  you  laugh 

not  at  me; 

■ Provoke  me  not;  take  heed  ! 
t llus.  I would  fain  please  you  ; 

Do  any  tiling  to  keep  you  quiet, 
f Bet.  Hear  me  : 

'Till  I receive  a satisfaction 

Equal  to  the  disgrace  and  scorn  you  gave  me, 

• You  are  a wretched  woman;  till  thou  woo'st 
' hie. 

And  1 scorn  thee  as  much,  as  seriously 
J Jeer  and  uhusc  thee ; ask,  wlmt  Gill  thou  art, 
t)r  any  baser  name  ; 1 will  proclaim  tliee, 

I w i!l  so  sing  thy  virtue,  so  U- paint  thee* 

‘ lias.  Nay,  good  sir,  be*  more  modest.  ' 


31  And  it  will  fight.]  Mr.  Sympson  far  fight  substitutes  sigh,  because  tlie  word  wirrry 
occurs  in  Libia's  answer  ; and  thus  4 the  sentence,’  says  he, 4 is  set  souuo  by  restoriug  of  the 
antithesis*  We  have  not  udopted  his  variation,  Ik  cause-  tin-  text  is  sense,  and  spirited. 

3i  Attlinicuts.  j Probably  wc  should  read,  hubiUsncuts ; unless  ubiliments  formerly  signified 
caj  uctti/,  or  ucioiiqduluiunls. 
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Art  5.  Scene  I.} 

Bel.  Do  you  laugh  again?— 

Bciuuse  you  are  a woman,  you  are  lawless, 
Ami  out  of  ounpass  of  an  honest  anger. 

Km.  Good  sir.  have  a better  belief’ of*  me. 
Ml.  Away,  dear  sister.  [RreuHl  lad  us. 
Mtr.  Is  not  this  l>etter  now,  this  seeming 
madness. 

Than  ‘ailing  out  with  your  friends? 

P.rf.  have  l not  frighted  her? 

Mtr.  Into  her  right  wits,  I warrant  thee : 
1-ellow  this  humour. 

And  thou  shall  see  how  prosperously  ’twill 
guide  thee. 

Bel.  I’m  glad  I've  found  a way  to  wooe 
yet ; I w as  afraid  once 
] never  should  have  made  a civil  suitor. 

Well,  I'll  about  it  still.  [Erit. 

Mir.  Do,  do,  and  prosper. 

What  sport  do  I make  with  these  fools;  what 
plea?  tire  feeds  me. 

And  fats  my  sides  at  their  poor  innocence ! 
Enter  hug  er. 

Wooing  and  wiving ! hang  it ! give  me  mirth, 
W iffy  and  dainty  mirth  ! 1 shall  grow  in  love, 
sure, 

With  mine  own  happy  head.  Who’s  this? 

To  ine,  sir? 

What  youth  is  this? 

Mig.  Yes,  sir,  l would  speak  with  you, 

If  your  name  be  monsieur  Miraliell. 

Mir.  You  have  hit  it: 

Your  business,  J beseech  you  ? 
hug.  This  it  is  sir; 

The.  c is  a gentlcv-oman  hath  long  time  af- 
fected you, 

And  lov’d  you  dearly. 

Mir.  'Turn  over,  and  end  that  story: 

Tis  lo  g enough : I have  no  faith  in  women, 
sir. 

ljtg  It  seems  so,  sir:  I do  not  come  t-j 
wooe  for  her, 

Or  sing  her  praises,  tbo*  she  well  deserve  ’em  ; 
I come  to  tell  you,  you’ve  been  cruel  to  her, 
Unkind  uiui  cruel,  false  of  faith,  and  careless; 
Taking  more  pleasure  in  abusing  her. 
Wresting  her  honour  to  your  wild  disposes, 
Tuan  noble  in  requiting  ber  affection  : 
Which,  as  you  ure  a man,  1 must  desire  you 
(A  gentleman  of  rank)  not  to  persist  in, 

No  more  to  load  her  fair  name  with  your  in- 
juries. 

Mir.  Why,  I beseech  you,  sir? 
hug.  Good  sir,  I’ll  tell  you, 

And  I'll  be  short ; J’li  tell  you,  ’cause  I love 
you  ; [follow. 

Because  I’d  have  you  shun  the  shame  may 
There  is  a nobleman,  new  come  to  town, sir, 
A noble  and  a great  man,  that  affects  her, 
(A  country  nan  of  mine,  a brave  Savoyon, 
Nephew  to  tli’ duke;  and  so  much  honours 
her,  [way, 

That  ’twill  be  dangerous  to  pursue  your  old 
To  touch  at  any  tiling  concerns  ber  honour. 
Belie t e,  most  dangerous : llcr  name  isOriana, 


1 And  this  great  man  will  marry  her.  Take 
heed,  sir ; 

I For  howsoe’er  her  brother  a staid  gentleman, 
1 Lets  things  pass  upon  bct.cr  hopes,  tins  lord, 
sir. 

Is  of  that  firry  and  that  poignant  mettle, 
(Especially  provok’d  on  by  affection) 

That  ’twill  be  hard— liut  you  are  wise. 

Mir.  A lord,  sir  ? 

hug.  Yes,  and  a noble  lord. 

Mir.  ’Send  her  good  fortune! 

This  will  not  stir  her  lord  ? — A baroness? 

6a y you  so,  say  you  so  ? By’r  lady,  a brave 
i title! 

Top,  and  top-gallu..t  now  ! ’Save  her  great 
ladyship ! [sir, 

I was  :t  poor  se  rvant  of  hers.  I must  confess, 
I And  in  those  days  1 thought  I might  bejovy, 
i And  make  a little  bold  to  cull  in  to  her; 

Blit,  bantu ! now,  i know  my  rules  and  di- 
stance: 

Yet,  if  she  want  an  usher,  such  an  implement. 
One  that  is  throftghly  pac’d,  a clean-made 
gentleman. 

Can  hold  a hanging  up  with  approbation,.  - 
Plant  his  bat  formally,  and  wait  with  patience, 

l do  beseech  you,  sir 

Lug.  Sir,  leave  your  scoffing. 

And,  as  you  are  a gentleman,  deal  fairly: 

I have  given  you  a friend’s  counsel ; so  I’ll 
leave  you.  [possible 

Mir.  But,  hark  ye,  bark  ye,  sir ! Is’t 
I may  believe  what  you  say? 

Jjig.  You  may  choose,  sir. 

Mir.  No  baits? no  tisli-hooks,  sir  ? no  gins? 
uo  nooses  ? 

No  pitfulls  to  catch  puppies? 
j hug.  1 tell  you  certain : 
j You  may  believe ; if  not,  stand  to  the  danger  ! 

\Ecit. 

Mir.  A lord  of  Savoy,  savs  he  ? the  duke's 
nephew?  [riage  ! 

I A man  so  mighty?  Bv'r  lady,  a fair  mar* 
liv  my  faith,  a handsome  fortune ! I must 
leave  prating ; 

For,  to  confess  the  truth,  T have  abus'd  her, 
I or  which  l should  be  sorry,  but  that  will 
seem  scurvy. 

I must  confess  she  was,  ever  since  I knew 
her. 

As  modest  as  she  was  fair ; I am  sure  she 
lo\  ’<1  me ; 

Her  means  good,  and  her  breeding  excellent ; 
| And  for  my  sake  she  has  refus'd  fair  mutches : 
I may  play  the  fool  iinely, — stay  ! who  arc 
these  ? 

Enter  De  Gard,  Qri  nut , mul  attendants. 
Tis  she,  I a u sure ; and  that  the  lord,  it 
should  seem  : 

He  carries  a fair  port,  is  a handsome  man  too, 
I do  begin  to  feel  1 am  a coxcomb. 

Ori.  Good  my  lord,  cliusc  u nobler;  for 
1 know 

I am  so  fur  below  your  rank  and  honour, 
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That  what  you  can  say  this  way,  I must  credit 
But  spoken  to  beget  yourself  sport.  Alas,  sir, 
1 am  so  far  off  from  deserving  yon. 

My  beauty  so  unfit  for  your  altertion, 

That  I ain  grown  the  scorn  of  common  railers, 
Of  such  injurious  things,  that,  when  they 
cannot 

Reach  at  my  person,  lie  with  my  reputation. 
J’m  poor,  besides. 

De  Ga.  You  arc  all  wealth  and  goodness; 
And  none  but  such  as  arc  the  scum  of  men, 
The  ulcers  of  an  honest  state,  spite-weavers, 
That  live  on  poison  only,  like  swoln  spiders. 
Dare  once  profane  such  excellence,  such 
sweetness. 

Mir.  This  man  speaks  loud  indeed. 

De  Ga.  Name  but  the  men,  lady; 

Let  me  hut  know  these  poor  and  base  de- 
pravers. 

Lay  but  to  my  revenge  their  persons  open, 
And  you  shall  sec  how  suddenly,  how  fully, 
For  your  most  beauteous  sake,  bow  direfully, 
Til  handle  their  despites.  Is  this  tiling  one  ? 

$k*  what  he  will 

Mir.  Sir ! 

De  Ga.  Dare  your  malicious  tongue, 
sir 

Mir.  I know  you  not,  nor  what  you  mean. 
Ori.  Good  my  lord  ! 

De  Ga.  If  he,  or  any  he 

Ori.  I beseech  your  honour ! 

This  gentleman's  n stranger  to  my  knowledge ; 
And,  no  doubt,  sir,  a worthy  man. 

De  Ga.  Your  mercy  ! 

But,  had  he  been  a tainter  of  your  honour,  . 
A blaster  of  those  beauties  reign  within  you — 
But  we  shall  find  a fitter  time.  Dear  lady, 
As  soon  as  1 have  freed  you  from  your  guar- 
dian, 

And  done  some  honour’d  offices  unto  you, 

I'll  take  you,  with  those  faults  the  w orld  flings 
on  you,  . 

And  dearer  than  the  whole  world  I'll  esteem 
you!  [ Exeunt . 

Mir.  This  is  a thundring  lord;  I’m  glad  I 
'scap’d  him.  [lainy  ! 

How  lovingly  the  wench  disclaim'd  my  vil- 
1 am  vex'd  now  heartily  that  he  shall  have 
her; 

Not  that  I care  to  marry,  or  to  lose  her, 

5»ut  that  this  bilbo-lord  shall  reap  that  mai- 
denhead [her ! 

That  was  my  due ; that  he  shall  rig  and  top 
J’d  give  a thousand  crowns  now,  he  might 
uiiss  her. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Nay,  if  I bear  your  blows,  and  keep 
your  counsel, 


[Act.  3.  Scene  1. 

You  have  good  luck,  sir:  I’ll  teach  you  to 
strike  lighter. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  honest  fellow : Cans! 
thou  tell  me 

Where  this  great  lord  lies?  this  Savoy  lord? 

Thou  nict’st  him ; 
lie  now  went  by  thee,  certain. 

Sere.  Yes,  lie  did,  sir; 

I know  him,  and  I know  you’re  fool’d. 

Mir.  Come  hither; 

Here’s  all  this,  give  me  truth. 

Serv.  Not  for  your  money,  [beaten, 

(And  yet  that  may  do  much;  but  I have  been 
And  by  the  worshipful  contrivers  beaten,  and 
I'll  tell  you. 

This  is  no  lord,  no  Savoy  lord. 

Mir.  Go  forward.  [prosit 

Serv.  This  is  a trick,  and  put  upon  you 
By  one  Lugier:  The  lord  is  monsieur  Do 
Card,  sir, 

An  honest  gentleman,  and  a neighbour  hero: 
Their  endsyou  understand  better  than  I,  sure. 

Mir.  Now  1 know  linn; 

Know  him  now  plain  ! 

Serv.  I have  discharg’d  my  cholor53;  so 
God  be  wi'you,  sir!  [Erit. 

Mir.  What  a purblind  puppy  was  I ! Now 
I remember  him ; 

. All  the  whule  cast  on's  face,  tho*  it  were  um- 
ber’d, [whelp. 

And  mask'd  with  patches.  What  a dunder- 
To  let  him  domineer  thus  ! How  he  strutted, 
And  what  a load  of  lord  he  clapt  upon  him  ! 
‘Would  I’d  him  here  again ! I would  so  bounce 

him,  [plot 

I would  so  thank  his  lordship  for  his  lewd 
Do  they  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a grea$ 
band  made  of  bird-pots. 

And  a pair  of  pin-buttock’d  breeches? — Ha! 
'tis  he 

Again  ; lie  comes,  becomes,  he  comes!  havt 
at  him. 

Enter  De  Gard , Orianat  6(C. 

My  Savoy  lord,  [ring mg.]  why  dost  thou 
frown  on  me? 

% And  will  that  favour  never  sweeter  be  ? 

Wilt  thou,  1 say,  for  ever  play  the  fool  ? 

Dc  Gard,  be  wise,  and,  Savoy,  go  to  school  1 
My  lord  De  Gard,  1 thank  you  for  your  nn- 
tick  ; [tick  ; 

My  lady  bright,  that  will  be  sometimes  fran* 
You  worthy  train  that  wait  upon  this  pair, 
'Send  you  more  wit,  and  them  a bouncing 
bairc  54 ! 

And  so  I take  my  humble  leave  of  your  ho- 
nours. [ Exit. 

Dc  Ga . We  are  discover’d,  there’s  no  re- 
medy. 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


M 1 have  discharged  my  colours.]  As  it  appears  that  the  Servant  betrays  the  plot  out  of 
resentment  from  having  been  beaten,  Mr.  Sympson  properly  reads,  * 1 have  discharged  my 
choler .* 

n And  they  a bouncing  baire.]  It  is  clear  that  foe  they  we  should  read  them ; but  wcknow 
not  what  to  make  of  the  word  baire. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Lillia-Bianca’s  man,  upon  my  life, 

In  stubbornness,  because  Lugicr  corrected 

him [cal ! 

A shameless  slave  ! plague  on  him  for  a raa- 
Ori.  I was  in  a perfect  hope.  The  bane 
on’t  is  now, 

He  will  make  mirth  on  mirth,  to  persecute  us. 


De  Ga.  We  must  be  patient;  I am  vex’d 
to  th*  proof  too.  [speaks. 

I’ll  try  once  more ; then  if  I fail,  here’s  one 
Ori.  Let  me  be  lost,  aud  scorn’d  lirst ! 

De  Ga.  Well,  we’ll  consider. 

Away,  and  let  me  shift ; i shall  be  hooted 
else.  [£r  cunt. 


35  A shameless  slave’s  plague  on  him  for  a rascal .]  What  a shameless  staves  plague  means, 
js  possibly  as  much  unknown  to  the  reader  as  myself.  I dispute  not  but  the  Poet  gave  the 
line  thus, 

* A shameless  slave  ! plague  on  him  for  a rascal.*  Sj/inpson . 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter,  Lugier,  Lillia,  and  Servants. 
Lug.  T^AINT  not,  but  do  as  I direct  ye; 

*■  trust  me.  [ludy, 

Relieve  me  too,  for  what  I have  tola  yoq, 
As  true  as  you  arc  Lillia,  is  authentic  ; 

I know  it,  I have  found  it:  ’Tis  a poor  cou- 
rage 

Flies  off  for  one  repulse.  These  travellers 
Shall  find,  before  wc  have  done,  a home-spun 
wit,  [’em. 

A plain  French  understanding,  may  cope  with 
They’ve  had  the  better  yet,  thank  your  sweet 
squire  here  ! 

And  let  ’em  brag.  You  would  be  reveng’d  ? 
Lil.  Yes,  surely. 

Lug.  And  married  too  ? 

Lit.  I think  so. 

Lug.  Then  be  counseled; 

You  know  how  to  proceed.  I've  other  irons 
Heating  as  well  as  yours,  and  I will  strike 
Three  blows  with  one  stone  home.  Be  rul’d, 
and  happy; 

And  so  I leave  you.  Now’s  the  time.  [Exit. 

Lil.  Tin  reaay, 

If  he  do  come  to  do  me 36 . 

Serv.  Will  you  stand  here, 

And  let  the  people  think  you’re  God  knows 
what,  mistress  ? 

let  boys  and  ’prentices  presume  upon  you  ? 
ILL  ’Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

Scrv.  Stand  at  hfs  door  that  hates  you  ? 
Lil.  ’Prithee  leave  prating. 

Serv.  ’Pray  you  go  to  th*  tavern : I’ll  give 
you  a pint  of  wine  there. 


If  any  of  the  mad-cap  gentlemen  should  come 
by, 

That  take  up  women  upon  special  warrant, 
You  were  in  a wise  case  now. 

Enter  Mir uf tell,  Pinac , Mariana , Priest , arid 
attendants . 

Lil.  Give  me  the  garland  : 

And  wait  you  here. 

Mir.  She  is  here  to  seek  thee,  sirrah: 

I told  thee  what  would  follow  ; she  is  mad 
for  thee ! 

Shew,  and  advance. — So  early  stirring,  lady  ? 
It  shews  a busy  mind,  a fancy  troubled. 

A willow  garland  too?  Is’t  possible ? 

M'is  pity  so  much  beauty  should  lie  musty  ; 
Bui  tis  not  to  bo  help'd  now. 

Lil.  The  more’s  my  misery. 

Good  fortune  to  you,  lady,  you  deserve  it; 
To  me,  too-late  repentance,  l have  sought  it. 

I do  not  envy,  tho’  I grieve  a little. 

You  are  mistressof  that  happiness,  those  joys, 
Tfuit  might  have  been,  had  I been  wise— But 
fortune 

Pinac.  She  understands  you  not ; ’pray  you 
do  not  trouble  her! 

And  do  not  cross  me  like  a hare  thus;  *tis  as 
ominous. 

Lil.  I come  not  to  upbraid  your  levity, 
(Tho*  you  made  show  ot  love,  and  tho*  I lik’d 
you)  [gens; 

To  claim  an  interest,  (we  are  yet  both  struit- 
But  what  we  might  have  been,  had  you  per- 
sever’d, sir !) 

To  be  an  eye-sore  to  your  loving  lady  : 

This  garland  shews,  I give  myself  forsaken, 


36 do  come  to  do  iwe.]  This  unmeaning  place  I would  reform  thus, 

* I f he  do  come  to  dor  me.’ 

The  dor  and  to  dor  are  common  in  our  Authors’  and  Ben  Jonson's  writings.  Tlius  in  The 
Jxiver’s  Progress,  the  second  play  after  this,  act  i.  scene  1,  Malfort  says  to  Leon, 

*  I would  not 

* Receive  the  dor ’ Sympson. 

Possibly  do  is  an  accidental  interpolation  of  the  printer  or  transcriber:  The  measure,  as 
well  as  sense,  is  better  without  it;  and  Sympson’s  alteration  is  hard  and  implausible.  The 
dor , as  a substantive,  is  common  ; but  wc  remember  no  instance  of  its  being  used  as  a verb, 
fo  dor . 
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[Act  4.  Scene  f. 


(Yet  she  must  pardon  me,  *tis  most  unwil- 
lingly !) 

And  all  the  power  and  interest  I had  in  you 
(As,  1 persuade  myself',  somewhat  you  lov'd 
'J  bus  patiently  1 render  up,  1 otter  [me:; 
1 o her  that  must  enjoy  you,  and  • .» bless;  mi ! 
Only,  I heartily  desire  this  courtesy, 

And  would  not  he  dec.ed,  to  wait  upon  you 
This  day,  to  see  you  tied,  then  no  more  trou- 
ble you. 

Pinuc.  It  needs  not,  Indv. 

IaI.  Good  sir,  grant  me  so  much. 

Pinuc.  * I’is  private,  and  we  make  no  in- 
vitation. [ptihlu . 

IJl.  My  presence,  sir,  shall  not  proclaim  it 
Pinuc.  At  ay  he,  *fis  not  m town. 

IJL  1 have  n coach,  sir, 

And  a most  ready  will  to  do  you  service. 
j\itr.  Str»ke,  now  or  never  i make  it  sure  ! 
I tell  thee, 

She’ll  hail*:  herself,  if  she  have  thee  not. 

Piituc.  ’Pray  you,  sir,  [two 

Entertain  mv  noble  mistress:  Only  a word  or 
With  this  importunate  woman,  and  I'll  re- 
lieve you — [in  lines, 

Now  you  see  what  your  flings  are,  ami  your 
Y’our  states,  and  your -wild  stubbornness; 

now  you  find  [vices. 

What  *tis  to  gird  and  kick  nt  men’s  lair  set- 
To  raise  your  prule  to  such  a pill  h and  glory, 
That  goodness  shews  l:ke  gnats,  scorn’d  un- 
der you, 

*Fis  ugly,  naught;  n self-will  in  a woman, 
Chain’d  to  au  over-weening  thought,  is  pes- 
tilent, 

Murders  fair  Toi  tune  first,  then  fair  Opinion: 
There  stands  a pattern,  a true  patient  pattern, 
Humble,  and  sweet. 

IJl.  I can  hut  grieve  my  ignorance. 
Hepentance,  some  say  too,  is  the  l»est  sacri- 
fice ; 

Tor  sure,  sir,  if  ray  chant  e had  been  so  happy 
(Asl  confess  1 was  mine  own  dwtroyerj  jsy. 
As  to liave arriv’d  at  v >u,  I will  not  proplic- 
But  certain,  as  i tliniL  j 1 simuld  have  p!<  us'd 
you;  [tesy, 

Have  made  you  as  much  wonder  uhiiv  < our- 
My  love,  and  duty,  as  1 have  dislieartei.’d  you. 
Some  hours  we  nave  of  youth,  and  mho  of 
folly ; ... 

And  being  free-horn  maids,  we  take  a liberty, 
And,  to  maintain  ti.at,  sometimes  we  strain 
highly. 

Pinuc.  Now  yoii  talk  i cason. 

1M.  But  being  yoak’d  and  govern’d,  [us, 
Married,  and  those  slight  vanities  purg’d  f rom 
How  fair  we  grow!  how  gentle,  and  how 
tender,  [us ! 

We  tw  ine  about  those  loves  that  shoot  up  w itii 
A sullen  woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  you; 


She  has  a sad  and  darken’d  soul,  loves  dully: 
j A meirv  and  a free  wench,  give  her  liberty. 
Believe  her,  in  the  lightest  form  she  appears 
to  you, 

Believe  her  excellent,  tho*  she  despise  vou; 

Let  hut  these:  fits  mid  flashes  puss,  siio’ll  shew 
to  you  [nisli’d: 

As  jewels  rtihh’d  from  dost,  or  gold  new  bur- 
b'.eli  had  J bet  u,  had  vou  believ’d  ! 

Pniac.  1st  possible f [vou, 

i Lit.  And  to  your  happiness  I dare  assure 
. If  true  love  he  aeroimudso.  Your  pleasure, 
Your  will,  ami  your  command,  had  lied  my 
motions: 

'But  that  hope’s  gone.  1 know  you  are  young 
and  giddy,  ’ [you, 

Au:f,  ’till  you  have  it  wife  can  govern  with 
b.n  sail  upon  th  s world’s  sen37,  light  and 
empty;  [neither  - 

Your  nark  m danger  daily.  Tisnotthc  name 
Of  wife  can  steer  you,  hut  the  nohlc  nature, 
l lie  diligence,  I In*  care  tin  love,  the  patient  e; 

, She  makes  the  pilot,  and  preserves  the  hus- 
band, [on. 

That  knows  and  reckons  every  rib  lie’s  built 
; But  this  I tell  you,  to  my  shame. 

Pinuc.  1 admire  you ; 

And  now  mu  sorry  that  1 aim  beyond  vou. 
j\lir.  N»,  sti,  so!  lair  and  .-only!  bhc  is 
thii.e  ow  ii,  bov; 

; She  comes  now  without  lure. 

Pinuc.  But  that  it  must  needs 
Be  reckon'd  to  me  as  a wniitouiiean, 

• Or  worse,  a madness,  to  forsake  a blessing, 

A blessing  of  that  hope 

Lit.  i dare  not  urge  you : 

j And  yet,  dear  sir 

I Pinuc.  ’l  is  most  certain,  I had  rntlirr, 

| If  'twere  in  my  own  choice— for  you’re  in? 

\ country -woman,  * fger, 

1 A neighbour,  here  horn  by  me;  she  a stran- 

[ And  who  knows  how  he  r friends 

J Lit.  Do  as  you  please,  sir; 
v ;f  you  be  fast,  not  all  the  world — I love  you, 

| It  is  most  true,  and  clear,  J would  persuade 
\ And  i shall  love  you  still.  [you  > 

! 1‘inuc.  Go,  get  before  me:  [sc inlv; 

; So  much  you  have  won  upon  me— do  it  pre- 
Here’s  a priest  reudy — I’ll  have  you. 

IaI.  Not  now,  Mr;  [Indv  ; 

| No,  you  shall  pardon  me! — Advance  your 
1 dare  not  hinder  you  most  high  preferment ; 
Tis  honour  enough  for  me  I have  unmask'd 
Pinuc.  How’s  that?  [you. 

IaI.  I’ve  caught  you,  sir!  Alas,  I am  no 
states-fvoiuan, 

; Nor  no  greut  traveller,  yet  I hnvc  found  you  : 
t I’ve  fouud  your  lady  too, your  beauteous  lady; 

i’ve  found  her  birth  and  breeding  too,  her 
i discipline, 


3"  You  sail  upon  this  wold-sea.]  The  reader,  I dure  say,  will  be  pleased  to  see  this  dark 
place  so  well  cleared  up.  The  text,  w ith  only  tlie  trilling  addition  of  a letter,  is  from  the 
copy  of  1(552,  which  represents  the  line  thus  ; 

* You  sail  upon  this  aw/d-sca,  light  and  empty.’  Si/mpson. 
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Art  4.  Scene  ?.] 

\Vlu>  brought  her  over,  and  who  kept  vour 
lady,  finery 

Ami,  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  virtuous  iiuii- 
Receiv’d  her  in;  I’ve  found  all  these!  Are  t 
you  blank  now  ? 

Mcthinks,  such  travell’d  wisdoms  should  not 
tool  thus; 

Such  excellent  indiscretions 

Aitr.  How  could  she  know  this? 

Ltl . Tis  true,  she’s  English  born,  hut  most 
part  French  now,  [tort. 

And  so  1 hope  you'll  find  her,  to  your  coin- 
Alas,  I am  ignorant  of  what  she  cost  you  ! 

The  price  of  these  hir’d  clothes  1 do  not  know, 
geullcmen ! 

Those  jewels  ure  the  broker’s,  how  you  stand 
bound  tor  'em  ! 

linuc.  Will  you  make  this  good? 

Li/.  Yes,  yes;  and  to  her  face,  sir, 

That  she's  an  English  whore  ! a kind  of  flmg- 
dusl,  [one! 

One  of  your  London  light  u*  loves,  a right 
Caiue  over  m thin  pumps,  and  hall’ a petticoat. 
One  faith  3%  and  one  smock,  with  a broken 
haberdasher  : 

I know  all  this  without  a conjurer, 
llcr  name  is  Jumping-Jottu,  an  ancient  sin- 
weuvt-r;  # [tipp'd, 

She  was  first  a lady’s  chambermaid,  there 
And  broke  her  leg  above  the  knee;  departed, 
And  act  up  shop  herself;  stood  the  fierce 
conflicts  [lours, 

Ol*  many  a furious  term ; there  lost  her  co- 
And  Iasi  sitipp'd  over  hither. 

Mir.  We're  betray ?d  ! [mystery  ? 

JJL  Uo  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this 
To  stir  me  with  a stink  none  can  endure,  sir  ? 

J pray  you  proceed;  the  wedding  will  become 
you  ! [tlier ! 

Win#  gives  the  lady?  you?  An  excellent  fa- 
A careful  man,  and  one  that  know  s a beauty  ! 
Send  you  fair  shipping,  sir ! and  so  I'll  leave 
you. 

He  wise  and  manly,  then  1 may  chance  to 
love  you ! [A.'ri/. 

A Ur.  As  I live,  l’ui  ashain'd  this  wench 
bus  reach’d  me. 

Monstrous  oshaiu'd  ! but  there’s  uo  remedy.* 
This  skew’d-ey’d  carrion 

Ptnac.  This  1 suspected  ever.  [of  you ; 
Come,  come,  unease;  we  have  no  more  use 
Y our  cloaths  must  hack  again. 

JUx/iana.  .Sir,  you  shall  pardon  me; 

Tis  not  our  English  use  to  be  degraded. 

Jf  you  will  visit  me,  end  take  your  venture, 
Y'uu  shall  have  pleasure  for  your  properties: 
And  so,  sweetheart [ Exit. 

Mir.  Let  her  go,  and  the  devil  go  with  her ! 
Wc  have  never  better  luck  with  these  prelu- 
diuius.  [woman. 

Come,  be  not  duunted ; think  she’s  but  a 
And.  let  her  have  the  devil’s  wit,  we’ll  reach 
her!  [£rt«n/. 


199 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Rosalura  uud  Lug  ter. 

Rot  You  have  now  redeem'd  my  good 
opinion,  tutor. 

Ami  you  stand  fair  again. 

Lug.  I can  hut  labour, 

And  sweat  in  your  affairs.  I am  sure  Brlleur 
Will  be  here  instantly,  uud  use  Ins  anger, 
llis  wonted  harshness. 

Has.  I hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lug.  No,  sure,  he  has  more  manners.  Be 
you  ready?  [him, 

Hot.  Yc»,  yen,  I am;  and  mn  resolv’d  to  fit 
Wilh  patience  to  out-do  all  he  can  otfer. 

But  how  does  Oriuna? 

Lag.  Worse,  and  worse  still ; 

There  is  a sail  house  for  her;  she  is  now, 

Vintr  hidv,  utterly  distructed.  • 

Has.  I'ily  ! 

Infinite  pity  ! Tis  a handsome  lady.  [ster, 

That  Mirulidl's  a beast,  worse  than  u inon- 
Jf  this  affliction  work  not. 

Euler  Lillia-Biunca • 

Lit.  Arc  you  ready  ? 

Btileur  is  coining  on,  here,  Irard  behind  met 
I have  no  leisure  to  relate  my  fortune; 

Only  1 wish  you  may  come  off  as  handsomely. 

Upon  the  sign,  you  know  what.  [iJxi/. 
liot.  Well,  well;  leave  me! 

Enter  Be/ leu r, 

Bel.  llow  now? 

Hot.  You’re  welcome,  sir. 

Bel.  Tis  well  ye  have  manners  ! 

That  court’sy  again,  and  hold  your  counte* 
nance  staidly  ! 

That  look’s  too  light ; take  heed  ! so,  sit  ye 
dowu  now ; 

And,  to  confirm  me  that  your  gall  is  gone. 

Your  bitterness  dispers’d,  (Torso  I’ll  have  it) 

Look  oil  me  steadfastly,  and  whatsoe'er  1 say 
to  you,  [then  ! 

Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  face ; you’re  gone 
For  if  you  do  express  the  least  distaste, 

Or  shew  an  angry  w rinkle,  (murk  me,  woman!  $ 

We  ure  now  alone)  i will  so  conjure  tliee. 

The  third  part  of  my  execution 
Cannot  lie  spoke. 

Hot.  1 am  at  your  dispose,  sir. 

Bel.  Now  rise,  uud  wooe  me  a little;  let 
me  hear  that  faculty : [you  ! 

But  touch  me  not ; nor  do  not  lie,  I charge 
Begin  now. 

Hits,  if  so  mean  and  poor  a beauty 

May  ever  hope  the  grace 

Bel.  Y ou  cog.  you  flatter ! 

Like  a lewd  thing,  you  lie ! ‘ May  hope  that 
grace?  ’ 

Why,  wluit  grace  canst  thou  hope  for?  An- 
swer not ; f thee  ! 

For  if  thou  dost,  and  liest  again,  I'll  swinge 
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a®  One  faith,  and  one  smock  ] The  word  J'ailh  seems  a corruption  litre. 
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Do  not  I know  thee  for  a pestilent  woman? 
A proud  ut  both  ends?  Be  not  angry, 

Nor  stir  not,  o’  your  life ! 

Ros.  I am  rounselL’d,  sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  now  (confess,  for  I'll 
have  the  truth  out) 

As  much  unworthy  of  a man  of  merit, 

Or  any  of  ye  all,  nay,  of  mere  man, 

Tho’  he  were  crooked,  cold,  all  wants  upon 
him,  [figure. 

Nay,  of  any  dishonest  thing  that  bears  that 
As  devils  are  of  mercy? 

Ros.  We  are  unworthy. 

Bel.  Stick  to  that  truth,  and  it  may  chance 
to  save  thee. 

And  is  it  not  our  bounty  that  we  take  ye? 
That  we  are  troubled,  vex’d,  or  tortur’d  with 
Our  mere  and  special  bouuty  ? [ye, 

Ros.  Yes. 

Bel.  Our  pity,  [ly  ; 

That  for  your  wicked  ness  we  swinge  ye  soimd- 
Your  stubbornness,  and  your  stout  heurts, 
we  belabour  ye  ? 

Answer  to  that ! 

Ros.  I do  confess  your  pity. 

Bel.  And  dost  not  thou  deserve  in  thine 
own  person, 

Thou  impudent,  thou  pert— Do  not  change 
countenance ! 

Ros.  1 dare  not,  sir. 

Bel . For  if  you  do — - 
Ros.  I ’in  settled. 

Bel.  Thou  wagtail,  peacock,  puppy,  look 
on  me ; * 

I am  a gentleman. 

Ros.  It  seems  no  less,  sir. 

Bel.  And  darest  thou  in  thy  surquedry — 
Jins.  I beseech  you  ! 

It  was  my  weakness,  sir,  I did  not  view  you, 
I took  not  notice  of  your  noble  parts, 

Nor  call’d  your  person**,  nor  your  proper 
fashion. 

Bel.  This  is  some  amends  vet. 

Ros.  I shall  mend,  sir,  dnify, 

And  study  to  deserve. 

Bel.  Come  a little  nearer ! 

Canst  thou  repent  thy  villainy? 

Ros.  Most  seriously. 

Bel.  And  beasham’d? 

Ros.  I am  ashamed. 

Bel.  Cry  ! 

Ros.  It  will  he  hurd  to  do,  sir. 

Bel.  Cry  now  instantly ; 

Cry  monstrously,  that  all  the  town  may  hear 
thee;  [key; 

Cry  seriously,  ns  if  thou  Imdst  lost  thy  rnou- 

And,  as  l like  thy  tears 

Ros.  Now  ! 


[Act  4.  Scene?*' 

Enter  Lillia , and four  tcomen  laughing. 
Bel.  How  ! how  ! do  you  jeer  me? 

Have  you  broke  your  bounds  again,  dame  ? 

Ros.  Yes,  atd  lough  at  you. 

And  laugh  most  heartily. 

Bel.  What  are  these?  whirlwinds? 

Is  hell  broke  loose,  and  all  the  furies?  Hut- 
Am  I greas'd  once  again?  [ter’d! 

Roi.  Yes,  indeed  are  vod; 

And  once  again  you  shall  he,  if  you  quarrel ! 
Do  you  come  to  vent  your  fury  on  a virgin? 
Is  this  your  manhood,  sir? 

1 ilYwi.  Let  him  do  his  best ; 

Let’s  see  the  utmost  of  his  indignation  ; 

I long  to  see  him  angry.  Come ; proceed, 
sir.  [her! 

Hang  him,  he  dares  not  stir  ; a man  of  tim- 
9 Worn.  Come  hither  to  fright  maids  with 
thy  bull-fares  ? [may-pole  ! 

To  threaten  gentlewomen?  Thou  a man?  a 
A treat  dry  pudding  ! 

8 W orn.  Come,  come,  do  your  worst,  sir; 
Be  angry  if  tlnni  dar’st. 

Bel.  The  Lord  deliver  me ! 

4 Bom.  Do  hut  look  scurvily  upon  fhi# 
lady,  [taken ; 

Or  give  us  one  foul  w'ord— We  are  all  inis* 
This  is  some  mighty  dairy-inaid  in  man'* 
cloaths. 

Lit.  I am  of  that  mind  too. 

Bel.  What  will  they  do  to  me? 

IaI.  And  hir’d  to  conic  and  abuse  us:  A 
man  lias  manners; 

A gentleman,  civility  and  breeding. 

Some  tinker’s  trull,  with  a beard  glew’d  on. 

1 Wow.  Let’s  search  him. 

And  us  we  find  him 

Bel.  Jxt  me  but  depart  from  ye, 

Sweet  Christian  women  ! 

IaI.  Hear  the  thing  speak,  neighbours. 
Bel.  ’Tis  but  a small  request:  If  e’er  t 
trouble  ye, 

If  e’er  I talk  again  of  beating  women, 
Orbeating  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me; 
Of  ever  thinking  of  a handsome  lady 
But  virtuously  and  well,  of  ever  speaking 
But  to  her  honour — I bis  111  promise  ye, 

I will  take  rhubarb,  and  purge  choler  mainly, 
Abundantly  i’ll  purge. 

Lit.  I’ll  send  you  broths,  sir.  [patiently; 
Bel.  I will  be  laugh’d  at,  and  endure  it 
I will  do  any  thing  ! 

Ros.  I’ll  be  your  bail  then. 

When  y*>u  come  next  to  wooe,  ’pray  youf 
come  not  boisterously. 

And  furnish’d  like  a bear-ward. 

Bel . No,  in  truth,  forsooth. 

Ros.  I scooted  you  long  since. 


» Nor  tail’d  your  person , nor  your  proper  fashion .]  If  the  passage  was  designed  to  be  im- 
perfect by  the  Poet,  it  is  to  no  purpose  to  undertake  the  correction  of  it ; if  not,  probably 
we  should  alter  call'd  into  something  like  skill'd, , i.  e.  had  no  knowledge  of,  or  did  not 
know  your  person,  &c.  was  so  proper.  Sympson. 

Call'd  seems  erroaeous;  yet  we  do  not  like  skill'd.  Mark'd  would  come  nearer  to  tb* 
sense  of  the  passage. 
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Aut  4.  Sonne  3.] 

lit  f.  I was  to  blame  sure ; 

I will  appear  a gentleman. 

R‘/s.  'Tis  the  best  tor  you^ 

For  a true  noble  gentleman’s  a brave  tiling. 
Upon  tliut  hope,  wc  quit  you.  You  fear  se- 
riously ? 

Bel.  Yes,  truly  do  I ; I confess  I fear  you, 
And  honour  you,  and  any  thing! 
lh«.  farewell  then ! 

Worn.  And  when  you  conic  to  wooe  next, 
bring  more  mercy ! 

fEVcttiif  II os.  and  Women. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Bel.  A dairy-timid!  a tinker’s  trull!  lleuv’n 
blc^s  inc  \ 

Sure,  if  l had  provok’d  ’em,  they  had  quar- 
ter’d me. 

1 am  a most  ridiculous  ass,  now  T perceive  it; 
A coward,  and  a knave  too. 

1 Gt*t.  *Tis  the  mad  gentleman; 

Lei’s  set  our  faces  right. 

Bel.  No,  no;  laugh  at  me, 

And  laugh  aloud. 

ii  Gent.  We  are  liettcr  manner’d,  sir. 
lid.  I do  deserve  it;  call  me  patch,  and 
puppy, 

And  heat  me,  if  you  please. 

1 Gent.  No,  indeed;  we  know  you. 

Bel.  Death, do  as  I would  have  ye! 

‘Z  Gent.  You  arc  an  ass  then, 

A coxcomb,  and  a calf ! 

Bel.  I am  ugre.it  calf. 

Kick  me  a little  now : Why,  when  ? Sufficient. 
Now  laugh  aloud,  and  scorn  me;  so  God  b’)c! 
And  ever  when  ye  meet  me,  laugh. 

1 Gent.  We  will,  sir.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Xu n tv Icl,  Jm  Cadre,  DeGurd , I.ugier, 
and  Mirabel t. 

Mir.  Your  patience,  gentlemen  ! Why  do 
ye  bait  inc  ? 

Rant.  Is’t  not  a shame  you  arc  so  stub- 
born-hearted, 

So  stony  and  so  dull,  to  such  a lady, 

Or* her  perfections,  and  lief  misery? 

Lug.  Does  she  not  love  you  ? Does  not  her 
distraction 

For  your  sake  only,  her  most-pitied  lunacy 
0»  utl  but  \ou,  shew  vc?  Does  it  not  compel 
ye?  • 

Mur.  Soft  and  fair,  j^ntlemen ; ’pray  ye 
proceed  temperately. 

Lug.  Jf  you  have  any  feeling,  any  sense 
m you, 

The  least  touch  of  a noble  heart 

Jm  Ca.  Let  liiin  alone  ; 

It  is  his  glory  that  lit  can  kill  beauty. 

>o.j  bear  my  stamp,  but  not  my  tett'lerncss; 
^ our  wild  unsavoury  courses  set  that  in  you  ! 


to  mean  some  dirge  or  howl 
Voju  II. 


t funerals. 


j For  shame,  be  sorry,  tho*  you  cannot  cure  her ; 
' Shew  something  of  a man,  of  a fair  nature. 

Mir.  You  make  me.  mad  ! 

; lJc  Go.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  you; 

' You  take  a strange  felicity  in  slighting 
And  wronging  womeu,  wliich  my  poor  sister 
feels  now ; [sir, 

! TicavVs  hand  he  gentle  on  her!  Mark  me, 
That  very  hour  she  dies,  (there’s  small  hope 
otherwise) 

That  minute,  you  and  I must  grapple  for  it ; 
Either  your  life  or  mine  ! 

Mir.  I3e  not  so  hot,  sir; 

I am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  these  policies, 
In  truth,  i am  not!  nor  do  I fear  the  tricks. 
Or  the  high-sounding  threats,  ol  a Savoyun. 

; I glory  not  in  cruelty,  (ye  wrong  me) 

. Nor  grow  up  water’d  with  the  tearsof  women. 

I his  let  me  tell  ye,  howsoe’er  I shew  to  ye, 

, Wild,  as  yc  please  to  call  it,  or  self-w  ill’d, 

. When  I see  cause  I can  both  do  and  suffer, 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  as  a true  gentleman. 

Enter  llnsulura  ami  Lillia. 

Has.  Oh,  pity,  pity!  thousand,  thousand 
pities! 

IaI.  Alas,  poor  soul!  she’ll  die!  she  if 
grown  senseless; 

She  will  not  know,  nor  speak  now. 

Bos.  Die  for  love?  [first! 

And  love  of  such  a youth?  I’d  die  for  a do* 
lie  tlmt  kills  me,  I’ll  give  him  leave  to  eat  met 
I’ll  know  men  better,  ere  I sigh  for  any  of ’em*. 
Lil.  Ye  have  done  a worthy  act,  sir,  a most 

..  , , [ conqueror ! 

I I vc  kill  d a maid  the  wrong  way ; yc’rc  a 
lias.  A conqueror?  » coble r ! llnng  him, 

»owu  r ! [ inorv  ! 

G<»  hide  thyself,  for  shame  ! go  lose  thy  ine- 
Live  not  ’montst  men ; thou  art  a beast  a 
A blatant  beast!  [monster, 

Ltl.  It  you  have  yet  any  honesty, 

Or  ever  heard  of  any,  take  my  counsel; 

Off  with  your  garters,  and  seek  out  a bough, 
A handsome  bough  ; for  I would  have  you 
bang  like  a geutleumn ; 

And  write  some  doleful  matter  to  the  world 
A Marmot!  to  hard-hearted  men. 

.Mir.  Out,  hidings ! 

Wbut  rntterwBuiiiig’s  here ! what  gibing ! 

I V y ou  tlunk  my  heart  is  soften’d  with  a black 
Shew  me  sonic  reason.  [santis*1? 

Euler  Orutrta  on  a bed. 

Hus.  Here  then,  here  is  a reason. 

A“"'i  Nu">  k<c  a man,  let  this  sight 
shake  ye ! s 

1m  ( «.  Alas,  poor  gentleMoman  ! Do  you 
know ■ me,  Indy  ? J 

Lug.  How  she  looks  up,  nnd  stares  ! 

On.  I know  you  very  well;  fsieur 
You  are  my  godfather;  and  that’s  the  moo- 
rs iu  The  Mad  Lover,  vol.  i.  act  iv.  It  seems 
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])e  Ca.  And  who  am  I ? 

Ori.  You  arc  Amadis  de  Gaul,  sir. 

Oh,  oh,  mv  lu-art!  Were  ye  never  in  love, 
sweet  lady  ? * [dens  ? 

And  do  you  never  dream  of  flowers  and  car- 
1 dream  of  walking  tires:  Take  heed!  It 
comes  now.  [fare,  sure. 

Who’s  that  ? ’Pray  stand  away.  I’ve  seen  that 
llow  light  my  head  is ! 

Rug.  Take  some  rest, 

Ori.  I cannot ; 

For  I must  he  up  tomorrow  to  go  to  church,  1 
And  I must  dress  me,  put  iuy  new  gown  on, 
Ami  be  as  tine  to  meet  mv  love ! Heigh-ho  ! 
Will  not  you  tell  iue  where  my  love  lies 
buried  ? 

Mir.  lie  is  not  dead.  De-shrew  my  heart, 
she  stirs  me ! 

Ori.  lie’s  dead  to  me. 

Mir.  Js’t  posdble  my  nature 
.Should  be  so  damnable,  to  let  her  suffer? 
Give  mo  your  hand. 

Ori.  Mow  soft  you  feel,  how  gentle  ! 

I’ll  tell  you  your  fortune,  friend. 

Mir.  How  she  stares  on  me ! 

Ori.  You  have  a flattering  face,  but  ’tis  a 
fine  one;  [hearts. 

I warrant  you  may  have  a hundred  sweet- 
Will  ye  pray  for  me?  I shall  die  tomorrow; 
And  will  vc  ring  the  bells? 

Mir.  1 m most  unworthy, 

I do  confess,  unhappy.  Do  you  know  me? 
Ori.  I would  1 did  ! 

A/ir.  Oh,  fair  tears,  how  ye  take  me! 

Ori.  Do  vc  weep  too  ? You  have  not  lost 
your  lover? 

You  mock  me;  I’ll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir.  ’Pray  you  pardon  me ; ■ 

Or,  if  it  please  you  to  consider  justly,  [me, 
Scorn  me,  for  l deserve  it ; scorn  and  shame 
Sweet  Oriana ! 

Lil.  Let  her  alone;  she  trembles:  [her. 

Her  fits  will'grow  more  strong,  if  ye  provoke 
La  Ca.  Certain  she  knows  you  not,  yet 
loves  to  see  you. 

IIow  she  smiles  now ! 

Euler  Re 1 1 cur. 

Bel.  Where  are  ye?  Oh,  why  don’t  you 
laugh?  Come,  laugh  ut  me! 

Why  a devil  art  thou  sad,  and  such  a subject, 
Such  a ridiculous  sul  ject  ns  I am 
Before  thy  face  ? 

Mir.  'Prithee  put  off  this  lightness; 

This  is  no  time  for  mirth,  nor  place;  I’ve  us’d 
too  much  on’t : 

I have  undone  myself,  and  a sweet  lady. 

By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  foolery, 

Which  truly  I repent.  Look  here! 

Be!.  What  ails  she? 

Mir.  Alas,  siie’s  mad. 

Bel.  Mad? 

Mir.  Yes,  too  sure ; for  me  too. 

Bel.  Dost  thou  wonder  at  that?  Py  this 
good  light,  they’re  all  so  ; 


[Act  4.  Scene  5, 

They’re  coz’nmgmad,  they’re  brawling  mad, 
they  Ye  proud  mad ; 

They’re  all,  all  mad.  I came  from  a world 
of  mad  w omen,  [ileal  with  ’em. 

Mad  as  March  hares:  Get ’em  in  chains,  then 
There’s  one  that’s  mad;  she  seems  well,  but 
she  is  dog-mad. 

Is  she  dead,  dost  tiiink  ? 

Mir.  Dead  ? Ileuv’n  forbid  ! 

Bel.  Hcav’u  further  it! 

For,  till  they  be  key-cold  dead,  there’s  no 
trusting  of  Yin.  [it, 

Whate’cr  they  seem,  or  howsoe’er  they  carry 
Till  they  be  chap-full’n,  and  their  tongues 
at  peace,  [’em. 

Nail’d  in  their  coffins  sure,  I’ll  ne’er  believe 
Shall  I tnlk  with  her? 

Mir.  No,  dear  friend,  be  quiet, 

And  be  at  pence  a while. 

Bel.  I’ll  walk  aside, 

And  comeugain  anon.  But  take  heed  to  her: 
You  say  she  is  a woman? 

Mir.  Yes. 

lie!.  Take  great  heed ; 

For  if  she  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hang  me. 
Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  she  will,  she’ll  cheat 
thee!  [ Exit. 

Mir.  Away,  wild  fool ! Ilow  vile  this  shew t 
in  him  now ! 

Now  take  my  faith,  (before  ye  all  I speak  it) 
And  with  it  my  repentant  love. 

Im  Ca.  This  seems  well. 

Mir.  Were  but  this  lady  clear  again,  whose 
sorrows  [feet, 

My  very  heart  melts  for,  were  she  but  per- 
( For  thus  to  marry  her  would  he  two  miseries} 
Before  the  richest  and  the  noblest  beauty, 
France,  or  the  world  could  shew  me,  I w ould 
take  her:  [her. 

As  she  now  is,  my  tears  and  prayers  shall  w ed 
Dr.  Ca  This  makes  some  small  amends. 
Ras.  She  beckons  to  you  : 

To  us  too,  to  CO  off. 

Aunt.  Let’s  draw  aside  all. 

[ K mint  unmet  prater  Oriana  and  .1  CirabeU. 
Ori.  Oh,  my  best  friend  ! I would  fain— — 
Mir.  What  ? she  speaks  well, 

And  with  another  voice. 

Ori.  But  1 am  fearful, 

Ami  shame  a little  stops  my  tongue 

Mir.  Speak  boldly. 

Ori.  Tell  you,  Pin  well,  I’m  perfect  well  i 
(’prav  you  mock  not) 

And  that  I did  this  to  provoke  your  nature; 
Out  of  my  infinite  and  restless  love, 

To  win  your  pity.  Pardon  me  ! 

Mir.  Go  forwurd : 

Who  set  you  on  ? 

Ori.  None,  as  I live,  no  creature ; 

Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream’d  wtuU  I meant. 
Will  you  be  mine? 

Mir.  Tis  true,  I pity  you  ; 

But  when  I marry  you,  you  must  be  wiser. 
Nothing  but  tricks?  devices? 

On'.  Will  you  shame  me  ? 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 

Mir . Yes,  marry,  will  I. — Come  near, 
come  near ! a miracle ! [marriage. 
The  woman’s  well ; she  was  only  mad  for 
Stark  mad  to  be  ston’d  to  death ; give  her  good 
counsel.  [damsel? 

Will  this  world  never  mend  ? Arc  you  caught, 

Enter  Rrl/ntr,  La  Cost  re,  lA/gicr , NuntoUt, 
De  Gnrdt  liosuluru , and  Li Uia. 

Bel.  I low  goes  it  now? 

Mir,  Thou  art  a kind  of  prophet ; 

The  woman’s  well  again,  and  would  have 
cull’d  me ; [her. 

Well,  excellent  well,  and  not  a taint  upon 
Bel.  Did  not  I tell  you?  Let'em  be  what 
can  be, 

Saints,  devils,  any  thine,  they  will  abuse  us. 
Thou  wert  an  ass  to  believe  her  so  long,  a 
coxcomb;  [lions. 

Give  ’em  a minute,  they’ll  abuse  whole  mil- 
tWi>.  And  am  not  l a rare  physician,  gen- 
Thatcan  cure  desperate  in.id  minds  ?[t!rmen, 
De  Ga.  lie  not  insolent. 

M/r.  Well,  go  thy  ways:  From  this  hour 
I disclaim  thee,  [love  thee, 

ynless  thou  hast  a trick  above  this;  then  i’ll 


You  owe  me  for  your  cure.  Tray  have  a care 
of  her, 

For  fear  she  fail  into  relapse.  Come,  Belleur ; 
We’ll  set  up  hills  to  cure  diseased  virgins. 
Be/.  Shall  we  be  merry? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  But  J'll  no  more  projects: 

If  we  could  make  ’em  mad,  it  were  some 
mastery ! [ Exeunt . 

IM.  J’m  glad  she’s  well  again. 

Has.  So  am  \,  certain. 

Be  not  ashatn'd. 

Ori.  1 shall  never  see  a man  more. 

Dr  Ga.  Come,  you're  a fool ! had  you  but 
told  me  this  trick. 

He  should  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lap.  He  shall  not  long  neither. 

JmCa.  Be  rul’d,  and  be  at  peace:  You 
have  my  consent^. 

And  what  power  I can  work  wjth. 

Kant.  Come,  leave  blushing  ; 

Wt*  are  your  friends:  An  honest  wav  com- 
pel la  you.  [pensV. 

Heav’n  will  not  see  so  true  a love  uurecon  - 
Come  in,  and  slight  him  too. 

Lug.  The  next  shall  hit  him.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  r. 


Enter  De  Card  and  Lugier, 


pen : [him. 

If  there  be  any  way  to  rcncli,  and  work  upon 
Upon  his  nature  suddenly,  and  catch  him — 
That  he  loves, 

Tho*  he  dissemble  it  and  would  shew  contrary. 
And  will  at  length  relent,  1*11  lay  my  fortune; 
Nay,  more,  my  life. 

De  Ga.  Is  she  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready. 

And  my  designments  set. 

De  Ga.  They’re  now, for  travel ; [wooing. 
Ail  for  that  game  again;  they  have  forgot 
Jj*g.  Let  ’em  ; we’ll  travel  w ith  ’em. 

De  Ga.  Where’s  his  father? 

Lug.  Within  ; he  knows  my  mind  too,  and 
allows  it. 

Pities  your  sister’s  fortune  most  sincerely ; 
And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  assistance, 
Some  of  his  secret  friends. 

De  Ga.  ’Speed  the  plough  ! 

Lug.  Well  said  : 

And  be  you  serious  too. 

De  Ga.  I shall  he  diligent. 

Lug.  Let's  break  the  ice  for  one,  the  rest 
will  drink  too  [gentlewomen 

(Relieve  me,  sir)  of  the  same  cup:  Mv  young 
Wait  but  who  sets  the  game  a-foot;  tfio'  they 
Seem  stubborn,  < 


Reserv’d,  and  proud  now,  yet  I know  their 
hearts. 

Their  pulses  how  they  beat,  and  for  what 
cause,  sir. 

And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  abilities 
In  a true  quarrel.  Husbands  they  must  and 
will  have, 

Or  nunneries,  and  thin  collations  [sinrss ; 
To  cool  their  bloods.  I jet’s  all  about  our  bu- 
And,  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work  ! 

Dc  Gu.  You’ve  arm’d  me.  ^ [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Mirabel l,  Nan  to  let,  and  Jm  Cast  re. 
La  Ca.  Will  yon  he  wilful  then? 

Mir,  'Pray,  sir,  your  pardon  ; 

For  i must  travel.  Lie  lazy  here, 

Bound  to  a wife?  chain’d  to  her  subtleties. 
Her  humours,  and  her  wills,  which  are  mere 
fetters  ? 

To  have  her  today  pleas'd,  tomorrow  peevish, 
The  third  day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellions  ? 
You  sec,  before  they're  married,  what  mn~ 
riscoes , [ ys  : 

What  masks  and  mummeries  they  put  uoon 
To  he  tied  here,  and  suffer  their  luvaltu's  V 
Nani.  Tis  your  own  seeking. 

Mtr.  Yes,  to  get  iny  freedom. 

Were  they  as  I could  wish  'em 

Li  Ca.  Fools,  and  meacocks. 

To  endure  what  you  think  fit  to  put  upon  ’em  ! 
Come,  change  your  mind. 
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Jliir.  Not  before  I have  chang'd  a ir,  father. 
When  I know  women  worthy  of  my  company* 
I will  return  again  and  wait  upon  Van  ; 

Till  then,  dear  air,  I’ll  rumble  all  the  world 
over  **, 

And  run  all  hazards,  misery,  and  poverty. 
So  I escape  the  dangerous  bay  of  matrimony  ! 

Enter  Bellcnrand  Vinuc. 

Pinac.  Are  you  resolv’d  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  certain ; 1 will  out  upain. 
Pinac.  We  are  for  you,  sir;  we  arc  your 
servants  once  more : 

Once  more  we’ll  seek  our  fortune  in  strange 
countries; 

Our.s  is  too  scornful  for  us. 

Bel.  Is  there  ne’er  a land 
That  you  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I care 
not  how  far  it  be. 

Nor  under  what  pestiferous  star  it  lies) 

A happy  kingdom,  where  there  are  no  women? 
Nor  have  been  eicr?  nor  no  mention 
Of  any  such  lewd  things,  withlcwdcrquidities? 
For  thither  would  l travel ; win  iv  ‘tis  felony 
To  confess  lie  had  a mother;  a mistress,  trea-. 
1m  Ca.  Are  yon  for  travel  too?  [son. 
Bel.  For  any  thing, 

For  living  in  the  moon,  and  stopping  hedges, 
Ere  I stay  here  to  be  abus’d,  and  hafllcd. 

H ant.  Why  did  you  not  break  your  minds 
to  me  ? they  arc  my  daughters  ; 

And  sure  I think  1 should  have  that  command 
over  'em, 

To  see  ’em  well  bestow’d.  1 know  ye  are 
gentlemen,  [parents ; 

Men  of  fair  parts  nnd  states  ; I know  your 

And  had  yetoldmeof  your  fair  affection* 

Make  hut  one  trial  more,  and  let  me  second 
ye. 

Bet.  No ; I’ll  make  hob-nails  first,  nnd 
mend  old  kettles  ! 

Can  you  lend  me  an  armour  of  high  proof,  to 
appear  in, 

And  two  or  three  field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 
The  king's  guard  are  mere  pigmies. 

JSIdnt.  They’ll  not  eat  you.  [monsieur?, 
Bet.  Yes,  nnd  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter 


If  their  high  stomachs  bold  : They  came  with 
chopping-knives,' 

To  cut  me  into  rounds  and  sirloins w,  and  so 
pow  der  me. 

Come,  shall  we  go? 

A uni.  You  cannot  he  *o  discourteous. 

If  ye  intend  to  go,  as  not  to  visit  ’em. 

And  take  your  U aves. 

Mir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly. 

And  thank  ’em  too, 

Pinac.  Yes,  sir,  wo  know  thar  hone- ty  «. 

Bel.  I’ll  come  i’th’  rear,  forty  fed  otT,  I'll 
assure  you. 

With  a good  gun  in  my' hand;  111  no  more 
Amazons, 

I mean  no  more  of  their  frights:  I’ll  make 
my  three  legs. 

Kiss  my  hand  twice,  and  ifl  smell  no  danger. 
If  the  interview  be  clear,  may-be  I’ll  speak 
to  her; 

I’ll  wear  a privy  coat  too,  and  behind  me. 
To  make  those  parts  secure,  a bandog**. 

Im  Ca.  You  nre  a merry  gentle  man. 

Bel.  A wary  gentleman.  1 do  assure  you  J 
I have  been  warn’d,  and  must  he  arm’d. 

Jm  Ca.  Well, soil, 

These  are  vour  hasty  thoughts ; when  I «ce 
you  are  bent  to  it, 

Then  i’ll  believe,  and  join  with  you;  sowc’ll 
leave  ye. 

There  is  a trick  will  make  ye  stay.  \P.rit. 

Sant.  I liopc  so.  [ Exit. 

Mir.  We  have  won  immortal  fame  now, 
if  wc  leave  ’em. 

Pinac.  You  have,  hut  we  have  last. 

Mir.  Pinnr,  tliou’rt  cozen’d ; 

1 know  they  love  you ; and  to  gain  you  hand- 
somely, [millions : 

Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give 
Their  father’s  willingness,  that  must  needs 
shew  yon. 

Pinac.  If  I thought  so 

Mir.  Yeh  .-hall  be  bang’d,  you  recreant! 
Would  you  turn  renrgndo  now? 

Bel.  No  ; let’s  away,  buys. 

Out  of  the  air  and  tumult  of  their  villainies. 
Tlio’  J were  married  to  that  gras  hopper. 


*’  77/  amble  all  the  world  orrr.]  We  have  ventured  to  insert  rum  Wc,  which  Is  a much  better 
word  here  than  amide,  and  probably  tl»c  right. 

To  cut  we  into  rands  and  sirloins.}  As  we  can  annex  no  meaning  to  the  word  rands  in 
tliis  passage,  wc  have  inserted  rounds.  A round  oi’  beef  is  almost  as  common  a phrase  as  a 
sirloin. 

Honesty.}  i.  e.  Good-breeding,  good-manners.  Si/m/non. 

«5  Bandog. J This  word  has  often  occurred  before.  It  is  frequently  to  ho  met  with  in  our 
old  writers,  us  a term  of  reproach  ; ns  in  Massinger’s  Virgin  Martyr,  act  li.  scene  ti. 

‘ Sirrah  ! bandog  /* 

It  appears  to  have  been  the  name  of  a dog  the  fierce  kind  : thus  in  the  saute  play,  activ. 
scene  2, 

* What  bandogs  but  you  two  would  worry  a woman  ?# 

And  again,  act  v.  scene  1, 

1 Bandogs  (kept  three  days  hungry)  worried 

* A thousand  British  rascals,’  .Sr,  B. 

It  seems  in  this  place  to  signify  some  part  of  dress  which  had  derived  its  name  from  the 
dog;  though  it  may  mean  literally  a bandog. 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

And  had  her  fast  by  th*  legs,  I should  think 
site  w ould  cozen  me. 

Enter  a young  Factor. 

Far.  Monsieur  Mirabcll,  I take  it? 

Mir.  You’re  i’th*  rijtlit,  sir. 

Far.  I am  come  to  seek  you,  sir ; I have 
been  at  your  father’s. 

And  understanding  you  were  here 

Mir.  You’re  welcome. 

Mnv  I crave  your  name  ? 

Fac.  Foss,  sir,  and  your  servant. 

That  you  may  know  me  better,  ! am  factor 
To  your  old  merchant,  Leverdure. 

Mir.  How  does  he  ? 

Fac.  Well,  sir,  I hope;  he  is  now  atOrleans, 
About  some  business. 

Mir.  You  arc  once  more  w elcome. 

Your  master’s  a right  hbnest  man,  and  one 
lam  much  behold  mg  to,  and  must  very  shortly 
Trouble  his  love  agaiu. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold,  sir. 

Mir.  Your  business,  if  you  please  now? 
Fac.  This  it  is,  sir. 

I know  you  well  remember,  in  your  travel, 

A Genoa  me i chant 

Mir.  I remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  man,  sir,  particularly ; your 
own  benefit 

Must  needs  imprint  him  in  you ; one  Alberto, 
A gentleman  you  sav’d  from  being  murder’d 
A little  from  Bologna: 

1 was  then  myself  in  Italy,  and  supplied  you, 
Tho’  haply  you  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mir.  No,  I remember  you. 

And  that  Alberto  too;  a noble  gentleman. 
More  to  remember  were  to  thank  myself,  sir. 
What  of  that  gentleman? 

Fac.  lie’s  dead. 

Mir.  I’m  sorry.  [sister 

Fac.  But  cm  bis  death-bed,  leaving  to  bis 
All  tiiat  he  hail,  beside  some  certain  jewels, 
(Which,  with  a ceremony,  lie  bequeath'd  to 
you. 

In  grateful  memory)  he  commanded  strictly 
His  sister,  as  she  lov’d  him  and  his  peace, 

To  see  those  jewels  sale  and  true  deliver’d. 
And,  with  them,  his  last  love.  She,  as  ten- 
der to  fvnnt 

Observe  this  will,  not  trusting  friend  nor  scr- 
Witli  such  a weight,  is  come  herself  to  Paris, 
And  at  my  master’s  house. 

Mir.  You  tell  me  a wonder. 

Fac.  I tell  vou  a truth,  sir.  She  is  young 
ami  handsome, 

And  well  attended ; of  much  state  and  riches ; 

loving  and  obedient  to  her  brother,  [also, 
That,  on  iny  conscience,  if  he  had  given  her 


She  would  most  willingly  have  made  her 
tender. 

Mir.  May  not  I see  her? 

Fac.  She  desires  it  heartily. 

Jlfir.  And  presently? 

Fuc.  She’s  now  about  some  business, 
Passing  accounts  of  some  few  debts  here 
And  buying  jewels  of  a merchant,  [owing, 
Mir.  Is  she  wealthy ? [venture: 

Fac.  I would  you  had  her,  sir,  at  ull  ad- 
Iler  brother  had  a main  state. 

Mir.  And  fair  too? 

Far.  The  prime  of  all  those  parts  of  Italy, 
I;or  beauty  and  for  courtesy. 

Mir.  I must  needs  see  her. 

Fuc.  ’Tis  all  her  business,  sir.  You  may 
now  sec  her ; , 

But  tomorrow  w ill  be  fitter  for  your  visitation. 
For  she  is  not  yet  prepar'd. 

Mir.  Only  her  sight,  sir; 

And,  when  you  shall  think  fit,  for  further 
visit.  [your  coming. 

Fuc.  Sir,  you  may  see  her,  and  I’ll  wait 
Mir.  And  I’ll  be  with  ye  instantly.  I know 
the  house; 

Mean  time,  my  love,  and  thanks,  sir  ! 

Fac.  Your  poor  servant ! [ Exit . 

Finac.  '\  hou  hast  the  strangest  luck ! What 
was  that  Alberto? 

JMir.  A n honest  noble  merchant,  *twns  my 
chance  [him. 

To  rescue  from  some  rogues  had  almost  slain 
And  he  in  kindness  to  remember  this ! 

Bet.  Now  we  shall  have  you  [ness,) 

( For  all  your  protestations,  and  vour  forward 
Find  out  strange  fortunes  in  this  liuly’s  eyes, 
And  new  enticements  to  put  oil* your  journey ; 
And  who  shall  have  honour  then? 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it: 

I must  needs  see  her,  to  receive  my  legney. 
Bet.  If  it  be  tied  up  m her  smock,  lieav’n 
help  thee ! 

May  not  we  sec  too? 

Jfir.  Yes,  afore  we  go: 

I must  be  known  myself  ere  I be  able 
To  make  thee  welcome.  Would st  tliou  see 
more  women  ? 

I thought  you  hud  been  out  of  love  with  nil. 
Bel.  I may  he, 

fl  find  that)  with  the  least  encouragement; 
Yet  1 desire  to  se*e  whether  all  countries 
Are  naturally  possess'd  with  the  same  spirits; 
For  if  they  be,  J'll  take  a monastery, 

And  never  travel : for  I had  rather  hen  friar. 
And  live  mew’d  up,  than  be  a fool,  and  flouted. 
Mir.  Well,  well,  I'll  meet  you  anon,  tin  u 
ti  ll  you  more,  boys ; [ney*; 

However,  stand  prepar’d,  prest  for  our  jour- 


**  Pros/.]  Prepar’d,  ready.  Sjjmpton. 

in  The  four  P's,  by  John  Hcywood,  (Dodsley’s  Collection,  vol.  i.  p.  05,) 
‘ Who  may  not  play  one  day  in  a week 
* May  think  his  thrift  far  to  seek. 

4 Devise  what  pastime  that  yc  think  best, 
f And  make  ye  sure  to  liude  me  prat.*  R. 
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For  certain,  we  shall  go,  I think,  w hen  I have 
seen  her. 

And  view’d  her  well. 

Pivfic.  Go,  no,  and  we’ll  wait  for  ye; 

Your  fortune  directs  ours. 

Rd.  You  shall  find  us  i’th*  tavern, 

J mneuting  in  sack  and  sugar47  for  our  losses. 
Jf  she  he  right  Italian,  and  want  servants, 
You  may  prefer  the  properest  man:  How  I 
Worry  a woman  now  ! [could 

Fiuuc.  Come,  tome,  leave  prating; 

You  may  have  enough  u>  do,  without  this 
boasting.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lt/gicr , De  (surd,  llosaluru,  and  Lilliu- 
Biutica. 

J.ug.  Tins  is  the  last  adventure. 

De  Ga.  And  the  happiest, 

As  «c  hope,  too. 

Ros.  'Vo  should  be  glad  tofind  it. 

Lit.  Who  shall  condui  t us  thither? 

Eng.  Your  man  is  ready,  [man ; 

For  1 must  not  he  seen;  no,  nor  this  gcntlc- 
'i  hat  may  beget  suspicion;  all  the  rest 
Are  people  ot  no  doubt.  I would  have  ye, 
ladies,  (ye. 

Keep  your  old  liberties,  and  do  as  we  instruct 
Come,  look  not  pale,  ye  shall  not  lose  your 
wishes,  [happy. 

Nor  beg  ’em  neither,  but  be  yourselves,  and 
Ros.  I tell  you  true,  1 cannot  hold  oil’ 

Nor  give  no  more  hard  language,  [longer, 

E)c  On.  You  shall  not  need. 

Ros.  I love  the  gentleman,  and  must  uow 
shew  it: 

Shall  I beat  a proper  innn  out  of  heart  ? 

Jjig.  There’s  none  advises  you. 

Lit.  'Faith,  I repent  me  too. 

Jjug.  Repent,  ami  spoil  all ; 

Tell  what  you  know,  you  Imd  best! 

Lit.  I’ll  toll  what  I think ; 

For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  I can  love  him, 

I’ll  tell  him,  Yes,  1 cun.  The  man’s  a kind 
man, 

And  out  of  his  true  honesty  affects  me. 
Altlio  he  play’d  the  fool,  which  I requited, 
Must  I still  hold  him  at  the  .staff’ * * nd  ? 

Lug.  You  arc  two  strange  women. 

Ros.  We  may  he,  if  we  fool  still. 

Lug.  Dare  ye  believe  me? 

Follow  but  this  advice  I have  set  you  in  now. 
And  ifyelo*»c  — Wyuid  ye  yield  now  so  hoseiy? 
Give  up  without  your  honours  sav’d? 

De  Ga.  Fy,  ladies! 

Preserve  your  freedom  still. 


[Act  5.  Scene  4i 

Jdl.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 

Lug.  And  carry  that  full  state 

Ros.  That’s  as  the  wind  stands; 

If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  scant  us, 

Hang  me,  but  L know  what  I’ll  do!  Come, 
direct  us: 

I make  no  doubt,  wr  shall  do  handsomely. 
Dc  Ga.  Some  part  o’tii’  way  we’ll  wait  upon 
you,  ladies  ; 

The  rest  your  man  supplies. 

Lug.  Do  well,  I’ll  honour  ye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Factor  and  Mirabel! t Oriana,  and  tno 
merchants. 

Fac.  I/)ok  you,  sir,  there  she  is;  you  see 
how  busy. 

Mcthinks  you  are  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for 
her  journey. 

Mir.  iiow  gloriously  she  shews!  She  is  a 
tall  woman. 

Fuc.  Of  a fair  size,  sir.  My  master  not 
being  at  home, 

1 have  been  so  out  of  my  wits  to  get  her  com- 
pany ! 

I mean,  sir,  of  her  own  fair  sex,  and  fashion — 
Af/r.  A far  off,  she  is  most  fair  too. 

Far  Near,  most  excellent. — 

At  length,  I have  ent rented  two  fair  ladies, 
(And  happily  vou  know  Yin) the youngdntigh- 

Of  monsieur  Nantolct [tors 

Mir.  I know  ’em  well,  sir. 

Wlmt  are  those?  jewels? 

Foe.  All. 

Mir.  They  make  a rich  show. 

Fite.  There  is  a matter  of  ten  thousand 
pounds  loo 

Was  mviug  here:  You  sec  those  merchants 
with  her; 

They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handsomely  her  shape  shews ! 
Foe.  Those  are  still  neat;  your  Italians 
are  most  curious 
Now*  she  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  Sit’  has  » goodly  presence  ! [you; 
How  full  of  courtesy  ! Well,  sir.  I’ll  leave 
And  if  1 may  be  bold  to  bring  a friend  or  two, 

Good  noble  gentlemen 

Foe.  No  doubt,  you  may,  sir; 

For  you  have  most  command. 

Mir.  I have  seen  u wonder  ! [Exi/. 
Ori.  Is  he  gone  ? 

For.  Yes. 

Ori.  How? 

Foe.  Taken  to  the  utmost: 

A wonder  dwells  about  him. 


47  Sack  and  sugar.]  1 Sugar  and  sack  was  a favourite  liquor  in  Shakespeare’s  time  : In  a 
1 letter  describing  queen  Elizabeth's  entertainment  at  Kitiingworth-castle,  1575,  by  U.  L* 
1 [Langham]  bl.  1.  J'imo,  the  writer  says,  fp.  Kti.)  “ Sipt  I no  more  sak  and  soger  than  I d> 
li  Malnizcy,  I should  not  blush  so  much  a day/  as  I doo.”  And  in  another  place,  describing 
‘ a tninstreil,  who,  being  somewhat  irascible,  had  been  offended  by  the  company,  he  adds, 
“ At  last,  by  sum  entreaty,  and  many  fair  woords,  with  sak  and  sugar,  wc  sweeten  him  again." 
‘ P.  52/  Dr.  Percy’s  note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry.  IV.  act  li.  scene  4.  IL 
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Act  5.  Scone  G ] 

Ori.  lie  did  not  guess  at  me?  [woman. 
Fac.  No ; he  secure,  you  shew  another 
He  is  gone  to  fetch  Itis  friends. 

Ori.  Where  are  the  gentlewomen  ? 

Fac.  Here,  here ; now  they  are  come, 

Sit  still,  and  let  them  sec  you. 

Enter'  Rosulura , Lil/ia,  and  Servant 
Ros.  ’Pray  you,  where's  my  friend,  sir? 
Fac.  She  is  with’ii,  ladies;  but  here's  an- 
other gentlewoman,  [her, 

A stranger  to  this  town:  So  please  you  visit 
Twill  be  well  taken. 

1M.  Where  is  she  ? 

Fac.  Thcie,  above,  ladies. 

Scrv.  Bless  me!  what  thing  is  till*  ! Two 
pinaclcs  [woodcocks? 

Upon  her  pate ! Is’t  not  a glodc  to  catch 
lb*  Peace,  you  rude  knave  ! 

Scrv.  What  a bouncing  bum  she  has  loo! 
There’s  sail  enough  for  a carrack 
Tins.  W Suit  is  this  lady  ? 

For.  as  I live,  she’s  a goodly  woman. 

Fac.  Guess,  guess. 

Lit.  I have  not  seen  a nobler  presence. 
Scrv.  Tis  a lusty  wi  nch ! now  could  I 
spend  my  forty-pence,  [her, 

With  all  my  heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at 
To  give  her  but  a swashing  blow 
Lit.  You  rascal! 

Serv.  Ay,  that's  fill  a man  has  for’s  good 
will : ’ 1’vvill  he  long  enough  | me.* 
Before  you  cry,  ‘Come,  Anthony,  and  kiss 
Lit.  I’ll  have  you  whipt. 

Ron.  I Ins  my  friend  seen  this  lady  ? 

Fac.  Yes,  yes,  and  is  well  known  to  her. 
Ros.  I much  admire  her  presence. 

Lit.  So  do  I too ; 

For,  I protest,  she  is  the  handsomest, 

The  rarest,  and  the  newest  to  mine  tyc, 

That  ever  I saw  yet. 

Ros.  I long  to  know  her; 

My  friend  shall  do  that  kindness. 

Ori.  So  she  shall,  ladies: 

Come,  'pray  you  coiue  up. 

Ros.  < )h  me ! 

Lit.  Hang  me,  if  I knew  her ! 

Were  I^a  man  myself,  I should  now  love  you  ; 
Nay,  1 should  dote. 

Ros,  I dare  not  trust  mine  eyes ; 

For,  as  I live,  you  arc  the  strangest  alter'd — 
I must  onue  up  to  know  the  truth. 

Scrv.  So  must  i,  lady  ; 

For  I am  a kind  of  unbeliever  too. 

Lit.  Get  you  gone,  sirrah ; 

And  what  you  have  seen’be  secret  in  ; you 
are  paid  else ! 

No  more  of  your  long  tongue. 

Fac.  Will  ye  go  in,  ladies. 

And  talk  with  her?  These  ventures  will  come 
straight. 

Awny  with  this  fellow. 


Lit.  There,  sirrah ; go,  disport  you. 

Scrv.  I would  the  trunk-hos’d  woman 
would  go  with  me!  [Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  3 Tirabcll,  Finac , and  Bet Icur, 
Pinac.  Is  she  so  glorious  handsome? 

Mir.  You  would  wonder; 

Our  women  look  like  gipsies,  like  Gills  to  her; 
Their  cloaths  and  fashions  beggarly,  and 
Base,  old,  and  scurvy.  [bankrupt, 

Bel.  How  l inks  her  face? 

Mir.  Most  heavenly ; 

And  the  becoming  motion  of  her  body 
So  sets  her  oft’! 

Bet.  Why,  then  we  shall  stay. 

Mir.  Pardon  me, 

That’s  more  than  1 know ; ii’shebethat  woman 

She  appears  to  be 

Be).  As  'tis  impossible. 

Mir.  I shall  then  tell  you  more. 

Finac.  Did  you  speak  ti*  her  ? 

Mir,  No,  no,  I only  saw  her,  she  was  busy: 
Now  I go  for  that  end ; und  mark  her,  gen- 
tlemen, 

Tf  she  appear  not  to  you  one  o’  th’  sweetest, 
The  handsomest,  the  fairest,  in  behaviour — • 
We  shall  meet  the  two  wenches  there  too ; 

they  come  to  visit  her, 

To  wonder,  as  wc  do. 

Pinac.  Then  we  shall  meet  ’em. 

Bi  t.  I had  rather  meet  two  bears. 

Mir.  There  you  may  take  your  leaves, 
dispatch  that  business, 

And,  as  ye  find  their  humours 

Pinac.  Is  your  love  there  too  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain;  she  has  no  great  heart 
to  set  out  again. 

This  is  the  house;  I'll  usher  you. 

Bet.  I’ll  bless  me, 

And  take  a good  heart,  if  I can. 

Mir,  Conic,  nobly.  [ Exeunt . 

*■ 

SCENE  VT. 

Enter  Factor , Rosalure , Li  Ilia , and  Oriana, 
Fuc.  The  y are  come  in.  Sit  you  two  off 
as  strangers ; 

Enter  Boy, 

There,  lady.  W here’s  the  boy  ? Be  ready, 
sirrah, 

Aud  clear  your  pipes;  the  music  now;  they 
enter.  [ Music. 

Enter  Mirabel!,  Pinac , and  Bclletir. 
Pinac.  Wlmt  a state  she  keeps  ! Iiow  fur 
off  they  sit  from  her  ! [ly  ! 

How  rich  she  is ! Ay,  marry,  this  shews  brave* 
Bel.  she  is  a lusty  wench,  aud  may  allot  e 
a good  man; 


«s  Carrack.  See  note  * on  The  Elder  Brother. 

«•  A washing  blow. J Surely  we  should  read,  swashing. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  6* 


Hut  if  she  Imvc  a tongue,  I’ll  not  give  two- 
pence for  her. 

There  sits  niv  fury ; how  I shake  to  see  her  ! 
Fuc.  Madam,  this  is  the  gentleman. 

Mir.  How  sweet  she  kisses  ! 

She  has  a spring  dwells  on  her  lips, a Paradise! 
Thi*  is  the  legacy* 


From  the  honour’d  dead  I bring 
Thus  his  love  and  last  otf’ring. 

Take  it  nobly,  ’tis  your  due, 

From  a friendship  ever  true. 

From  a faith,  &c. 

Ori.  Most  noble  sir, 

This  from  my  now-dend  brother,  ns  his  lore, 
And  grateful  memory  of  your  great  bcnelit; 
From  me  my  tliauks,  my  wishes,  and  ray  ser- 
vice. 

’Till  I am  more  acquainted,  I am  silent; 
Only  I dare  say  this,  you  are  truly  iioUc. 
Mir.  What  should  I think  ? 

Pinac.  'I  hiiik  ybu’ve  a handsome  fortune : 
*Would  I had  sucli  another ! 

Bos.  Vo  arc  well  inet,  gentlemen ; 

We  hear  ve  arc  for  travel? 

Pinac.  You  hear  true,  lady; 

And  come  to  take  our  leave*. 

Lit.  We’ll  along  with  ye:  [ney, 

We  sec  you’re  grown  so  witty  by  yotfrjour- 
We  cannot  chuse  hut  step  out  too.  This  ladv 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  ns  Italy. 

Be/.  I’ll  travel  into  Wales,  amongst  the 
mountains, 

In  hope  they  cannot  find  me*°. 

Bus.  If  you  go  further, 

So  good  and  free  society  we  hold  ye, 

We’ll  jog  along  too. 

Pinac.  Are  you  so  valiant,  lady  ? 

Lit.  And  we  ll  be  merry,  sir,  and  laugh. 
Pinac.  It  may  he 
We’ll  go  by  sea. 

1M.  Why,  ’tis  the  only  vovngc; 

Ilove  n sea-voyage,  and  u biusi’nng tempest; 
And  let  all  split ! 

Pinac.  This  is  a dainty  damsel ! 

I think  'twill  tame  you.  Can  you  ride  post? 
Lil.  Oh,  excellently ! 1 am  never  weary 
that  way : 

A hundred  mile  u-day  is  nothing  with  me. 
Bel.  1 ’ll  trat  el  under  grouud.  Do  you  hear, 
sweet  lady  ? 

I find  it  will  be  dangerous  for  a woman. 

Hot.  No  danger,  sir,  I warrant;  I love  to 
he  under.  [over! 

Bel . I see  she  will  abuse  me  all  the  world 
But  say  we  pass  thro’  Germany,  and  drink 
hard  ? 

Bos.  We’ll  learn  to  drink  and  swagger  too. 
Bel.  She’ll  heat  me ! 

Lady,  I’ll  live  at  home. 


Bus.  And  I’ll  live  with  thee; 

And  we’ll  keep  bouse  together. 

Bel.  I’ll  keep  bounds  first; 

And  those  I hate  right  heartily. 

Pinac.  I go  for  Turky ; 

And  so  it  may  be  up  into  Persia. 

1a/.  We  cannot  know  too  much;  I’ll  tra* 
vcl  with  you. 

Pinac.  And  you’ll  abuse  me  ? 

IM.  Like  enough. 

Pinac.  Tis  dainty  ! 

Bel.  I will  live  «n  a bawdy-house. 

Bits.  I dare  come  to  you. 

Bel.  Say,  I’m  dispos’d  to  hang  myself? 
Jlits.  There  I’ll  leave  you. 

Be/.  1 am  glad  1 know  how  to  avoid  you. 
Mir.  May  1 speak  yet? 

Fuc.  She  beckons  to  you.  [pence, 

Mtr.  Lady,  I could  wish  I knew*  to  recoin* 
Even  with  the  service  of  my  life,  those  pains. 
And  those  high  favours  you  have  thrown 
upon  me : 

’Till  I he  more  dcsertful  in  yonr  eye,  [you, 
And  ’till  my  duty  shall  make  known  I honour 
Noblest  of  women,  do  me  but  this  favour 
1 o accept  this  hack  again,  as  a poor  testimony. 
Ori.  I must  have  you  too  with ’em;  else 
the  will,  [fring’d/  sir ; 

That  says  they  must  rest  with  you,  is  in- 
Wliich,  pardon  me,  I dare  not  do. 

Mir.  Take  me  then ; 

And  take  me  with  the  truest  love. 

Ori.  ’Tis  certain. 

My  brother  lov’d  you  dcarlv,  and  I might 
As  dearly  to  preserve  that  love  : Hut,  sir 
Tl>o*  I were  willing,  these  are  but  your  cere- 
monies. 

Mir.  As  I have  life,  I speak  my  soul  • 

On.  I like  you  : [monr. 

Hut  liow  you  can  like  me,  without  I’ve  testi- 

A stranger  to  you 

Mir.  I’ll  marry  you  immediately; 

A fair  state  I dare  promise  you. 

Be/.  Yet  she'll  cozen  thee. 

Ori.  ’Would  some  fair  gentleman  durst 
promise  for  you ! 

Mu\  By  all  that’s  good 

Fnfer  1m  Lustre,  iXantolct,  Luaicr.  arid  De 
Ourd. 

All.  And  we’ll  make  up  the  rest,  lndv. 
Ori.  Then,  Oriuuu  takes  you.  Nav,  she  has 
caught  you ! 

If  you  start  now,  let  all  the  world  cry  slmme 
on  you ! 

I have  uut-travell’d'yoo. 

lit/.  Did  not  1 say  she  would  theat  thee? 
Mir.  I thank  you  ! I am  pleas’d  you  have 
deceiv’d  me, 

And  willingly  1 swallow  it,  and  joy  in't: 

And  yet,  perhaps,  I know  you.  Whose  plot 
was  this  ? 


*•  1 hope  they  citnuolJh.il  me.]  So  all  former  editions. 
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Act.  5,  Scene  6.] 

Lug.  lie’s  notaslinra’d  that  cast  it;  lie  that 
executed, 

Follow’d  your  father*#  will. 

Mir.  What  a world’s  this! 

Nothing  hut  craft  and  cozenage  ? 

Ori.  Who  begun,  sir  ? 

Mir.  Well;  I do  take  thee  upon  mere 
compassion ; [many. 

And  I do  think  l shall  love  thee.  As  a testi- 
1*11  bum  my  book,  and  turn  a new  leaf  over. 
But  these  tine  cloaths  you  shall  wear  still. 
Ori.  [ obey  you,  sir,  in  all. 

Nant.  And  how,  how,  daughters?  What 
say  you  to  these  gentlemen  ? 

What  say  ye,  gentlemen,  to  the  girls  ? 

Pinac.  By  my  troth — if  she  can  love  me. 
Lit.  IIow  long? 

Pinac.  Nay,  if  once  you  Iqve 

Lil.  Then  take  me. 

And  take  your  chance. 

Pinac.  Most  willingly ! You  are  mine,  lady; 
And  if  I use  you  not,  that  you  may  love  me — 
Lil.  A match,  i*  faith. 

Pinac.  Why,  now  you  travel  with  me* 

Rot.  IIow  that  thing  stands ! 


20* 

/ 

Bel.  It  will,  if  you  urge  it*'. 

Bless  your  live  wits! 

Rt*.  Nay,  pritiicc  stay ; I’ll  have  thee. 
Bel.  You  must  ask  me  leave  first. 

Rot.  Wilt  thou  use  me  kindly, 

And  beat  me  but  once  a week  r 
Bel.  If  you  deserve  no  more. 

R»s.  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  child? 
Bel.  Dost  thou  ask  me  seriously  ? 

Rot.  Yes,  indeed  do  I. 

Bel.  Yes,  1 will  get  thee  with  child.  Com# 
presently, 

An*t  be  but  in  reyenge,  I’ll  do  thee  that  cour- 
tesy. f thee ! 

Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me,  have  at 
Rot.  I’ll  love  you,  and  1*11  honour  you. 
Bel.  I am  pleas’d  then. 

Mir.  This  Wild-Goose  Chase  is  done ; we 
have  won  o’  both  sides. 

Brother,  your  love,  and  now  to  church  of 
all  hands; 

Let’s  lose  no  time. 

Pinac.  Our  travelling  lay  by. 

Bel.  No  more  for  Italy;  for  the  Low 
Countries,  Is*.  [Exeunt  omues. 


THE  WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 


*»  Bell.  It  zcillf  if  ye  urge  *fj  The  want  of  a negative  makes  Bcllcur  say  just  the  contrary 
to  what  he  dcsjgned, 

* It  will  not  if ye  urge  it.*  Sympton. 

The  insertion  of  the  negative  reverses  what  the  Poets  most  clearly  intended  to  say. 

53 lay  by. 

Bell.  No  more  for  Italyffor  the  Low-Count  rics.]  The  reading  which  the  present  edition 
exhibits  is  Mr.  Theobald’s,  and  a happy  one  it  is,  as  it  both  completes  the  sense,  and  keeps 
up  the  solemn  custom  of  not  only  the  pfav-wrights  of  our  Authors,  but  these  of  our  present 
time,  viz.  of  making  each  drama  conclude  in  a jingle.  Sympton. 

A strong  reason  for  supposing  the  I was  lost  at  the  press,  is,  that  the  first  edition  has  a 
loinma  at  the  end  of  this  play, 

« . for  the  Low  Countries,' 
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A WIFE  FOR  A MONTH 

A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


Tb6  Commendatory  Verses  by  Ghrdiner  ascribe  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher;  and  the  Pro- 
logue speaks  of  the  Author  in  the  singular  number.  It  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of 
1047.  We  do  not  know  that  it  ever  received  any  alterations ; nor  has  it  been  performed  in 
the  course  of  many  years  past.  And  indeed,  notwithstanding  the  noble  (lights  of  poetry 
w ith  which  this  Tragi-Comedy  abounds,  the  subject  is  of  such  a nature  as  must  necessa- 
rily preclude  its  representation  on  the  modem  theatre. 


PROLOGUE. 


You’re  welcome,  gentlemen  j and  ’would  our 
feast 

Were  so  well  season’d,  to  please  cv’ry  guest ! 
Ingenuous  appetites,  I hope  we  shall, 

And  their  examples  may  prevail  in  all. 

Our  noble  friend,  who  writ  this,  hid  me  say, 
He’d  rather  dress,  upon  a triumph-day,  ftoo, 
My  lord-mayor’s  feast,  and  make  him  sauces 
Sauce  for  each  sev’ral  mouth,  nay  further  go, 
He’d  rather  build  up  those  invincible  pies 
And  castle-custards  that  affright  all  eyes, 


Nny  eat  ’em  all  and  their  artillery, 

Than  dress  Ibr  such  a curious  company 
One  single  dish:  Yet  he  has  pleas'd  ye  too, 
And  you've  confess’d  he  knew  well  what  td 
do : i 

Be  hlmgry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring 
Sharp  stomachs  to  the  stories  he  shall  sing, 
And  he  dart:  yet,  he  says,  prepare  a table 
Shall  make  you  sny,  Well  dreal,  and  he  well 
able; 


PERSONS 

Alphonso,  King  of  Nagle*. 

FREDERICK,  Brother  to  Alphonso,  and  Usur- 
per of  his  Kingdom. 

Sorano,  a Lord , Brother  to  Evan  the,  Fre- 
de rick's  Instrument. 

Valerio,  u liable  young  ljOrdyStrount j uflcr- 
vurd  married  to  El  ant  he. 

Camillo,  ) 

Cleantiies,>  Three  honest  Court  Jjords. 

Menallo,  ) 

Rugio,  an  honest  Lord,  Friend  to  Alphonso. 

Marco,  a Friar,  Alphonso' s Friend. 

PodliaMi),  a necessary  Creature  to  Sorano. 

SCENE. 


REPRESENTED. 

Tony,  Frederick's  knavish  Fool. 
Castruccio,  Captain  of  the  Citadel , an  ho- 
nest Man. 

Cupid  and  Graces,  with  other  Masques. 
Lawyer. — Physician. — Captain.— (Jut  purse. 
Citizens  find  Attendants. 

Queen,  Wife  to  Frederick , a virtuous  Ixidy. 
Evan  THE,  Sister  to  Sorano , the  chaste  Wife 
of  Valerio ; or  A Wife  for  a Month. 
Cassandra,  an  old  Bawd,  Waiting-woman 
to  Evunthe. 

Ladas , and  City  Wives. 

Naples. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Frederick , Sorano,1  Valerio , Camillo , 
Cleanthes,  Menallo,  and  attendants. 
Sorano.  Vl^ILL  your  Grace  speak  ? 

’ ’ Fred.  Let  me  alone,  Sorano : 


Altlio'  tny  thoughts  seem  sad,  they’re  weh 
come  to  me.  [wishes, 

Sor.  You  know  I’m  priratc  as  your  secret 
Ready  to  (ling  ray  soul  upon  your  service 
Err  your  command  be  on’L 
Fred.  Bid  those  depart. 


* Ready  tojling  my  soul,  &c.]  Sorano’s  readiness  to  assist  his  master’s  amours  is  equal  toi 
and  as  infamous  as,  that  of  Puudorus,  in  Shakespeare's  Troilus  aud  Cressida.  B. 
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A WIFE  FOR  A MONTH. 


ais 

Sor.  You  must  retire,  my  lords. 

Cam.  What  new  design 
Is  hammering  in  his  head  now  ? ' 

Cle.  Let’s  pray  heartily  fold, 

None  of  our  heads  meet  with’t:  My  wife’s 
That's  all  my  comfort. 

Men.  Mine’s  ugly,  that  I am  sure  on, 
And  I think  honest  too;  'twould  make  ine 
start  else.  [fever, 

Cam.  Mine’s  troubled  in  the  country  with  a 
And  some  few  infirmities  else,  lie  looks 
again;  [business9, 

Come,  let’s  retire:  Certain  ’lissome  she* 
This  new  lord’s  employ’d.  [Exeunt  lord s. 

Vul.  1*11  not  be  lar  off, 

Because  I doubt  the  cause.  [ Retires . 

Fred.  Are  they  all  gone? 

* Sor.  All  but  your  faithful  servant 
Fred.  I would  tell  thee, 

But  *tis  a tiling  thou  canst  not  like. 

Sor.  ’Pray  you  speak  it : 

Is  it  my  head?  I have  it  ready  for  you,  sir: 
Is’t  any  action  in  my  power?  my  wit? 

1 care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  follows. 
Fred.  I am  in  lore. 

.Sor.  That’s  the  least  thing  of  a thousand, 
The  easiest  to  atchieve. 

Fred.  Bnt  with  whom,  Sorano? 

Sor.  With  whom  you  please,  you  must  not 
be  denied,  sir. 

Fred.  Say,  it  be  with  one  of  thy  kinswomen? 
Sor.  Say,  with  all; 

I shall  more  love  your  Grace,  I shall  more 
honour  you  ; [sure ! 

And  ’would  l had  enough  to  serve  yourplea- 
Fred.  Why,  ’us  thy  sister  then,  the  fair 
Evan  the ; 

I’ll  be  plain  with  thee. 

<$sr.  I’ll  be  as  plain  with  you,  sir; 

She  brought  not  her  perfections  to  the  world. 
To  lock  them  in  a case,  or  hang  ’em  by  her; 
The  use  is  all  she  breeds  ’em  for ; she’s  yours, 
Fred.  Dost  thou  mean  seriously  ? ’ [sir. 

Sor.  I mean  my  sister ; [yours. 

And  if  I had  a dozen  more,  they  were  all 
Some  aunts  I have,  they  have  been  handsome 
women ; [cousins. 

Mj  mother’s  dead  indeed ; and  some  few 
That  are  now  shooting  up,  we  shall  see  shortly. 
Fred.  No;  ’tis  Evan  the. 

Sor.  I’ve  sent  my  man  unto  her, 

Upon  some  business  to  come  presently 


[Act  ii  Scene  1. 

Hither  she  shall  come ; your  Grace  dare  speak 
unto  her?  [sir, 

Large  golden  promises,  and  sweet  language/ 
You  know  what  they  work  ; she’s  a complete 
Besides,  I’ll  w?t  in.  [courtier  i 

Fred.  She  waits  upon  my  queen  i 
What  jealousy  and  anger  may  arise, 

Incensing  her- 

Sor.  You  have  a good  sweet  lady, 

A woman  of  so  even  and  still  a temper, 

She  know’s  not  anger:  Say,  she  were  a fury/ 
I’d  thought  you  bad  been  absolute,  the  great 
king,  [pleasures, 

The  fountain  of  all  honours,  plare«,  and 
Your  will  and  your  commands  unbounded 
also : 

Go,  get  a pair  of  beads  and  learn  to  pray,  sir. 
Enter  Servant. 

Srrv.  My  lord,  your  servant  stays. 

Sor.  Bin  him  come  hither, 

And  bring  the  lady  with  him.  Sere. 

Fred.  I will  wooe  her; 

And  either  lose  myself,  or  win  her  favour. 
Sor.  She’s  coming  in. 

Fred.  Thy  eyes  shoot  thro’  the  door; 
They  are  so  piercing,  that  the  beams  they  dart 
Give  new-  light  to  the  room  ! 

Enter  Podramo  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Whither  dost  thou  go? 

This  is  the  king’s  side,  and  his  private  lodgings; 
What  business  have  I here? 

Pod.  My  lord  sent  for  you.  [mistaken! 
Evan.  1 J is  lodgings  are  below;  you  are 
We  left  them  at  the  stair-foot. 

Pod.  Good  sweet  madam  ! 

Evan.  I atn  no  counsellor,  nor  important 
suitor,  . [chambers, 

Nor  have  no  private  business  thro*  these 
To  seek  him  this  way.  O'  my  life,  thou’rt 
drunk,  [hither 

Or  worse  than  drunk,  hir’d  to  convey  me 
To  some  base  end  ! Now  I look  on  thee  better, 
i hou  hast  u bawdy  face,  and  1 abhor  thee, 
A beastly  bawdy  face  ! I'll  go  no  further. 
Sor.  Nay,  shrink  not  back;  indeed  you 
shall,  good  sister. 

Why  do  you  blush  ? the  good  king  will  not 
lie  houours  you,  and  loves  you.  [hurt  you  ; 
Evan.  Is  this  the  business?  ’ fat, 

Sor.  Yes,  and  the  best  you  ever  will  arrive 
If  you  be  wise. 


■ Certain  ’ tit  some  shc-business , 

Ibis  nae  lord s employ'd.]  Mr.  Sympson,  without  authority,  or  notice,  reads, 

* This  new  lord’s  employ’d  in;’ 

which  proves  he  did  not  understand  the  Poet.  Cainillo,  a good  man,  is  intended  to  say/ 
9 Certainly  tis  some  illicit  amour,  as  this  [bad]  lord  is  employed.’  J.  N. 

3 presently 

Hither,  sire  skull  coma  j Hither,  i.  e.  into  your  apartments.  But  Sorano  could  not  say 
that  he  had  sentjur  her  to  come  thither.  The  comma  therefore  should  be,  as  1 have  put  it, 
after  presently.  Sympson . 

Either  reading  comes  to  the  same  thing. 

* The  fountain  of  all  honours,  play*  undpluuurciA  Tt*  wiotion  in  the  test  •»  proposed 
by  Mr.  Sympson.  r r 
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Act  1.  Settle  1.] 

Evan.  My  father  was  no  hawd,  sir, 

Nor  of  that  worshipful  stock,  as  1 remember. 
Sar.  You  are  a fool ! 

F.xan . You’re  that  I shame  to  tell  you  ! 
Fred . Gentle  Evanthe  ! 

Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  sir. 

Is  well  and  mcrrv,  Heav'n  be  thanked  for  it; 
And,  as  F think,  she  waits  you  in  the  garden. 

Fred.  lxt  her  wait  there ; 1 talk  not  of 
I talk  of  thee,  sweet  flower.  [her  garden; 

Evan.  Your  grace  is  pleasant, 

To  mistake  n nettle  for  a rose. 

Fred.  No  rose. 

Nor  lily,  nor  no  glorious  hyacinth, 

Are  of  that  sweetness,  whiteness,  tenderness, 
Softness,  and  satisfying  blessedness, 

As  iny  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Your  grace  speaks  very  feelingly: 

I would  not  be  a handsome  wench  in  your 
For  a new  gown.  [way,  sir, 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  handsomeness ; 

Nature  will  he  ashatu’d  to  frame  another 
Now  thou  art  made  ; th’  hast  robh’d  her  of 
her  cunning : 

Each  several  part  about  thee  is  a beauty. 
Sar.  D'you  hear  this,  sister? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  brother ! 

But  all  this  will  not  do. 

Fred.  But  love,  Evanthe, 

Thou  shalt  have  more  than  words,  wealth, 
Uv  tender  wench.  [ease,  and  honours, 
Evan.  lie  tender  of  my  credit,  [you. 
And  I shall  love  you,  sir,  and  I shall  honour 
Fred.  1 love  thee  to  enjoy  thee, my  Evanthe, 
To  give  thee  the  content  of  love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  sir,  [way, 

You  are  too  fleet:  1 have  some  business  tins 
Your  Grace  can  ne’er  content. 

,S or.  You  stubborn  toy  ! 

Evan.  Good  my  lord  Bawd,  I thank  you  ! 
Fred.  Thou  shalt  not  go.  Believe  me, 
sweet  Evanthe, 

So  high  I will  advance  thee  for  this  favour, 
So  rich  and  potent  I will  raise  thy  fortune, 

And  thy  friends  mighty 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace,  be  patient; 

1 shall  make  the  worst  honourable  wench 
that  ever  wafc, 

Shame  your  discretion,  and  your  choice. 
Fred:  Thou  shalt  not.  [glorious, 

Evan.  Shall  I be  rich,  do  you  sav,  and 
And  shine  above  the  rest,  and  scorn  uli  beau- 
And  mighty  in  command  ? [tics, 

Fred.  Tliou  shall  he  any  tiring. 

Evan.  Let  me  be  honest  too,  and  then  1*11 
thank  you.  f 

Have  you  not  such  a title  to  bestow  too  ? 

If  I prove  otherwise,  I’d  know  but  tins,  sir; 
Can  all  the  power  you  have,  or  all  the  riches. 


<1$ 

But  tie  men’s  tongues  up  from  discoursing 
of  me, 

Their  eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  folly, 
Time  that  shall  coiuc,  from  wond’ring  at  my 
impudence,  [curses? 

1 And  they  that  read  my  wanton  life,  from 
Can  you  do  this  ? hnve  you  thismugick  m you  ? 
This  is  not  in  your  power,  tho*  you  he  a 
prince,  sir, 

No  more  than  evil  is  in  holy  angels. 

Nor  I,  I hope.  Get  wantonness  confirm’d 
By  act  of  parliament  an  honesty, 

And  so  receiv’d  by  all,  I’ll  hearken  to  vou. 
Heav’n  guide  your  Grace  ! 

Fred.  Evanthe,  stay  a little ! 

I’ll  no  more  wautonnc&s;  I’ll  marry  thee. 
Evan.  What  shall  the  Queen  do? 

Fred.  I’ll  be  divorc’d  from  hen  < 

Evan.  Can  you  tell  why?  What  has  she 
done  uguinst  you  ? [son  ? 

Has  she  contriv’d  a treason  ’gainst  your  per- 
Abus’d  your  bed  ? Does  disobedience  urge 
Fred.  That’s  all  one  ; 'tis  my  will,  [you? 
Evan.  Tis  a most  wicked  one, 

A most  absurd  one,  and  will  shew  a monster! 
I’»l  rather  be  u whore,  and  with  less  sin/ 

To  your  present  lust,  thuu  queen  to  your  in- 
justice. 

Yours  is  no  lore,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it, 
Nor  has  no  taste  of  fair  ntfertion  in  it. 

Some  hellish  flame  abuses  your  fair  body, 

And  hellish  furies  blow  it.  Look  behind  you: 
Divorce  you  from  a woman  of  her  beauty. 

Of  her  integrity,  her  piety, 

Her  love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  you, 

Her  chaste  and  virtuous  love?  arc  these  fit 
Causes?  [you? 

What  will  you  do  to  inc,  when  I have  cloy’d 
You  may  tiud  time  out  in  eternity. 

Deceit  and  violence  in  hcav’nly  justice. 

Life  in  the  grave,  and  death  among  the  bless’d,  ' 

Ere  stain  or  brack  in  her  sweet  reputation. 
Sor.  You’ve  fool’d  enough;  be  wise  now, 
and  a woman ! 

You've  shewed  a modesty  sufficient. 

If  not  too  much,  for  court. 

Evan.  You've  shew’d  an  impudence 
A more  experienc’d  hawd  would  blush  and 
| You’ll  iriakc  my  kindred  miglity  ? [shake  nt ! 
Fred.  ’Prithee  hear  ine  ! 

Even.  I do,  sir,  and  I count  it  a great  offer. 
Fred.  Any  of  thine.  [nour  on  them, 
Evan.  ’1  is  like  enough  you  inrty  clap  ho- 
But  how  ’twill  sit,  and  how  men  will  adore  it. 

Is  still  the  question.  I’ll  tell  you  what  they’ll 
say,  sir,  [too  ; 

What  the  report  will  be,  and  ’twill  be  true, 
(And  it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your 
master®!) 


A wife  for  a Month. 


® And  it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your  master.]  Who  was  Frederick’s  master?  Preferment 
had  been  promised  to  her  kindred,  bv  whom  her  brother  Sorano  is  chiefly  ii^endcd,  who  was 
pandar  and  minister  of  Frederick’s  lusts.  I read  therefore, 

* And  it  must  needs  be  comfort  to  your  minister Seward. 

Undoubtedly,  Evanthe  turns  to  Sorano,  and  addresses  this  line  to  him.  J.  N. 


Digitized  by  Google 


•i  14 


A WIFE  FOR  A MONTIE 


1 These  arc  the  issues  of  her  impudence.’ 

I’ll  tell  your  Grace,  so  dear  I hold  the  queen, 
So  dear  tlint  honour  that  she  nurs’d  me  up  in, 
I’d  first  take  to  me,  for  iny  lust,  a Moor, 

One  of  your  galley-slaves,  that  cold  and 
hunger, 

Decrcpid  misery,  had  made  a mock-inau, 
Than  be  your  queen  ! 

Fred.  You’re  bravely  resolute. 

Evan.  I’d  rather  be  n leper,  and  be  shunn'd. 
And  die  by  pieces,  rot  into  my  grave. 
Leaving  no  memory  behind  to  know  me, 
Than  be  a high  whore  to  eternity  ! 

Fred.  You  have  another  gamester,  I per- 
ceive by  ye  ; 

You  durst  not  slight  me- else. 

Sor.  I’ll  find  him  out ; [him  ; 

T4»o'  he  lie  next  thy  heart  hid,  I’ll  discover 
And,  ye  proud  peat,  I’ll  make  you  eurseyour 
insolence!  [lleav’n, 

Vnl.  Tongue  of  an  angel,  and  the  truth  of 
llow  am  I blest!  [ Exit. 

Sttr.  Podramo,  go  in  haste  f well) 

To  n»y  sister’s  gentlewoman;  (you  know  her 
And  bid  her  send  her  mistress  presently 
The  lesser  cabinet  she  keeps  her  letters  in, 
And  such-like  toys,  and  bring  it  to  me  in- 
stantly. Away  ! 

Pod.  I’m  gone.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Queen , teith  luo  lad  Us. 

Sor.  The  Queen ! 

Fred.  Let's  quit  the  place ; she  may  grow 
jealous.  [Exeunt  Fred,  and  Ammo. 
Queen.  So  suddenly  departed  ! wiiat’s  the 
reason  ? 

Does  my  approach  displease  his  Grace  ? are 
my  eyes 

So  hateful  to  him  ? or  my  conversation 
Infected,  that  he  flies  me?  Fair  Evanthe  ! 
Arc  you  there?  then  I see  his  shame. 

Ewn.  Tis  true,  madam, 

T has  pleased  his  goodness  to  be  pleasant 
with  me. 

Queen.  Tis  strange  to  find  thy  modesty  in 
this  place!  [hnu? 

Docs  the  king  offer  fair?  does  thy  face  take 
Ne’er  blush,  Evanthe,  ’tis  a very  sweet  one. 
Does  he  rain  gold,  and  precious  promises, 
Into  thy  lap?  will  he  advance  thy  fortunes? 
Shalt  thou  be  mighty,  wench? 

Eton.  Never  mock,  madam  ; 

Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented, 

At  least  reveng’d.  I can  be  mighty.  Indy, 
And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great  us  you 
Queen.  He’ll  marry  thee?  [are. 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a queen,  madam? 
Queen.  Tis  true,  Evanthe,  'tis a brave  am- 
bition, 

A golden  dream,  that  may  delude  a good  mind.  . 
What  shall  become  of  me? 

Evan.  You  must  learn  to  pray; 

Your  age  and  honour  will  become  a nunnery. 
Queen.  Wilt  thou  remember  me  ? 

[Weeps. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 

Event.  She  weeps ! — Sweet  lady. 

Upon  my  knees  I 119k  your  sacred  pardon, 
For  my  rude  boldness;  aud  know,  my  sweet 
mistress, 

If  e’er  there  were  ambition  in  Evanthe, 

It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  duties. 

Tis  true  I have  been  tempted  by  the  kingj 
And  with  no  few  and  potent  charms,  to  wrong 
ye,  / 

To  violate  the  chaste  joys  of  your  bed  ; 

And,  those  not  taking  hold,  to  usurp  your 
state : 

Rut  she  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ve, 
And  daily  fed  upon  your  virtuous  precepts, 
Still  growing  strong  by  cxumplc  of  your  good* 
ness,  * 

Having  no  errant  motion  from  obedience, 
Flies  from  these  vanities,  as  mere  illusions, 
And,  arm’d  with  honesty,  defies  all  promises! 
In  token  of  this  truth,  J lav  my  life  down 
Under  your  sacred  foot,  to  do  you  service. 
Queen.  Rise,  my  true  friend,  thou  virtuous 
bud  of  beauty  ! frish  ! 

Thou  virgins'  honour,  sweetly  blow  ana  flou- 
And  that  rude  nipping  wind  that  seeks  to 
blast  thee. 

Or  taint  thy  root,  be  curs’d  to  all  posterity ! 
To  my  protection  from  this  hour  I take  ye; 

Yes,  and  the  king  shall  know 

Evan.  Give  his  heat  way,  madam. 

And  ’twill  go  out  again;  he  may  forget  all. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Camilla , Cleunthcs , and  Menallo. 
Cam.  What  have  we  to  do  with  the  times  ? 
we  can’t  cure  ’em.  [surfeits, 

Let  ’em  go  on  : When  they  ore  swoln  with 
They’ll  burst  ami  stink ; then  all  the  world 
shall  smell  'em. 

Clc.  A man  may  live  a bawd,  and  be  an 
honest  man. 

Men.  Yes,  and  a wise  man  too;  it  is  n 
virtuous  calling. 

Cam.  To  his  own  wife  especially,  or  to  his 
sister, 

The  nearer  to  his  own  blood,  still  the  honester: 
There  want  such  honest  men ; ’would  we  had 
more  of  ’em ! 

Men.  To  be  a villain  is  no  such  rude  matter. 
Cum.  No,  if  he  be  a neat  one, and  a perfect ; 
Art  makes  all  excellent.  What  is  it, gc  ntleincn, 
In  a good  cause  to  kill  a dozen  coxcombs, 

I hat  blunt  rude  felloe **  call  good  patriots? 
Nothing,  nor  ne'er  look’d  after. 

Men.  Tis  e’en  as  much, 

As  easy  too,  as  honest,  and  as  cU*ar, 

To  ravish  matrons,  and  dcflowercoy  wenches  r 
But  here:  they  arc  so  willing, ’tis  a compliment. 
C/e.  To  pull  dowu  churches  with  preteu- 
sion  fitciir; 

To  build ’em  fairer,  maybe  done  with  bo- 
And  all  this  time  believe  no  God. 

Cam.  I tiiink  so  ; 

Tjs  faith  enough  if  they  name  him  in  their 
angers, 
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Act  t.  Scene  1.] 

Or  on  their  rotten  tombs  i engrave  an  angel. 
Well,  brave  Alphonso,  how  happy  had  we 
If  thou  hadst  reign’d  ! [been, 

Men.  'Would  1 had  his  disease, 

Tied,  like  a leprosy,  to  my  posterity, 

So  he  were  ris^iit  again  ! 

Clc.  What  i*  his  malady  ? 

Cam.  Nothing  but  sad  and  silent  melan- 
choly, 

Laden  with  griefs  and  thoughts,  no  mail 
knows  why  neither. 

The  good  Brandino,  father  to  the  princes*, 
Used  all  the  art  and  industry  that  might  be, 
To  free  Alphonso  from  tins  dull  calamity, 
Aud  seat  him  in  his  rule;  he  was  his  eldest, 
And  noblest  too,  had  not  fair  Nature  stopt  in 
him. 

For  which  cause  this  was  chosen  to  inherit, 
Frederick  the  younger. 

Ctc.  Does  he  use  his  brother 
With  that  respect  and  honour  that  befits  him  ? 

Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend. 
To  give  more  ease  and  comfort  to  his  sick  ness; 
But  he  has  honest  servants,  the  grave  Kugiu, 
And  friar  Marco,  that  wait  upon  his  person, 
And  in  a monastery  he  lives.  * 

Men.  Tis  full  of  sadness. 

To  see  him  w hen  he  comes  to  his  father's  tomb, 
(As  once  a day  that  is  his  pilgrimage, 

Whilst  in  devotion  t he  choir  sings  uu  anthem) 
How  piously  he  kneels,  and,  like  a virgin 
That  some  cross  fate  hrul  cozen'd  of  her  love, 
Weeps  ’till  the  stubborn  marble  sweats  with 
pity, 

And  to  his  groans  the  whole  choir  bears  a 
chorus ! 

Enter  Frederick , Sorano  with  the  cabinet , and 
Podramo. 

Cum.  So  do  I too.  The  king,  with  his  con- 
trivers ! 

This  is  no  place  for  us.  [Exeunt  turds. 

Fred.  This  is  a jewel ! 

Lay  it  aside.  What  paper’s  that? 

Pod.  A letter ; 

But  ’tis  a woman’s,  sir,  I know  by  the  hand. 
And  the  false  orthography;  they  write  old 
Saxon. 

Fred.  May -be  her  ghostly  mother’s  that 
instructs  her* 

Sor.  No,  ’tis  n cousin's,  and  came  up  with 
a great  cake. 

Fred.  What’s  that? 

Sor.  A pair  of  gloves  the  duchess  gave  her ; 
For  so  the  outside  says. 

Fred.  That  other  paper? 

Sor.  A charm  for  the  tooth-ach ; here’s  no- 
thing but  saints  and  crosses. 

Fred.  Look  in  that  box ; methinks,  that 
should  hold  secrets. 


Pod.  Tis  paint,  and  curls  of  hair ; she 

'gins  to  exercise. 

A glass  of  water  too;  I would  fain  taste  it, 
But  1 am  wickedly  afraid  ’twill sdcncc  me; 
Never  a conduit-pipe  to  convey  this  water  ? 
Sor.  These  are  all  rings,  deuths’-hcads,  and 
such  memento’s , 

Htr  grandmother  and  worm-eaten  aunts  left 
to  her. 

To  tell  her  wliat  her  beauty  must  arrive  at. 
Fed.  That,  that? 

Pod.  They’re  written  songs,  sir,  to  provoke 
young  ladies. 

Lord,  here’s  a prayer-book  ! bow  these  agree  ! 
Here’s  a strange  union  ! 

Sor.  Ever  by  a surfeit 
Yon  have  a julep  set,  to  cool  the  patient. 
Fred.  Those,  those  ? * 

Sor.  They're  verses : ‘ To  the  blest  Evanthe.* 
Fred.  Those  inay  discover. 

Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

TO  TIIE  BLEST  EVANTHE. 

Let  those  complain  that  feci  Love’s  cruelty. 
And  in  sad  legends  write  their  wots; 

With  roses  gently  h’iias  corrected  me, 

My  war  is  without  rage  or  blows: 

My  mistress*  eyes  shine  fair  on  mv  desires, 
And  hope  springs  up  inflam'd  with  her  new 
tires. 

No  more  an  exile  will  I dwell. 

With  folded  arms,  and  sighs  all  day, 
Reck’ning  the  torments  of  iny  hell, 

And  fhuging  my  sweet  joys  away: 

I am  call’d  home  again  to  quiet  peace, 

My  mistress  smiles,  and  all  my  sorrows  cease. 
Yet  what  is  living  in  her  eye, 

Or  being  blest  w ith  her  sweet  tongue, 
If  these  no  other  joys  imply? 

A golden  gyve  ?,  a pleasing  wrong: 

To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month,  I’d 
give  [lire ! 

My  youth,  my  fortune,  and  then  leave  to 

Fred.  This  is  my  rival;  that  I knew  the 
hand  now ! 

Sor.  i know  it,  I have  seen  it;  'tis  Valerio’s, 
That  hoyeful  gentleman’s  that  was  brought  up 
With  you,  and,  by  your  charge,  nourish’d 
and  fed 

At  the  same  table,  with  the  same  allowance. 

Fred . And  all  this  courtesy  to  ruin  me  ? 
Cross  my  desires  ? U’had  better  have  fed 
humblier. 

And  stood  at  greater  distance  from  my  fury  ! 
Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  instantly. 
Whilst  my  impatient  heart  swells  high  with 
ciioler ! 

Better  have  lov’d  Despair,  and  safer  kiss’d 
her  ! [Esetmt  Sorano  and  Podramo. 


1 Or  on  their  rotten  tombs  engrave  an  angel.]  Mr.  Sympson  wishes  to  read  * o'er  their 
rotten  bones ; ' but  we  see  no  need  of  change. 

* father  to  the  princess.]  Altered  in  1750. 

• Cyvc.]  See  note  38  on  Beggars’  Bush. 
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[Act  t.  Scene  1, 


Enter  Evonthe  find  Catsandra. 


Evan.  Thou  old  weak  fool ! dost  thou 
know  to  what  end. 

To  what  betraying  end,  he  got  this  casket? 
Durst  thou  deliver  him,  without  niv  ring. 

Or  a command  from  mine  own  mouth,  that 
cabinet 

That  holds  my  heart  ? You  unconsid'ratc  ass, 
You  brainless  itliut! 

('as.  1 saw  you  go  with  him, 

At  the  first  word  commit  your  person  to  him, 
And  make  no  scruple;  he's  your  brother's 
gentleman. 

And.  for  any  thing  I know,  an  honest  man  ; 
And  might  not  I upon  the  same  security 
Deliver  him  a box  ? 


Evan.  A bottle- head ! 

End.  Y'ou  shall  have  cause  to  chafe,  a?  I 
will  handle  it.  [pirates, 

Evan.  I’d  rather  til"  liadst  deliver’d  me  to 
Betray’d  me  to  uncurable  diseases, 

Hung’ up  my  picture  in  n market-place 
And  sold  me  to  vile  bawds11! 

Cat.  As  I take  it,  madam, 

Your  maidenhead  lies  not  in  that  eabinrt ; 
Y’ou  have  acloser,  and  you  keep  the  key  too: 
Why  are  you  vex'd  thus? 

Evan.  I could  curse  thee  wickedly. 

And  wish  thee  more  deform'd  than  age  can 
make  thee  ! 

Perpetual  hunger,  and  no  teeth  to  satisfy  it  >•, 
Wait  on  thee  still,  nor  sleep  he  found  to  case 
it!  [palsy 

Those  hands  that  gave  the  caskc,  may  the 
For  ever  make  nnustful,  ev’n  to  feed  thee ! 
lying  winters,  that  thy  hones  may  turn  to 
icicles 

No  hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee  ! 

Is  thy  care  like  thy  body,  all  one  crookedness? 
How  scurvily  thou  criest  now  ! like  a drunk- 
ard ! 

I’ll  have  as  pure  tears  from  a dirty  spout. 
Du,  swear  thou  diJst  this  ignorantly,  swear 
it, 

Swear  and  be  damn’d,  thou  half  witch ! 


Cat.  These  are  fine  words  ! 

Weil,  madam,  madam ! 

Evan.  Tis  not  well,  thou  mummy  ! 

Tis  impudently,  basely  done,  thou  dirty 

Fred.  I las  your  young  sartttity  done  railing, 
madam, 

Against  your  innocent  ’squire  ? Do  you  see 
this  sonnet. 

This  loving  script  ? d’you  know  from  w hence 
it  came  t«»o? 

Evan,  i do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure  and 
honest,  [lady, 

Fred.  You've  private  visitants,  my  noble 
That  in  sweet  numbers  court  your  goodly 
virtues, 

And  to  the  height  of  adoration. 

Evan.  Well,  sir. 

There's  neither  heresy  nor  treason  in  it. 
Fred.  A prince  may  beg  at  the  door,  whilst 
these  feast  with  ye ; 

A favour  or  a grace  ,a,  from  such  as  I am, 

Enter  Valerio  and  Podramo t 
Coarse  common  things — You’re  welcome! 

'Pray  come  near,  air; 

D’vou  know  this  paper? 

rat . I’m  betray  d ! — I do,  sir ; 

Tisminc,  iny  hand  and  heart.  If  I die  for 
her,  [me. 

I am  thy  martyr,  Love,  and  time  shall  honour 
Cat.  You  saucy  sir,  that  came  in  my  lady’s 
name 

For  her  gilt  cabinet,  you  cheating  sir  too, 
You  scurvy  usher,  with  ns  scurvy  legs. 

And  a worse  face,  thou  poor  base  hanging- 
bolder,  [mouth? 

How  durst  tliou  coine  to  me  with  a lie  in  thy 

An  impudent  lie 

Pod.  Ilolia,  good  Gill!  you  hobble. 

Cos.  A stinking  lie,  more  stinking  than  the 
teller?  [rascals 

To  play  the  pilfering  knave?  There  have  becq 
Drought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your 
worship,  [are  daily ; 

That  have  been  bang’d  for  less;  wliipt  there 
And  if  the  law  w ill  do  me  right 


10  Hung  tip  my  picture,  &c.]  This  seems  to  allude  to  a custom  which  formerly  was  frequent 
at  Naples,  of. hanging  up  the  pictures  of  the  most  celebrated  courtezans  in  the  public  parts 
of  the  town,  to  serve  as  directions  where  they  lived.  Sec  Mrs.  Bthn's  play  of  The  ltovcr, 
or  Banished  Cavaliers,  where  the  scene  is  laid  in  the  same  place.  R. 

a And  sold  me  to  wild  bawds.]  This  may  possibly  be  right;  but  had  any  of  the  copies  run 
thus, ' to  nld  bawds/  1 should  nave  made  no  scruple  to  prefer  it  as  better.  Sympson. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  Author's  writing  tilde,  which  word,  modernized,  is  vile. 
i»  Perpetual  hunger , and  no  teeth  to  satisfy  if.]  That  a person  may  be  perpetually  hungry 
whether  he  has  teeth  or  no  is  very  evidcut;  may  we  not  then  w ish  that,  instead  of  teeth , die 
Poets  had  wrote, 

* - — No  went  to  satisfy  it/  Sympson , 

*3  A favour  or  a grace  from  such  as  1 am, 

Coarse  common  things.’]  The  sense  here  is  easy  enough,  but  tbe  expression  labours.  I 
would  read, 

1 A favour  or  a grace,  for  such  as  I am 

* Coarse  common  things — Y'ou’re  welcome/  &C. 

t.  e.  such  coarse  common  things  as  I am  are  not  worthy  of  a grace,  Sympson . 

We  see  no  difficulty  here,  eidiet  of  sense  or  expression. 
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Act  S.  Scene  i.j 

Pod.  What  then,  old  maggot? 

Cot.  Thy  mother  was  carted  younger. — 
I’ll  have  thv  hide,  [whip 

Thy  mangy  hide,  embroider’d  with  a dog- 
As  it  is  now  with  potent  pox,  and  thicker. 
Fred.  Peace,  good  antiquity  1 I’ll  have  your 
bones  else 

Ground  into  gunpowder  to  shoot  at  cats  with. 
One  word  more,  and  1*11  blanch  thee  like  an 
almond : [ness 

There’s  no  such  cure  for  the  she-falling  sick- 
As  the  powder  of  a dried  bawd’s  skin.  Be 
silent! — [sir; 

You're  very  prodigal  of  your  sendee  here, 
Of  your  life  more,  it  seems. 

Vat.  I repent  neither ; 

Because,  your  Grace  shall  understand,  it 
, comes  [tion; 

From  the  best  part  of  love,  my  pure  aft'ec- 
And,  kindled  with  chaste  flame,  1 will  not  fly 
If  it  he  error  to  desire  to  marry,  [froui't. 
And  marry  her  tluit  sanctity  would  dote  on, 
I’ve  done  amiss ; if  it  be  n treason 
To  graft  my  soul  to  virtue,  and  to  grow  there, 
To  love  the  tree  that  hears  such  happiness, 
(Conceive  me,  sir;  this  fruit  was  ne’er  for- 
bidden) 

Nay,  to  desire  to  taste  too,  I am  traitol*. 

Had  you  but  plants  enough  of  tins  blest  tree, 
sir, 

Set  round  about  your  court,  to  beautify  it, 
Deaths  twice  so  many,  to  dismay  the  ap- 
proaches, [lovers. 

The  ground  would  scarce  yield  graves  to  noble 
Fred.  *Tis  well  maintain'd.  You  wish  nud 
pray  to  Fortune,  [prayers; 

Here  in  your  sonnet,  (and  she  has  heard  your 
So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own  undoing, 
Bui  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  Wife, 
Tho’at  the  expiring  of  that  time  you  die  for’t. 

Vul.  i could  wish  many,  many  ages,  sir; 
To  grow  ns  old  as  Time  in  her  embraces, 

If  Heav'n  would  grant  it,  and  you  smile  upon 
it : [perish. 

But  if  my  choice  were  two  hours,  and  then 
I would  not  pull  my  heart  hack. 

Fred . You’ve  your  wish  : 

Tomorrow  1 will  see  you  nobly  married  ; 
Your  Month  take  out  in  ail  content  and  plea- 
sure ; 


The  first  day  of  the  following  Month  you  dift 
for’t. 

Kneel  not!  not  all  your  prayers  can  divert 
me. — [lady ! 

Now  mark  your  sentence;  mark  it,  scornful 
If,  when  Valerio’s  dead,  within  twelve  hours, 
(For  that’s  your  latest  time)  you  find  not  out 
Another  husband,  on  the  same  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  die  yourself  too! 
Evan.  Now  you  are  merciful ! 1 thank 
yout  Grace ! 

Fred.  If,  when  you’re  married,  you  but 
seek  to  'scape 

Out  of  the  kingdom,  you,  or  she,  or  both, 

Or  to  infcct  men’s  minds  with  hot  common 
tions, 

You  die  both  instantly  f— -Will  you  love  mo 
now,  lady?  [you! 

Mv  talc  will  now  he  heard  ; but  now  I scorn 
[Exeunt  omnes  preetcr  Valerio  ar-.d  Front  fie. 
Evan.  Is  our  Fair  love,  our  honest,  our  en* 
Come  to  this  hazard?  [tire* 

Val.  Tis  a noble  one, 

And  I am  much  in  love  with  Malice  for  it; 
Envy  could  not  have  studied  me  a way, 

Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a path  to  Honour* 
Straighter  and  nobler,  if  she  had  her  eves. 
When  I have  once  enjoy'd  my  sweet  Kvanthe, 
And  blest  my  youth  with  her  most  denrern* 
braces, 

I’ve  done  my  journfcy  here,  my  day  is  out: 
All  that  the  world  has  else  is  foolery, 
Labour,  and  loss  of  time.  What  should  I livd 
for  ? [happy. 

Think  but  man’s  life  a Month,  and  we  ars 
I would  not  have  my  joys  grow  old  for  any 
thing : 

A Paradise,  as  thou  art,  my  Evanthe, 

Is  only  made  to  wonder  at  a little. 

Enough  for  human  eyes,  and  then  to  wander 
from.  [me ! 

Come,  do  not  weep,  Sweet;  you  dishonour 
Your  tears  and  griefs  but  question  my  ability* 
Whether  I dare  die.  Do  you  love  entirely? 
Erun.  You  know  I do. 

Val.  Then  grudge  not  my  felicity. 

Evan.  I'll  to  the  Queen. 

Vul.  Do  any  thing  that’s  honest; 

But,  if  you  sue  to  him,  in  death  I hath  you  ! 

[Exeunt  i 


embroider'd  with  a dog-whip, 

And  it  a &c.j  Mr.  Sympson,  without  giving  any  reason,  singly  furnishes  this  reading; 


ACT 

SCENE  t. 

Enter  Camille,  CUunlhts,  and  Menullo. 

Cam.  \A7  AS  there  ever  heard  of  such  a 
* * marriage? 

Men.  Marriage  and  hanging  go  by  destiny : 
*Tis  the  old  proverb;  now  they  loinc  together. 

Vox..  Ii.  u F 


ii. 

Cle.  But  a Mouth  married,  then  to  lose  his 
life  for’t  ? , fdiers. 

I’d  have  a long  Month  sure,  that  pays  the  sohi 

Enter  Tony,  with  an  urinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  ail  the  almanacks  burnt, (that 
were  a rare  trick) 
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And  have  no  Month  remember’d.  How  now. 
Whose  water  are  you  casting  ? [Tony  ? 

Tuny.  A sick  gentleman’s, 

Is  very  sick,  much  troubled  with  the  stone ; 
He  should  not  live  above  a Month,  by ’5  urine: 
About  St.  David’s  Day  •*  it  will  go  hard  with 
him ; [too. 

Hell  then  be  troubled  with  a pain  in  his  neck 

Men.  A pestilent  tool ! When  wilt  thou 
marry,  Tony? 

Tony.  When  I mean  to  be  hang’d  ; and  ’tis 
the  surer  contract.  [Valerio’s? 

C/e.  What  think  you  of  this  marriage  of 

Tony.  They  have  given  him  a hot  custard. 
And  mean  to  burn  his  mouth  with't.  Hud  1 
known 

He  had  hern  given  to  die  honourably,  [one, 
I would  have  help’d  him  to  a wench,  a rare 
Should  have  kill’d  him  in  three  weeks,  and 
sav’d  the  srntence. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  spar’d  ten 
days  of  that  too.  [virtues : 

Tony.  It  may  be  so;  you’ve  women  of  all 
There  be  some  guns  that  1 could  bring  him  to, 
Some  mortar-pieces  that  arc  plac’d  i’  th’ 
suburbs. 

Would  tear  him  into  quarters  in  two  hours; 
There  he  also  of  the  race  of  the  old  cock- 
atrices, [on  him. 

That  would  dispatch  him  with  once  looking 

Men.  What  Month  wouldst  thou  chusc, 
if  thou  hadst  the  like  fortune?  [Tony, 

Tony.  I would  chusc 

A mull’d  sack  Month,  to  comfort  my  belly ; 

for  sure  [end, 

Mv  back  would  akc  for  it;  and,  at  the  Month’s 
I’d  be  most  dismally  drunk,  and  scorn  the 
gallows. 

Men.  I would  chusc  March,  for  l would 
come  in  like  a lion. 

Tony.  But  you’d  go  out  like  a lamb,  when 
you  went  to  hanging. 

Com.  1 would  take  April,  take  the  sweet 
o’  th’  year. 

And  Jkiss  my  wcncli  upou  the  tender  flowrets, 
Tumble  on  every  green,  and,  us  the  birds 
sung, 

Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  soul  in  pleasure. 

Tony.  You’d  go  a-maying  gaily  to  the  gal- 

Cle.  '.Prithee  tell  us  some  news.  [lows. 

Tony.  I’ll  tell  ye  all  I know  : 

You  may  be  honest,  and  poor  fools,-  as  I am, 
And  blow  yonr  fingers’  ends. 

Cam.  That’s  no  news,  fool. 

Tony.  You  may  be  knaves  then  when  you 
please,  stark  knaves, 

And  build  fair  houses;  but  your  heirs  shall 
have  none  of  ’em. 

Men.  These  nre  undoubted. 

Tony.  Truth’s  not  worth  the  hearing  ! 

J ’ll  tell  you  news  then : There  was  a drunken 
sailor,  [a-milking, 

That  got  a mermaid  with-child  as  she  went 


[Act  i.  Scene  1 

And  now  she  sues  him  in  the  bawdy-court 
for't;  [street. 

The  infant  monster  is  brought  up  in  Fish- 
Cam  A v,  this  is  something!  [taken, 

Tony.  I'll  tell  you  more;  there  was  a fish 
A monstrous  fish,  with  a sword  by'»  side,  a 
long  sword,  [gun, 

A pike  in’s  neck,  and  a gun  in's  nose,  a huge 
And  letters  of  mart  in’s  mouth,  from  tbt 
duke  of  Florence. 
de.  This  is  a monstrous  lie ! 

Tony.  I do  confess  it: 

Do  you  think  I’d  tell  you  truths,  that  d$re 
not  hear  ’em  ? 

You’re  honest  things,  we  courtiers  scorn  to 
couvcrse  with.  [ Ent. 

Com.  A plag  uy  fool ! But  let’s  consider, 
gentlemen,  [sentence; 

Why  the  Queen  strives  not  to  oppose  this 
The  kingdom’s  honour  sorters  in  this  cruelty. 
Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  tho’  she  be 
\irtuous. 

Winks  at  the  marriage;  for  by  that  only  means 
The  king’s  flame  lessens  to  the  youthful  lady, 
ff  not  goes  out;  within  this  Mouth,  1 doubt 
not, 

She  hopes  to  rock  asleep  his  anger  also. 

Shall  we  go  see  the  preparation?  [wonder. 
’Tis  time,  for  strangers  come  to  view  the 
Cam.  Come,  let’s  awuy.  Send  mv  friends 
happier  weddings ! [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Queers  and  Evanthe. 

Queen.  You  shall  be  merry;  come,  I'M 
have  it  so : 

Can  there  be  any  nature  so  unnoble. 

Or  anger  so  inhuman,  to  pursue  this? 

Evan.  I fear  there  is. 

Queen.  Your  fears  are  poor  and  foolish. 
Thu’  he  be  hasty,  and  Ins  anger  death. 

His  will  like  torrents  not  to  he  resisted, 

Yet  law  mid  justice  go  along  to  guide  him; 
And  what  law,  or  what  justice,  can  lie  find 
To  justify  his  will?  what  act  or  statute. 

By  human  or  divine  establishment. 

Left  to  direct  us,  that  makes  marriage  death  f 
Honest  fair  wedlock?  Twas  given  for  en- 
crease, 

For  preservation  of  mankind,  I take  it ; 
lie  must  be  more  than  man  then  that  dart 
break  it. 

Come,  dress  you  handsomely ; you  shall  have 
my  jewels,  * ” [tune; 

And  put  a face  on  that  contemns  base  for- 
Twillmake  him  more  insult  to  see  you  fear- 
Outlook  his  anger.  [ful : 

Evun.  Oh,  my  Valerio  ! 

Be  witness,  mv  pure  mind,  ’tis  thee  I grieve 
for!  * [him 

Queen.  But  shew  it  not.  I would  so  crucify 
With  nil  innocent  neglect  of  what  he  can  do, 
A brave  strong  pious  scorn,  that  l would 
shake  him  1 


w This  Play  was  acted  about  the  tatter  end  of  Jauuary.  Theobald. 


Digitized  by  Goo< 
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Put  nil  the  wanton  Cupids  iu  thine  eyes, 

And  all  the  "races  on  that  nature  cave  thee; 
Mate  up  thy  beauty  to  that  height  of  excel- 
lence, 

(I'll  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee)  os  if  Venus 
Were  now  again  to  catrh  the  God  of  War, 
In  his  most  rugged  anger.  When  thou  hast 
him 

(As  ’tis  impossible  he  should  resist  thee)  [ry, 
And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  feet  former- 
Then  shew  thy  virtue,  then  nguiu  demise  him , 
,And  all  his  power;  then,  with  a look  of  ho- 
p nour 

Mircled  with  noble  chastity,  strike  him  dead! 

Evan.  Good  madam,  dress  me ; 

You  arm  me  bravely. 

Queen.  Make  him  know  his  cruelty 
Begins  with  him  first;  he  must  suffer  for  it; 
And  that  thy  sentence  is  so  welcome  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  noble  lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 
Stamp  such  a deep  impression  of  thy  beauty 
Into  nis  soul,  and  of  thy  worthiness. 

That  when  Valerio  and  Evanthe  sleep 
]u  one  ricn  earth,  hung  round  about  with 
blessings, 

He  may  run  mad,  and  curse  his  act.  Be  lusty; 
i’ll  teach  thee  how  to  die  too,  if  thou  fear’st  it. 
Evun.  I thank  your  Grace  ! you  have  pre- 
par’d me  strongly ; 

And  my  weak  mind—* — 

Queen.  Death  is  unwelcome  never. 

Unless  it  he  to  tortur’d  minds  and  sick  souls, 
T hat  make  their  own  hells;  it  is  such  a benefit 
When  it  comes  crown’d  with  honour,  shews 
sq  sweet  too  ! [us, 

Tho’  they  paint  it  ngly,  that’s  hut  to  restrain 
For  every  living  thing  would  love  it  else, 

Fly  boldly  to  their  peace  ere  .Nature  cnll'd 
’em ; [blc 

The  rest  wc  have  from  labour  and  from  trou- 
Is  some  incitement ; every  thing  alike, 

The  poor  slave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty, 
As  amply  as  his  master  iu  that  tomb 
The  earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  flowers 
That  crow  about  him  smell  as  sweet,  and 
flourish; 

But  when  we  love  with  honour  to  our  ends, 
When  memory  and  virtues  are  our  mourners, 
What  pleasures  there ! they’re  infinite,  Evnu- 
tbe.  [senses. 

Only,  my  virtuous  wench,  we  want  our 


fit 

That  benefit  we’re  barr’d,  'twould  make  us 
proud  else. 

And  lazy'7  to  look  up  to  happier  life, 

The  blessings  of  the  people  would  so  swell  us. 
Emu.  Good  madam,  dress  tne;  you  hava 
d rest  my  soul: 

The  merriest  bride  I’ll  be,  for  all  this  misery. 
The  proudest  to  some  eyes  too. 

Queen.  ’Twill  do  better; 

Come,  shrink  no  more. 

Evan.  1 am  too  confident.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Frederick  andSrrano. 

&)r.  You’re  too  remiss  and  wanton  in  your 
angers;  fleet ’em* 

You  mould  things  handsomely,  ana  then  ueg- 
A pow’rful  prince  should  be  constant  to  his 
power  still,  [him. 

And  hold  up  w hat  he  builds ; then  people  fear 
When  he  lets  loose  his  hand,  it  shews  a weak- 
ness, 

And  men  examine  or  contemn  his  greatness  i 
A scorn  of  this  high  kind  should  have  call’d 
A revenge  equal,  not  a pity  in  you.  [up 
Fred  She  is  thy  sister. 

$or.  Ap  she  were  my  mother,  [hate  her, 
Whilst  I conceive  *tis  you  ah'  has  wrong'd,  I 
And  shake  her  nearness  off.  I study,  sir, 
To  satisfy  your  angers  that  are  just, 

Before  your  pleasures. 

Fred.  I’ve  done  that  already, 

I fear,  has  pull’d  too  many  curses  on  me  ! 

Sar.  Curses,  or  envies,  on  Valerio’s  head 
(Would  you  take  my  counsel,  sir;  they  should 
all  light, 

And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  scull, 
But  his  fair  credit.  The  exquisite  vexation 
I have  devised,  (so  please  you  give  way  in’t, 
And  let  it  work)  shall  more  afflict  his  soul. 
An  I trench  upon  that  honour  that  lie  brags  of, 
Than  fear  of  death  in  all  the  f rights  he  car- 
ries. [you, 

If  you  sit  down  here,  they  will  both  abuse 
Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  power,  and 
scorn  you.  [you* 

What  satisfaction  can  their  deaths  bring  to 
That  arc  prepar'd,  and  proud  tq  die,  and 
willingly. 

And  at  their  ends  will  thank  you  for  that 
honour? 

Uqw  are  you  nearer  the  desire  you  aim  at  ? 
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l*  The  poor  shine  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty  t 
A *-  amply  as  /its  master , in  that  toipb, 

The  earth  as  liftht  upon  him .J  Private  in  its  common  acceptation  would  be  flat 

here,  but  in  its  original  sense  ( priratus , deprived  of  life  and  motion,)  it  gives  the  projier  idea. 
But  why  in  that  tomb?  No  particular  tomb  had  been  specified;  1 read  * the  tomb,’  and  add 
a verb  to  the  next  sentence: 

4 As  amply  as  his  master,  in  the  tomb 
* The  earth’s  as  light  upon  him.'  Senwrd. 

Mr.  Seward’s  interpretation  of  private  is  a false  refinement:  4 The  tomb*  may  be  right; 
but  the  addition  of  the  verb  flattens  the  text. 

17  And  lazy.]  The  sense  demands  a word  of  a signification  directly  opposite  to  that  which 
now  occupies  the  text.  Crazy  is  nearest  to  the  present  reading,  in  sound  mid  trace  of  let- 
ters ; but  we  do  ndt  approve  it  euough  to  obtrude  it  with  confidence  as  genuine,  though  w« 
have  no  doubt  that  luiy  is  corrupt. 
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Or  if  it  be  revenge  your  anger  covets, 

Uow  can  their  single  deaths  give  you  con- 
tent, sir  ? 

Petty  revenges  end  in  blood,  slight  angers; 
A prince’s  rage  should  find  out  new  diseases; 
Death  were  a pleasure  too,  to  pay  proud  fools 
Fred.  What  should  I do?  [with. 

Sor.  Add  hut  your  power  unto  me, 

Make  me  but  strong  by  your  protection. 
And  you  shall  see  what  joy,  and  what  delight. 
What  infinite  pleasure  this  poor  Month  shall 
yield  him.  [riage-dny. 

I’ll  make  him  wish  he  were  dead  on  his  mar- 
Or  bed-rid  with  old  age;  I’ll  make  him  curse, 
£nd  cry  and  curse,  give  me  but  power. 
Fred.  You  have  it : 

Here,  take  my  ring ; I am  content  he  pay  for’t. 
Sor.  It  shall  be  now  revenge,  as  I will 
handle  it ! 

lie  shall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  life  too : 
Twenty  to  one,  by  this  thread,  as  I'll  weave 
i Evan tiie  shall  be  yours.  [it, 

Fred,  l ake  all  authority, 

And  be  most  liappy  ! 

Sor.  Good  sir,  no  more  pity  ! [JErfttni. 

Enter  Tony , three  Cithern,  and  three  Wires. 
1 Wife.  Good  master  Tony,  put  n*e  in. 
Tony.  Where  do  you  dwell? 

1 Wife.  Forsooth,  at  the  sign  of  the  great 
shoulder  of  mutton. 

Tony.  A hungry  man  would  hunt  your 
house  out  instantly ; 

Keep  the  dogs  from  your  door.  Is  this  let- 
ticc  ruff  your  husband  ? 

A fine  sharp  sallud  to  your  sign. 

2 Wife.  Will  you  put  me  in  too? 

3 U'ifc.  And  me,  good  master  Tony? 

Tony.  Put  ye  all  in?  [’tis  easy, 

You  had  best  come  twenty  more;  you  think 
A trick  of  legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in  : 
fTwould  pose  a fellow  that  had  twice  my 
body, 

Tho’  it  were  all  made  into  chines  and  fillets. 
2 Wife.  Fat’s  into  the  wedding,  sir;  we 
w ould  fain  see  that. 

1 Wife.  And  the  brave  masque  too. 

Tony.  You  two  are  pretty  women: 

^rc  you  their  husLands  ? 

2 C it.  Yes,  for  want  of  better. 

Tony.  I think  so  too ; you  would  not  be 
so  mad  else  [courtiers, 

To  turn  ’em  loose  to  a company  of  young 
That  swarm  like  bees  in  May,  when  they  see 
young  wenches. 

You  must  not  squeak. 

3 Wife.  No,  sir;  we’re  better  tutor'd./ 

Tony.  Nor,  if  a young  lord  offer  you  the 
. courtesy- 


[Act  1.  Scene  #, 

2 Wife.  We  know  what  ’tis,  sir. 

Tony.  Nor  you  must  not  grumble, 

If  you  be  thrust  up  hard ; wc  thrust  most 
furiously.  N 

1 Wife.  Wc  know  the  worst. 

Tony.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly. 

And  shift  for  yourselves.— We  must  hove  n* 
old  women, 

They’re  out  of  use,  unless  they  have  petitions; 
Besides,  they  cough  so  loud,  they  drown  the 
mu'ic.—  [for  ye; 

You  would  go  in  too?  hut  there's  no  place 
I’m  sorry  for’t’;  go,  and  forget  your  wives; 
Or  pray  they  may  he  able  to  sufft  c patient!)' : 
You  may  have  heirsmay  prove  wise  alderuicn. 
Go,  or  I'll  call  the  guard. 

3 C*/.  W e will  get  in  ; 

We’ll  venture  broken  pates  else ! 

Tony.  'Tis  impossible, 

[Emin/  Cit.  and  Horn. 
You’re  too  securely  arm’d.  Uow  they  Hock 
hither, 

And  with  what  joy  the  women  run  by  heap# 
To  see  this  marriage ! They  tickle  to  think 
of  it ; 

They  hope  for  every  Month  a husband  too. 
Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  wiltols  fol- 
low ’em,  [legs. 

The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the 
That  brushing,  dressing,  nor  new  naps  can 
mend. 

How  they  post  to  see  their  own  confusion  ! 

! This  is  a merry  world. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Look  to  the  door,  sirrah  ; [fully. 
Thou  art  a fool,  and  inayst  do  mischief  law- 

Tony.  Give  ine  your  baud  ! you  arc  my 
brother  fool;  [scntly. 

You  may  both  make  the  law,  and  mar  it  pre- 
D’vou  love  a wench? 

Fred.  Who  does  not,  Fool ? 

Tony.  Not  I,  pier. 

Unless  you’ll  give  me  a longer  lease  to  marry 

Fred.  What  are  all  these  that  come?  what 
business  have  they  ? 

Tony.  Some  come  to  gape,  those  are  my 
fellow  fools ; 

Some  to  get  home  their  wives,  those  be  their 
own  fools;  [fools; 

Some  to  rejoice  with  thee,  those  be  the  time’s 
And  some  1 fear  to  curse  thee,  those  are  poor 
fools, 

Enter  Cassandra,  passing  over. 

A set  people  call  them  honest ,s.  Look,  look, 
king,  look ! 

A weather-beaten  lady  new  careen'd  ! 

Fred.  Au  old  one. 


»8  A set  people  call  'em  honest. ] Mr.  Seward  proposes  correcting  this  place  thus, 

* Yet  people  call  ’em  honest.’ 

I had  put  in  my  margin  ‘ Andy*  * people,’  &c. 

The  pr<  fcreoce  is  left  to  the  reader’s  judgment.  Sympson. 

A set  people  may  signify  * f annul,  precise  people  that  eall'those  poor  fool#  boncit;  ’ or  that 
f people  call  those  poor  fools  an  honest  set.’ 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Toni/.  The  glasses  of  her  eyes  are  new 
rubb’d  over, 

And  the  worm-eaten  records  in  her  face 
Are  daub'd  up  neatly;  she  lays  her  breasts 
out  too,  [suck’d  out: 

Like  two  poach'd  eggs 19  that  had  the  yolks 
They  get  new  heads  also,  new  teeth,  new 
tongues,  [hop'd, 

(For  the  old  are  all  worn  out)  and,  as  ’tis 
New  tails. 

Fred.  For  what? 

Tom/.  For  old  courtiers ; [vels. 

The  young  ones  are  too  stirring  for  their  tra- 
i'rcd.  Go,  leave  your  kuav’ry,  and  help  to 
keep  the  door  well ; 

|'ll  have  no  such  press. 

Tony.  Lay  thy  hand  o’  thy  heart,  king  ! 
Fred.  I’ll  have  you  whipp’d  f 
Tony.  The  Fool  and  thou  art  parted.  [ Exit. 
Fred.  Sorano,  work,  and  free  me  from  this 
spell ; 

Twixt  love  and  scorn,  there’s  nothing  felt 
but  boll!  [Exit. 

Enter  }raUrio , Camilla,  CUantkcs , Menallo , 
and  servants. 

Val.  Tie  on  my  scarf ; you  arc  so  long 
about  me ! 

Good  my  lords,  help ; give  me  my  other  cloak ; 
Thai  hat  qud  feather.  Lord,  what  a taylor’s 
this,  [burst  me; 

To  make  me  up  thus  strnit ! one  sigh  would 
I have  not  room  to  breathe;  come,  button, 
Button,  apace ! [button, 

Cam.  I in  glad  to  see  you  merry,  sir. 

Val.  Twould  make  you  merry,  had  you 
such  a wife, 

And  such  an  age  to  enjoy  her  in. 

Men.  An  age,  sir  ? * [tented ; 

Val.  A Month’s  an  age  to  him  that  is  con- 
What  should  I seek  for  more? — Give  meiny 
sword. — • [now 

Ha,  niy  good  lords ! that  every  one  of  you 
Had  but  a lady  of  tiiat  youth  and  beauty 
To  bless  yourselves  this  night  with  ! would  yc 

Tray  ye  speak  uprightly [not  ? 

C/e.  We  confess  you  happy, 

And  we  could  well  wish  such  another  banquet; 
But  on  that  price,  my  lord— 

Val.  ’Tweie  nothing,  else; 


No  man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Hcnv'n, 
But  by  the  knowledge  of  a hell.— These  shoes 
are  heavy. 

And,  if  l should  be  coll’d  to  dance,  they'll  clog 
me;  [niilio, 

Get  me  some  pumps. — I’ll  tell  you,  brave  Ca- 
And  you,  dear  friends ; the  king  has  honour’d 
me,  [me. 

Out  of  his  gracious  favour,  has  much  honour'd 
To  limit  me  my  time;  for  who  would  Uveloug? 
Who  would  he  old?  ’tis  such  a weariness, 
Such  u disease,  that  hangs  like  lead  upon  us. 
As  it  encreases,  so  vexations, 

Griefs  of  the  mind,  pains  of  the  feeble  body, 
Rheums,  coughs,  catarrhs;  we’re  but  out 
living  codins : [vetous; 

Besides,  the  fair  soul’s  old  too90,  it  grows co- 
Wliich  shews  all  honour  is  departed  from  us. 
And  we  are  earth  again  ! 

Cle.  You  make  fair  use,  sir. 

Val.  I would  not  live  to  learn  to  lie,  CJo 
anthes,  [too. 

For  all  the  world  ; old  men  are  prone  to  that 
Thou  tiiat  hast  been  a soldier,  Menallo, 

A noble  soldier,  and  defied  all  danger, 
Adopted  thy  brave  arm  the  heir  to  victory  ; 
Wouldst  thou  live  so  long  till  thy  strength 
forsook  thee  ? 

Till  thou  grew’st  only  a long  tedious  story 
Of  what  thou  hadst  been?  ’till  t by  sword  hang 
by, 

And  lazy  spiders  fill’d  the  hilt  with  cobwebs? 
Men.  No,  sure,  I would  not. 

Vat.  Tis  not  lit  you  should ; 

To  die  a young  man  is  to  he  an  angel ; 

Our  great  -'  good  parts  put  wings  unto  our 
souls"!—  [have? 

’Pray  you  tell  ine,  is’t  a handsome  masque  wo 
Cam.  We  understand  so. 

Val.  And  the  young  gentlemen  dance  ? 
Cle.  They  do,  sir,  and  some  dance  well. 
Val.  They  must,  before  the  ladies. 

We’ll  have  a rouse  before  wego  to  bed,  friends, 
A lusty  one ; ’twill  make  my  blood  dance  too. 

[Mumck. 

Cam.  Ten**,  if  you  please. 

Val.  And  we’ll  be  wondrous  merry. 

They  stay,  sure  ! Come  ; I hear  the  ntusick; 
forward ! - 

You  shall  have  all  gloves  presently.  [ Exit. 


A WIFE  FOR  A MONTH, 


l*  Like  to  poch'd  eggs.]  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me  in  altering  the  text.  Symptom. 
Besides , the  fair  must  old  too,  &c.]  So  Shakespeare  has  the  same  thought,  in  his  Tiincm 
of  Athens,  act  ii.  scene  2. 

‘ And  Nature,  as  it  grow^  again  toward  earth, 

' Is  fashion’d  for  the  journey  dull  and  heavy.’  R. 

V Our  great  good  parts,  j Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  read, 

' Our  yet  go<»d  parts.’  ' 

n - -Put  wings  unto  our  »mls  : 

We’ll  have  a rouse  before  we  go  to  bed,  friends, 

’Pray  ye  tell  me,  &c.j  The  second  line  is  surely  an  accidental  interpolation  here;  hut 
pomes  in  with  great  propriety  six  lines  lower.  The  former  copies  exhibit  it  in  both  places. 
•*  A lusty  one , ’ twill  make  my  blood  dunce  too. 

Cum.  Ten,  if  you  please .]  This  contemptible  punning  upon  words  was  the  sin  of  the  times, 
^ut  of  the  Poets. 
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f Act  Sc«if  t. 


#?* 

Affll.  We  attend,  *ir, 

But  first  «e  must  look  to  the  doors,  the  king 
has  charg’d  us.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Servants.  [Knocking  within. 

1 Serv.  What  a noise  d’vou  keep  there ! 
Call  my  fellows  o'th'  guard  ! 

You  must  cease  now  until  the  king  be  enter’d ; 
He’s  gone  to  the  temple  now. 

2 Sen.  Look  to  that  back  door,  [it. 
And  keep  it  fu#t ; they  swarm  like  bees  about 

Enter  Co  mi  Ho , Cleanthes , Mtnallo;  Tony 
following. 

Cam.  Keep  hack  those  citizens;  and  let 
their  wives  in. 

Their  handsome  wives, 

Tony.  They’ve  crouded  me  to  verjuice; 

J sweat  like  a hutter-box. 

1 Sen.  Stand  further  off  there. 

Me  n.  Take  the  women  aside,  nuej  talk  with 
’em  in  private ; 

Give  ’em  that  they  came  for. 

Tony.  The  wlioje  court  cannot  do  it; 
Besides,  thp  next  masque,  if  we  usp  ’em  so, 
They’ll  come  by  millions  to  expect  our  largess. 
^Ve've  brqke  on  hundred  heads. 

Clc.  Arc  they  so  tender? 

Tony.  Hut 'twas  behind;  before  they  have 
ail  murrains. 

Cam.  Let  in  those  ladies;  piake’em  room, 
for  shame  there ! 

Tony.  They  are  no  ladies;  there’s  one  bald 
be  hue  ’em, 

A gent,  hnld ; they’re  curtail’d  queans  in  Hired 
clotheg.  [sultry,  j 

They  conic  out  of  Spain,  T think ; they  re  v cry 
Afm.K  cep’om  in  breath  lor  an  ambassador. 
Mt  thinks,  my  nose  shakes  at  tin  ir  memories. 
What  bouncing’s  that?  [Knocks  mthjn. 

1 Cii.  [within.]  I’m  ope  o’th' imisick,  sir. 
iCif  \uithin.\  I’ve  sweet-meats  for  the 
Cum.  Let  ’em  in.  [banquet. 

Tony.  They  lie,  my  lord!  they  come  to 
seek  their  wives; 

Two  broken  citizens.  [ypt. 

Cam.  Break  ’em  more ; they  arc  but  briisled 
Bold  rascals ! offer  to  disturb  your  wives  ? 
Clc.  Lock  the  doors  fust:  the  musick! 
hark  ! the  king  gomes. 


A curtain  drawn. 

The  King,  Queen,  Valerio , Evanthe.  ladies, 
attendants,  Camilla,  CUunthts,  Sorano, 
Mena  Ho. 

A MASQUE. 

Cupid  descends,  the  Graces  sitting  by  him. 
Cupid  being  bound , the  Graces  unbind 
him ; he  speaks. 

Cupid.  Unbiud  me,  my  delight ; this  night 
is  mine ! 

Now  let  me  look  upon  w hat  stars  here  shine, 
Let  me  behold  thp  beauties,  then  clap  high 
My  colour'd  wings,  proud  of  my  deitv. 

J ’in  satisfied ; bind  me  again,  and  fast; 

My  angry  how  will  make  too  great  a waste 
Of  beauty  else.  Now  call  my  masquers  in  **, 
Call  w ith  a song,  and  let  the  sports  bf  gin  ; 
(’all  all  my  servants,  the  effects  of  love. 

And  to  a measure  let  them  nobly  move. 

[One  of  the  Graces  sings. 
Come,  ye  servants  of  proud  Love, 

Come  away  : 

Fairly,  nobly,  gently  move  ! 

Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  stay. 
Fancy*  Desire,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 
Distrust,  and  Jealousy,  be  you  too  here ; 
Consuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 

And  Poverty  in  poor  uttire, 

March  fairly  in,  and  last  Despair. 

Now  full  musick  strike  the  air. 

Enter  the  masquers*,  Fancy,  Desire,  Delight t 
Hope,  Fear,  Distrust xJealousy, Cure,  Jre, 
Poverty , Despair:  they  dunce , after 
which  Cupid  Sj  cal*. 

Cupid.  Away!  I’ve  done;  the  day  begin* 
to  light. 

Lovers,  you  know  your  fate ; good  night,  good 

night ! 

[Cupid  and  the  Graces  ascend  in  thechoriot. 
King.  Come, to-thp  banquet!  when  that's 
ended*  sir, 

I’ll  see  yoy  i'  bed,  and  so  good  night.  Be 
You’ve  a sweet  bed- fellow.  [merry ; 

VaL  I thank  you^-  Grace, 

And  ever  shall  lie  bound  unto  your  nobleness. 
King.  I pray  I may  deserve  your  thanks. 
f>ct  forward  ! [ Exeunt. 


*s  — How  coll  niy  masquers  in, 

Call  with  u song . J Cupid  Iqds  some  of  his  attendants  call  in  (lie  maskers  with  a song; 
hut  it  seems  it  was  to  little  purpose,  since,  by  the  present  disposition  of  the  scene,  he  sings 
the  song  himself : To  make  the  god’s  command  of  any  signification  or  avail,  we  ought  to  in- 
sert some  speaker  before  1 Comp  you  servants,’  &c.  And  who  can  be  more  proper  than  one 
of  the  Graces  who  descended  with  him,  and  waited  at  his  side?  Sympson. 

56  Enter  the  masquers,— Cure,  Ire,  Despuir.]  The  stage  direction  here  is  faulty,  as  it  doe* 
pot  set  down  the  several  names  of  the  maskers  in  the  foregoing  song;  for  upon  comparison 
we  shall  find,  that  out  of  eleven  there  are  but  ten  reckoned  up,  Poverty  being  dropt  betwixt 
Ire  and  Despair.  This  observation  I aui  not  singular  in,  Mr.  Theobald  having  before  mada 
the  same  in  his  margin.  Sympson. 


Act  J.  Seine  l.J 
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ACT  Til. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  divers  monks,  Alphonso  going  to  the 
tomb,  1\  agio  und friar  Marco. 
Afarc©.rPllE  night  grows  on  ; lead  softly  to 
* the  tomb, 

And  sing  not  ’till  I hid  ye ; let  the  musick 
Flay  gently  as  he  passes. 

Rug.  Oh,  fair  picture, 

That  wert  the  living  hope  of  all  our  honours! 
How  are  we  banish’d  from  the  joy  we  dream’d 
Will  he  ne’er  speak  more?  [of! 

Mar.  'Tis  full  three  mouths,  lord  Kugio, 
Since  any  articulate  sound  came  from  his 
Set  him  down  gently.  [tongue. 

[Alphonso  sits  in  a chair. 
Rug.  What  should  the  reason  be,  sir? 
Alar.  As  ’tis  iu  nature  with  those  loving 
husbands,  [throes, 

That  sympathise  their  wives’  pains,  and  their 
W hen  they  arc  breeding,  (and  ’tis  usual  too; 
We  have  it  by  experience)  so  in  him,  sir, 

In  this  most  noble  spirit  that  now  suffers  ; 
For  when  his  honour’d  father  good  Urandino 
Fell  sick,  he  felt  the  griefs,  and  labour’d  with 
them  ; 

Ilis  fits,  aud  his  disease  he  still  inherited, 
Grew  the  same  thing,  and,  had  not  Nature 
check’d  him,  [too. 

Strength  ancP  ability,  h’had  died  that  hour 
Rag.  'Emblem  or  noble  love  1 
Mar.  That  very  minute  [instant 

His  father’s  breath  forsook  him,  that  same 
(A  rare  example  of  his  piety, 

And  love  paternal)  th’  organ  of  his  tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  sguud  again;  so  near 
death 

He  seeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  father, 

But  that  we  force  his  meat,  he  were  one  body. 
Rug.  lie  points  to  th’ tomb. 

Mar.  That  is  the  place  he  honours  ; 

A house  I fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 

11c  will  to  lh’ tomb:  Good  my  lord, lend  vour 
hand. 

Now  sing  the  funeral  song,  aud  let  him  kneel, 
For  then  he’s  pleas'd.  [vl  song. 

Rug.  lieav’n,  lend  thy  pow’rful  hand, 
And  ease  this  prince  ! • 

Alar.  He  will  pass  back  again.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  They  drink  abundantly ; I’m  hot  with 
wine  too, 

Lustily  warm.  I’ll  steal  now  to  my  happiness ; 
Tis  mid  night,  and  the  silent  hour  invites  me : 
But  she  is  up  still,  and  attends  the  queen. 
Thou  dew  of  wine  aud  sleep,  hang  on  their 
eye-lids,  [drink, 

Steep  their  dull  senses  in  the  healths  they 
That  I may  quickly  find  my  lov’d  Evnnthe ! 

T he  king  if  merry  two,  ami  drank  unto  ine; 


Sign  of  fair  peace.  Oh,  this  night’s  blessed 
ness  ! 

If  l had  forty  heads,  T would  give  all  for’t. 

Is  not  the  cud  of  our  ambitious, 

Of  all  our  human  studies,  and  our  travels. 
Of  our  desires,  th’ obtaining  of  our  wishes? 
Certain, it  is;  and  there  man  makes  his  centre. 
I have  ohtiiiu’d  Evan  the,  I have  married  her: 
Can  any  fortune  keep  me  from  enjoying  her# 

Enter  Sorano. 

I have  my  wish ; wlmt’s  left  me  to  accuse  now  f 
I’m  friends  with  all  the  world,  but  thy  base 
malice : 

Go,  glory  in  thy  mischiefs,  thou  proud  innn. 
And  cry  it  to  the  world,  tli’lnm  ruin’d  virtue  • 
How  1 contemn  thee,  and  thy  petty  malice! 
And  with  what  scorn  I look  down  on  thy  prac 
*** ! [ierio, 

Sor.  Ycu’ll  sing  me  a new  song  anon,  Va- 

And  wish  ihesc  hot  words 

Val.  I despise  thee,  fellow  ! 

Thy  threats,  or  d:itt’ries,  all  I Ding  behind  me. 

I have  my  end,  l have  thy  noble  sister, 

A name  too  worthyof  thy  blood  ! I’ve  married 
Anil  will  enjoy  her  too.  [her, 

Sor.  Tis  very  likely.  [me  with  her 

Val.  And  that  short  Month  I have  to  bless 
I’ll  make  an  age:  I’ll  reckon  each  embrace 
A year  of  pleasure,  and  each  night  a jubilee, 
Ev’ry  quick  kiss  a spring;  and  when  I mean 
To  lose  myself  in  all  dclightfulness. 

Twenty  sweet  summers  1 will  tie  together. 

Iu  spite  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  master, 

I will  die  old  in  love,  tho’  young  in  pleasure  ! 
Sor.  But  that  I hate  dice  deadly,  I could 
pity  thee ; 

Thou  art  the  poorest  miserable  thing 
This  day  on  earth!  I’ll  tell  thee  why,  Valerio : 
AU  thou  estrem’st,  and  build’st’  upon  for 
happiness, 

Forjoy,  tor  pleasure,  for  del  ight,  is  past  thee. 
And,  like  a wanton  dream, already  vanish’d! 
Val.  Is  my  love  lake ? 

Sor.  No,  she  is  constant  to  thee ; 
Constant  to  alt  thy  misery  she  shall  be. 

And  curse  thee  too. 

Val.  Is  my  strong  body  weaken’d. 
Charm’d  or  abus’d  with  subtle  drink?  Speak, 
villain  ! [ as  lusty 

Sor.  Neither;  I dare  speak,  thou  art  still 
As  wbcu  tlmu  lor’dtt  her  first,  as  strong  and 
hopeful.  [misery, 

The  Mouth  th’hast  given  thee  is  a Mouth  of 
Aud  where  thou  tliink’st  each  hour  shall  yield 
a pleasure. 

Look  for  a killing  pain,  for  thou  shnlt  find  it: 
Before  thou  diest,  each  minute  shall  prepare  it, 
And  ring  so  many  knells  to  sad  afflict'oits  ; 
The  king  has  giv  n thee  a long  Mouth  to  tli. 
Aud  miserably  die  1 [jn, 
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Val.  Undo  thy  riddle  { 

I nin  prepar’d,  whatever  fate  shall  follow. 
Svr.  Dost  thou  see  this  ring  ? 

Val.  I ktiow  it  too. 

Sur.  Then  mark  me:  [thee. 

By  virtue  of  this  ring,  this  I pronounce  to 
It  is  the  king’s  will — 

Vat.  Let  inc  know  jt  suddenly ! [hody, 
Sir.  If  thou  dost  offer  to  touch  Evaittlie’s 
Beyond  n kiss,  tho*  thou  art  married  to  her, 
And  lawfully,  as  tlum  think'st,  may »t  enjoy 
That  minute  she  shall  die  ! [her, 

Vat.  Oh,  devil ! [her, 

Sir.  If  thou  discover  this  command  unto 
Or  to  a friend  thut  shall  importune  thee. 
And  why  thou  ahstaincst,  and  from  w hose  w ill, 
ye  all  perish,  [sir? 

Upon  the  self-same  forfeit !— Are  you  fitted, 
Now,  if  you  love  her,  you  nmy  preserve  her 
life  still; 

If  not,  you  know  the  worst.  How  faPs  your 
Month  out  ? 

Vat.  This  tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  school  of  hell,  earth  is  too  innocent ! 
Not  to  enjoy  her  when  she  is  iny  Wife? 
When  she  is  willing  too? 

Sj-.  She  is  most  willing, 

And  will  run  mad  to  miss;  but  if  you  hit  her, 
Be  sure  you  hit  her  home,  aud  kill  her  with  it, 
(There  are  such  women  that  will  die  with 
pleasure) 

The  ax  will  follow  else,  that  will  not  fail 
To  fetch  her  maidenhead,  and  dispatch  her 
quickly ; 

Then  shall  the  world  knowr  you’re  the  cause 
of  murder, 

Ami,  as  ’tis  requisite,  your  life  shall  pay  for’t. 
Vut.  Thou  dost  but  jest;  thou  cantt  not 
be  so  monstrous  fiber* 

As  thou  proclaim’^  thyself ; thou  art  her  bro- 
And  there  must  be  a feeling  heart  within  thee 
Of  her  afflictions : Wert  thou  a stranger  to  us, 
And  bred  amongst  wild  rocks,  thy  nature 
wild  too, 

Affection  in  thee,  as  thy  breeding,  cold, 

And  iinreJeutiug  as  tl.c  rocks  that  nourish’d 
thee, 


[Act  3.  Scent*  1. 

Yet  thou  must  shake  to  tell  me  this;  they 
tremble 

When  the  rude  sea  threatens  divorce  amongst 
’em,  [post ; 

They  that  are  senseless  things  shake  at  a tern- 

Thou  art  a man 

Sm.  Be  thou  too  then;  ’twill  try  thee, 
And  patience  now  will  best  become  thy  no- 
bleness. Que, 

Vat.  Invent  aomfe  other  torment  to  afflict 
All,  if  thou  please,  put  all  afflictions  on  me, 
•Study  thy  brains  out  for  ’em,  so  this  be  none, 
I care  not  of  what  nature,  nor  what  cruelty, 
Nor  of  what  length. 

Sor.  This  is  enough  to  vCx  you;  [true, 
Vut.  The  talc  of  Tuutulus  is  now  prov’d 
And  from  me  shall  l>c  register’d  authentic ! 
To  have  my  joys  within  iny  arms,  and  lawful, 
Mine  own  delights,  yet  dare  not  touch  ? Even 
as 

Thou  hat  st  me,  brother,  let  no  voting  mnn 
know  this, 

As  thou  shall  hope  for  peace  wheu  thou  most 
nced’st  it, 

Peace  in  thy  soul ! Desire  the  king  to  kill  me, 
Make  ine  a traitor,  any  thing.  I’ll  yield  to  it. 
And  give  thee  cause,  so  I may  die  immediately ! 
Lock  me  in  prison  where  no  sun  may  see  me, 
In  walls  so  thick  no  boJ>e  may  e’er  come  at  me, 
Keep  me  from  meat,  aud  drink,  and  sleep, 
1U1  bless  thee ! 

Give  me  some  damned  potion  to  deliver  me, 
That  I may  never  know  myself  again,  forget 
My  country,  kindred,  nutne  and  fortune ; last, 
That  my  chaste  love  may  ne’er  appear  before 
This  were  some  comfort ! [me, 

Sjt.  All  1 have  I’ve  brought  yon,  [ther! 
And  much  good  may  it  do  you,  iny  dearbro- 
See  you  observe  it  well ; vou’il  find  about  you 
Many  eves  set,  that  shall  o’er-look  your  a<y 
tions : 

If  you  transgress,  you  know — and  so  I leave 
you.  [Exit. 

Vat.  Ilcav’u  be  not  angry  % and  I’ve  some 
ltope  yet; 

Look  on  in v harmless  youth  ! Angels  of  pity* 
To  whoui  i kneel,  be  merciful  unto  me, 
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**  Val.  Heav'n  be  not  angry,  and  I've  tonic  hope  yet, 

And  when  you  please,  und  how,  allay  my  miseries* 

Enter  Frederick. 

To  whom  J kneel  be  merciful  unto  me, 

Look  on  uiy  harmless  youth  angel*  of  pity, 

And  from  my  bleeding  heart  iu/x  off' my  sorrorct, 

The  power , the  pride , the  malice  und  injustice 
Of  cruel  men  arc  bent  aguinst  my  innocence, 
font  that  contruut  the  mighty  units  of  prince* 

And  borv  their  stubborn  nrmes,  took  on  my  v euknest , 

And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries.  £.ri/»]  This  fine  speech  I have  reco- 
vered from  the  folio  of  16-17,  which  why  it  should  Imve  been  dropped,  all  but  the.  first  line, 
by  the  two  later  Editors,  I am  at  a loss' to  understand.  I have  given  it  in  the  text,  expressly 
as  I found  it,  though  I think  it  not  so  correct  as  to  preclude  all  attempts  toward  its  meliora- 
tion and  amendment.  The  second  line  I would  strike  out  as  supernumerary  aud  tautological; 
as  well  as  the  stage  direction,  Enter  Frederick  : Anne * in  the  last  but  one  is  plainly  cor- 
rupted ; in  short,  I would  propose  to  read  and  point  the  whole  thus  ; 

Vah 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

And  from  my  bleeding  heart  wipe  off  my  sor- 
rows ! 

The  power,  the  pride,  the  malice, and  injustice 
Of  cruel  men  are  bent  against  my  innocence  : 
You  thatcontroul  the  mighty  wills  of  princes, 
And  bow  their  stubborn  arms,  look  on  my 
weakness, 

And  when  you  please,  and  how,  allay  my 
miseries ! [ Exit. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano . 

Fred.  Hast  thou  been  with  him? 

Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  that,  sir. 

Will  make  him  curse  his  birth;  I told  you 
which  way. 

Did  you  hut  see  him,  sir,  hut  look  upon  him, 
With  what  a troubled  and  dejected  nature 
He  walks  now  in  a mist,  with  what  a silence. 
As  if  he  were  the  shroud  he  wrapt  himself  in. 
And  no  more  of  Valerio  but  his  shadow. 

He  seeks  obscurity  to  hide  his  thoughts  in, 
You’d  wonder  and  admire,  for  all  you  know  it. 
His  jollity  is  down,  vnled  to  the  ground, sir. 
And  his  high  hopes  of  full  delights  and  plea- 
sures 

Arc  turn’d  tormentors  to  him, strong  diseases. 
Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ? 

Sor.  It  must  fall  necessary 
She  must  dislike  him,  quarrel  with  his  person, 
(For  women  once  deluded  are  next  devils) 
And,  in  the  height  of  that  opinion,  s%ir. 

You  shall  put  on  again,  and  she  must  meet 
you. 

Fred  I’m  glad  of  this. 

Sot.  I’ll  tel;  you  all  the  circumstance 
Within  this  hour.  But  sure  I heard  your 
Grace, 

To-day  as  I attended,  make  some  stops, 

Some  broken  speeches,  and  some  sighs  be- 
tween; • fstinctly. 

And  then  your  brother’s  name  I heard  di- 
Aud  some  sad  wishes  after. 

Fred.  You’re  i’th*  right,  sir; 

I would  he  were  as  sad  as  I could  wish  him, 
Sad  as  the  earth ! 

Sor , Would  you  have  it  so? 

Fred.  Thou  h nr’st  me. 

Tho' he  be  sick,  with  small  hope  of  recovery, 
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That  hope  still  lives,  and  men’s  eyes  live 
upon  it, 

And  in  their  eyes  their  wishes:  My  Sorano, 
Were  he  hut  cold  once  in  the  toinbhe  dotes 
(As  ’tis  the  fittest  place  for  melancholy)  [on. 
My  court  should  he  another  Paradise, 

And  flow  with  all  delights. 

Sor.  Go  to  your  pleasures ; [ble  you, 
Let  me  alone  with  this:  Hope  shall  not  trou- 
Nor  he,  three  days. 

Fred.  I shall  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio , Camilla , Cleanlhesf  and  3/e* 
na/lo. 

Sor.  HI  do  it  neatly  too,  no  doubt  shall 
catch  me. 

Fred.  Be  gone.  They’re  going  to  bed;  1*11 
bid  good  night  to  ’em. 

Sor.  And  mark  the  man ! you’ll  scarce 
know  ’tis  Valerio.  [Erif. 

Cant,  (’hear  up,  my  noble  lord  ; tiie  mi- 
nute’s come, 

You  shall  enjoy  the  abstract  of  all  sweetness. 
We  did  you  wrong;  you  need  no  wine  to 
warm  you,  [ wildfires. 

Desire  shoots  thro’  your  eyes  like  sudden 

Val.  Bcshrew  me,  lords,  the  wioe  has  made 
me  dull; 

T am  I know  not  what. 

Fred.  Good  pleasure  to  ye ! [appetite, 

Good  night  njid  long  too!  As  you  find  your 
You  may  fall  to. 

Val.  1 do  beseech  your  Grace, 

[Aside  to  Frederick, 
For  which  of  all  my  loves  and  services 
Have  I deserv’d  this? 

Fred.  I’m  not  bound  to  answer  you. 

Vul.  Nor  1 bound  to  obey  in  unjust  ac- 
tions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  please;  you  know  the 
penalty. 

And,  as  I have  a soul,  it  shall  be  executed  ! 
Nay,  look  not  pale ; I am  not  us’d  to  fear,  sir. 

If  you  respect  your  lady — Good  uight  to  you ! 

• [ Exit, 

Val.  But  for  respect  to  her,  and  to  my  duty, 
That  reverend  duty  that  1 owe  inv  sovereign, 
Wind  1 anger  has  no  power  to  snatch  me  from, 


Val.  * Ileav’n  bo  not  angry,  and  I’ve  some  hope  yet, 

‘ To  whom  I kneel ; l»e  merciful  unto  me, 

* Look  on  my  harmless  youth,  angels  of  pity, 

4 And  from  my  bleeding  heart  wipe  off  my  sorrows; 

* The  power,  the  pride,  the  malice  and  injustice 

4 Of  cruel  men  are  bent  against  mv  innocence. 

, ‘ You  thntc<>ntToul  the  mighty  wills  of  princes, 

* And  bow  their  stubborn  armt,  look  on  my  weakness, 

* Anri  when  vou  please,  and  how,  allay  my  miseries.’  St/mpson . 

The  striking  out  Enter  Frederick  is  certainly  right,  and  it  only  gained  place  by  the  omis- 
sion of  tiiis  speech,  now  restored.  The  first  insertion  of  tho  line, 

4 And  when  you  plense,  and  how,  ailay  mv  miseries/ 
is  also  an  error,  palpably  arising  from  the  same  source:  We  have  therefore  omitted  hoth. 
But  there  seems  to  i*e  a more  material  mistake,  and  that  • a transposition  of  two  verses  in 
the  beginning  l>f  the  speech:  We  have  placed  tho  lines  as  we  believe  the  Author  intended 
them  to  stand ; by  which  slight  change  the  whole  of  this  line  speech  becomes  extremely  clear, 

VOL.XJ.  • * lie 
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The  pood  Wight  should  be  thine,  good  night 
for  ever ! — [know  of  me 

The  king  is  wanton,  lords;  he  would  needs 
How  many  nick  chares  I would  1i»akc  to-night. 
h Men.  My  lord,  no  doubt  you’ll  prove  a 
perfect  gamester.  [pleasure; 

Val.  ’Faith,  no ; I’m  unacquainted  with  the 
Bungle  a set  1 rnay. — Ilow  mv  heart  trembles, 
And  beats  ray  breast  as  it  would  break  his 
Good  night,  my  noble  friends.  [way  out ! 

C/e.  Nay,  we  must  see  you 
Toward  your  bed,  my  lord. 

Val.  Good  faith,  it  needs  not ; 

Tis  late,  and  I shall  trouble  you. 

Cam.  No.  no; 

fTill  the  bride  tome,  sir 

Val.  1 beseech  you,  leave  me; 

You’ll  make  uie  bashful  else,  I am  so  foolish  ; 
Besides,  I have  some  few  devotions,  lords. 
And  he  that  can  pray  with  such  a book  ill's 
arms 

Cum.  We'll  leave  you  then ; and  a sweet 
night  wait  upon  ve!  [crown  ye  ! 

Men.  And  a sweet  i^sueof  this  sweet  night 
C/e.  All  nights  ami  days  be  such  ’till  you 
grow  old,  sir.  [ Exeunt  lor  its. 

Val.  1 thank  yt ; ’tis  a curse  sufficient  fur 
me, 

A labour’d  one  too,  tho' you  mean  a blessing. 
What  shall  I do?  I’m  like  a wretched  debtor, 
That  has  a sum  to  tender  on  the  forfeit 
Of  all  he’s  worth,  yet  dare  not  offer  it. 

Other  men  see  the  sun,  yet  I must  wink  at  it, 
And  tho*  I know  ’tis  perfect  day,  deny  it. 

My  veins  are  all  on  fire,  afid  burn  like  A\tna, 
Youth  and  desire  beat  ’larunis  to  mv  blood, 
And  add  fresh  fuel  to  my  warm  affections. 

I must  enjoy  her;  yet,  when  I consider. 

When  I collect  mvself,  and  w eigh  her  danger, 
The  tyrant’s  will,  and  his  puw’r  taught  to 
murder, 

M v tender  care  controls  my  blood  within  me, 
And,  like  a cold  fit  of  a peevish  ague, 

Creeps  to  tny  soul,  and  flings  an  ice  upon  me, 

Enter  Queen , Event  he.  Ladies,  and  Tony. 
That  locks  all  pow’rs  of  youth  up:  But  pre- 
vention—— 

Oh,  what  a blessedness  ’twere  to  be  old  now, 
To  l>e  unable,  bed-rid  with  diseases, 

Or  halt  on  crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen; 
What  a r:tre  benefit ! But  I am  curst ! | py, 
That  that  speaks  other  men  most  freely  hap- 
And  makes  all  eyes  hang  on  their  expecta- 
tions, [lily. 

Must  prove  the  banc  of  me,  Youth  and  Abi- 
Sho  conies  to  bed  ; howr  shall  I entertain  her? 
Tony.  Nay,  l come  after  too;  take  the 
Fool  with  ye,  • 

For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  weddings. 
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Queen.  F.vanthe,  make  you  unready,  your 
lord  stays  fur  you. 

And  ’prithee  he  merry! 

Tony • Be  very  merry,  chicken ; 

Thy  lord  will  pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make 
thee  dance  too. 

Ixniy.  Will  he  so,  gfiodinan  Ass? 

Tony.  Yes,  goody  filly  : 

An  you  bail  such  a pipe,  that  pip’d  so  sweetly. 
You’d  dance  to  death ; you’ve  learnt  your 
sinque- apace. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  desires  that,  that’s  too 
free  in  tuc ; 

I’m  nw  rry  at  the  heart. 

Tony.  Thou  wiit  be  anon  ; [cordial. 

The  young  smug  boy  will  give  thee  a sweet 
Eu.n.  I am  so  taken  up  in  all  tny  thoughts, 
So  possest,  madam,  with  the  lawful  sweets 
I shall  this  night  partake  of’ with  mv  lord, 

So  far  transported  (pardon  my  immodesty 
Vul.  Alas,  poor  wench,  how  shall  1 recoin- 
pence  thee! 

Eran.  That  tho*  they  must  be  short,  and 
snatch’d  away  too 

Ere  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I shall  prefer  ’em 
Before  a tedious  pleasure  with  repentance. 
Val.  Oh,  how  my  heart  akes ! 

Eran.  Take  off  my  jewels,  ladies,  ft*  ye; 
And  let  mv  rutfloose:  1 shall  bid  good  night 
My  lord  stays  here. 

Qhrth.  My  wench,  I thank  thee  heartily. 
For  learning  how-  to  use  tiiy  few  hours  hand- 
somely; [gown  now. 

They  will  be  years,  I hope.  Off  with  your 
Lav  down  the  bed  there. 

Tony,  bhail  I get  into  it,  [thing! 

And  warm  it  for  thee  ? A fool’s  fire’s  a line 
And  I'll  so  buss  thee  ! 

Queen.  I’ll  have  you  whipp’d,  you  rascal ! 
Tony.  That  will  provoke  me  mere.  I’ll 
talk  with  thy  husband  : 

He’s  a w ise  man,  1 hope. 

Evan.  Good  night,  dear  madam  ! 

Ladies, no  further  service;  1 am  well. 

1 do  beseech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave ; 
My  lord  and  1 to  one  another  freely,  , 

And  privately,  may  do  all  other  ceremonies; 
Woman  and  page  we’ll  be  to  out*  another, 
And  double  you  no  further 
Tony.  Art  thou  a wise  man  ? 

Val.  I cannot  tell  thee,  Tony;  ask  my 
neighbours.  [night, 

Tony.  If  thou  bc'st  so,  go  lie  with  me  to- 
sThe  old  fool  will  lie  quieter  than  the  young 
one, 

And  give  thf*e  more  sleep)  thou  wilt  look  to- 
morrow else  [of, 

Worse  than  the  prodigal  fool  the  ballad  speaks 
That  was  squeez’d  thro*  a horn. 

Vul.  I shall  take  thy  counsel3"! 


*®  Val.  T shall  lake  thy  counsel .]  This  is  aside  if  the  words  arc  right;  but  perhaps  they 
would  be  bettci  joined,  with  son 4 little  change,  to  the  end  of  the  Fool’s  speech: 

* That  was  squeez’d  through  a horn.  117(1  take  my  counsel? 9 Symyson. 

Valerio  sjicaks  ironically.  J.  A. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

Queen.  Why  then,  stock!  night,  good  night, 
my  best  Kvaiithe  ! [vanish, 

My  worthy  maid  ! and,  as  that  name  shall 
A worthy  wife**, a long  and  happy. — Follow, 
sirrah ! 

Elan.  That  shall  be  my  care.  Goodness 
rest  with  >our  Grace  ! [to  you  : 

Queen.  Be  lusty,  lord,  and  take  your  lady 
And  that  power  that  shad  part  you  he  un- 
happy ! [ladies ! 

Val.  Sweet  rest  unto  you!  to  ye  all,  sweet 
Tony,  good  night ! 

Tout/.  Shall  not  the  Fool  stay  with  thee? 

Qntcn.  Come  away,  sirrah  ! 

[Knunt  Queen  awl  ladies. 

Tony  I low  the  fool  is  sought  for  ! 

Sweet  malt  is  ma  le  of  easy  fire;  } 
A hasty  horse  will  quickly  tiro;  ?■ 
A sudden  lenper  sticks  i’th'  nnre ; ) 

Phlebotomy,  and  the  word  ‘ lie  higher/ 
Take  heed  of,  friend,  1 thee  require. 
This  from  an  Almanack  I stole, 

And  learn  this  lesson  from  a Fool. 

Good  night,  my  bird ! [JJ.rif  Tony. 

Evan.  Good  night,  w ise  master  Tony. 
Will  you  to  tied,  my  lord  ? Come,  let  me  help 
you 

Val.  To  bed,  Kvanthe  ? art  thou  sleepy  ? 

Evan.  No; 

I shall  fc<*  worse,  if  you  look  sad  upon  me. 
Trav  you  let's  to  bed  ! 

Vat.  I am  not  well,  tny  love. 

Evan.  I'll  make  you  well;  there's  no  such 
physic  tor  you 

As  your  warm  mistress’  arms. 

Vat.  Art  thou  so  cunning? 

Evan.  I speak  not  by  experience:  (/pray 
you  mistake  not) 

But,  if  you  love  me 

, Val.  I do  love  so  dearly, 

So  much  above  the  base  bent  of  desire, 

J know  not  how  to  answer  thee. 

Evan.  To  bed  then ; 

There  I shall  better  cred it  you.  Fy,  my  lord  ! 
Will  you  put  a maid  to't,  to  teach  you  what 
to  do? 
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An  innocent  maid  ? Arc  you  so  cold  n lover  ? 
In  truth,  you  make  me  blush  ! Tis  midnight 
too. 

And  his  no  stolen  love,  hut  authorised  openly, 
No  sin  we  covet.  ’Pray  let  ine  undress  you  ; 
You  shall  help  me.  'Prithee,  sweet  Valerio, 
Be  not  so  sad  ; the  king  will  l»e  more  merciful* 
Val.  May  not  I love  thy  mind  ? 

Evan.  And  I yours  too; 

Tis  a most  noble  one,  adorn’d  with  virtue; 
But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really, 

And  put  our  bodies  and  our  minds  together, 
And  so  make  up  the  concord  of  affection, 
Our  love  will  prove  hut  a blind  superstition. 
This  is  no  school  to  argue  in,  my  lord. 

Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow'd  us: 
Tray  let’s  dispatch.  If  any  one  shotdd  come 
And  find  us  at  this  distance,  what  would  they 
think? 

Come,  kiss  me,  and  to  bed ! 

I at.  That  I dure  do. 

And  kiss  again. 

Evan.  Sparc  not;  they  are  your  own,  sir. 
Vul.  But  to  enjoy  thee  is  to  be  luxurious. 
Too  sensual  in  my  love,  and  hw»  ambitious ! — 
Oh,  how  I burn ! — To  pluck  thee  from  the 
stalk  flieautcous, 

Where  now  thou  grow’st  a sweet  hud  and  a 
And  bcar'st  the  prime  and  honour  of  the 
garden, 

Is  hut  to  violate  thy  spring,  and  spoil  thee. 
Evan.  To  l«  t me  blow,  and  fall  alone, 
would  anger  you. 

Vat.  Let's  sit  together  thus,  and,  as  we  sit, 
Feed  on  the  sweets  of  one  ano  t tier's  souls. 

I he  happiness  of  love  is  contemplation, 

T ue  blessedness  of  love  is  pure  alfection, 
Where  no  alloy  of  actual  dull  desire. 

Of  pleasure  rimt  partakes  with  wantunness, 
Of  human  fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 
And  leaves  the  body  but  a poor  re}»ei»tance, 
Can  ever  mix:  Let’s  fix  on  that,  Evanthe.; 
That’s  everlasting,  th* other  casual; 

Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortune, 
Blind  ns  herself,  and  full  of  all  afilietions: 
Shall  we  love  virtuously  ? 

Evan.  I ever  lov’d  so. 


*9  J worthy  wife , a long  and  happy ; fallow,  sirrah. 

F.van.  'J’ljat  shall  1*.  tny  care , 

Oaodatss  tent  with  your  Grace,  j Instead  of  fallow,  sirrah , I could  wish  to  connect  the 
verb  with  the  preceding  words.  The  relative  that  too,  in  the  second  line,  can  only  refer  to 
a worthy  wife,  for  all  Evantue’s  care  and  prudence  could  not  possibly  make  her  a long  and 
happy  one.  With  likewise,  in  the  last,  seems  to  have  little  business  there.  In  a won!,  I 
would  propose  reading  the  whole  in  this  manner  : 

4 A worthy  wife,  a long  and  happy  follow  it. 

Evan.  * That  shall  be  my  care ; these 

* Goodness  rest  your  Grace.  — That  shall * 

i.  e.  to  be  a worthy  wife  sludl  be  iny  study  and  endeavour;  but  these , i.  e.  long  and  happy, 
must  l»e  left  to  the  gods,  (or  something  to  that  etfect,)  and  so, 4 Goodness  re*t,'&c.  i.  e.  i\fay 
the  gods  give  your  Grace  good  rest  to-night ! Symnson. 

There  is  no  kind  of  difficulty  in  the  text,  and  Sympson’*  reading  is  all  uncouthness  and 
confusion;  Evanthe  answers  immediately  to  what  the  Queen  addresses  to  her,  taking  no 
notice  of  the  two  words  she  speaks  to  the  Fool:  And  why  need  she?  or  how  do  they  create 
any  obscurity  to  a reader  of  the  least  observation  or  taste  ? 

2 G S 
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[Act  3.  Scene  1* 


Val.  And  only  think  our  lore:  The  rarest 
pleasure, 

(And  that  we  most  desire,  let  it  be  human) 
If  once  enjoy'd  grows  stale,  and  cloys  our 
appetites. 

I would  not  lessen  in  my  love  for  any  thing ; 
Nor  dud  thee  but  the  same  in  my  short  jour- 
For  my  love's  safety*®.  [uey, 

Evan.  Now  1 see  I am  old,  sir, 

Old  and  ill-favour  *d  loo,  poor  and  despis’d, 
And  am  not  worth  your  noble  fellowship. 
Your  fellowship  in  love ; you  would  not  rise 
Thus  cunningly  seek  to  betray  a maid, 

(A  maid  that  honours  you  thus  piously) 
Strive  to  abuse  the  piousloveshc  brings  you. 
Farewell,  my  lord;  since  you’ve  a Letter 
mistress, 

(For  it  must  seem  so,  or  you  are  no  man) 

A younger,  happier,  I shall  give  her  room. 
So  much  I love  you  still. 

Val.  Stay,  my  Evanthe  ! 

Henv'u  bear  me  witness,  thou  art  all  I love, 
AH  I desire!  And  now,  have  pity  on  me! — 
(I  never  lied  before*' ; forgive  me.  Justice  ! 
Youth  and  Aifcction,  stop  your  ears  unco 
me!)  [sis  ide. 

Frau.  Why  do  you  weep  ? If  I have  spoke 
too  hardily, 

And  unbeseeming  (mv  beloved  lord) 

My  care  and  duty,  pardon  me ! 

Val.  Ob,  bear  ine. 

Hear  me,  Evanthe ! — (I  am  all  on  torture, 
And  this  lie  tears  my  conscience  as  I vent 
it!)——  [Aside. 

I am  no  man. 

Einin.  Ilow,  sir  ? 

Val.  No  rnan  for  pleasure ; 

No  woman’s  man. 

Evan.  Goodness  forbid,  iny  lord  ! 

Sure  you  abuse  yourself. 


Val.  ’Tis  true,  Evanthe; 

I shame  to  say  you’ll  tind  it.  [Weeps. 

Evan.  He  weeps  bitterly  : 

Tis  my  hard  fortune  ; bless  all  young  maids 
from  it ! 

Is  there  no  help,  my  lord,  in  art  will  com- 
fort ve? 

Val.  I hope  there  is. 

Evan . Ilow  long  have  you  been  destitute? 
Val.  Since  l was  youug. 

Ev-ui.  Tis  hard  to  die  for  nothing. — 

Now  you  shall  know,  ’tis  not  the  pleasure,  sir, 
(For  I’m  eorapoird  to  love  you  spiritually) 
That  women  aim  at,  I affect  you  for ; ♦ 

Tis  for  your  worth:  And  kissme;  beat  peace. 
Because  I ever  lov’d  you,  I still  honour  you. 
And  with  all  duty  to  rnv  husband  follow  you. 
Will  you  to  bed  now?  You’re  adiam’d,  it 
seems:  [life. 

Pygmalion  pray’d,  and  his  cold  stone  took 
Y’ou  do  not  know  with  what  zeal  I shall  ask, 
sir,  [you. 

And  what  rare  miracle  that  may  work  upon 
Still  blush?  Prescribe  your  law. 

Vul.  I prithee  pardon  me  ! 

To  bed,  mid  I’ll  sit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with 
thee. 

Mourn  both  our  fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones. 
Do  not  despise  me ; make  me  not  more 
wretched ! 

I pray  to  Ileav’n,  when  I am  gone,  Evanthe, 
(As  my  poor  date  is  hut  a span  of  time  now) 
To  recompense  thy  noble  patience. 

Thy  love  and  virtue,  w ith  a fruitful  husband. 
Honest  and  honourable. 

Eran.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep 
now.  [tity, 

All  fond  desire  die  here,  and  welcome  chus- 
lionour  and  chastity  ! I)o  what  you  please, 
sir.  [ Exeunt . 


30  Nor  find  thee  but  the  same  in  my  short  journey. 

Fa/  ay  love’s  safely.]  Valerio  would  not  sutler  the  least  abatement  of  her  affection  if 
he  mi.  lit  save,  — w hat  by  it?  bis  love  ? bis  life  to  be  sure  be  designed  to  say,  and  the 
true  reading  is, 

* For  my  life's  safety.’  Sympsnn. 

Very  good  sense  may  be  made  out  of  th<  text:  * lie  would  not  lessgn  in  his  love  for  any 
4 thing,  and  therefore  wishes  to  find  her  still  the  same,  that  his  love  may  not  lessen.’  In  his 
* short  journey  ’ his  hje's  safely  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 

*' hare  pity  on  utc , 

I never  liai  before,  forgive  me,  Justice ; 

Youth  and  n feet  ion  stop  your  cars  unto  me.]  Valerio  going  to  pretend  impotency,  prays, 
eside,  that  Heaven  may  forgive  the  lie,  and  (as  the  text  at  present  runs)  Evanthe  not  believe, 
but  stop  her  cars  against  it.  But  is  not  this  a contradiction  glaring  enough?  Tis,  I thiuk, 
not  only  pui'Sibit  but  very  probable  the  Authors*  manuscript  ran, 

* Youth  and  affection  opc  your  ears  unto  me;* 

*.  e.  to  hear  and  believe  what  he  was  going  to  discover.  Sywpsor^ 
lie  desires  them  not  to  hear,  mid  that  is  surely  much  best. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  r. 

T,nirr  atone  door  Rugio  und  friar  Marco,  at 
the  other  door  Surano,  with  a little  gluts  viol. 


He  seems  to  weep  too. 

Mar.  Something  is  a-hatching, 

And  of  sonic  bloody  nature  too,  lord  Rugio, 
This  crocodile  mourns  thus  cunningly.' 

Sor.  Hail,  holy  fattier  ! 

And  good  day  to  the  good  lord  Rugio! 

Ilow  fnresthesad  prince,  l beseech  you,  sir? 
Ru&  . Tis  like  you  kuow  ; you  need  not 
ask  that  question:  fries 

You  have  vour  eyes  and  watches  on  his  misc- 
As  near  as  ours : I would  they  w ere  as  tender ! 
Mar.  Can  you  do  him  good?  As  the  king 
and  you  appointed  him,  , 

So  he  is  still ; as  you  desir’d  I think  too, 

For  cv’ry  day  he’s  worse  ; Hcav'iv-purdon  all ! 
Put  off  vour  sorrow ; you  may  laugh  now, 
lord ; 

He  cannot  last  long  to  disturb  your  master: 
You  have  done  worthy  service  to  his  brother, 
And  he  most  memorable  love.. 

Sor.  You  do  not  know,  sir,  [weariness 

With  what  remorse  1 ask,  nor  with  what 
I groan  and  bow  under  this  load  of  honour; 
And  how  my  soul  sighs  for  the  beastly  ser- 
vices [with  me! 

I've  done  his  pleasures, ■ these  be  witness 
And  from  your  piety  believe  me,  father,  t 
I would  :ts  willingly  uncloath  myself 
Of  litle,  (that  becomes  me  not,  £ know  ; 
Good  men  and  great  names  best  agree  to- 
gether) [pings 

Cast  off  the  glorious  favours,  and  the  trap- 
Of  sound  and  honour,  wealth  and  promises, 
His  wanton  pleasures  have  Hung  on  my  weak- 
ness, [Virtue’s, 

And  chusc  to  serve  my  country’s  cause  and 
Poorly  and  honestly,  and  redeem  my  ruins, 
As  I would  hope  remission  of  my  mischiefs. 
Rug.  Old  and  experienc’d  men,  my  lord 
So  ratio. 

Are  not  so  quickly  caught  with  gilt  hypocrisy. 
You  pull  your  claws  in  now,  and  fawn  upon 
As  lions  do  to  entice  poor  foolish  beas:* ; [us, 
And  beasts  we  should  be  too,  if  we  believ'd 

Go,  exercise  your  art [you: 

Sor.  For  Heav’n’s  sake,  scorn  me  not, 

Nor  add  more  hell  to  my  afflicted  soul 
Than  I fed  here  ! As  you  are  honourable. 
As  you  arc  charitable,  look  gently  on  ine  ! 

I will  no  more  to  court,  be  no  more  devil ; 

I kuow  I must  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  iny  love  now;  and  the  more  he 
loves  ine 

For  his  foul  ends,  when  they  shall  once  appear 
to  him. 


Muster  before  his  conscience,  and  accusehim. 
The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  bis  displeasure  : 
Princes  are  fading  things,  so  are  their  favours. 

jlfur.  lie  weeps  again  ; 

His  heart  is  touch’d  sure  with  remorse. 

Sor.  See  this, 

And  give  me  fair  attention.  Good  my  lord. 
And  worthy  father,  see  ; within  this  viol, 
The  remedy  and  cure  of  all  my  honour, 

And  of  the  sad  prince,  lie. 

Rug.  Whut  new  trick’s  this?  [dandy 
Sor.  ’Tis  true,  1 have  done  offices  ubun- 
I!l  and  prodigious  to  the  prince  Alplionso; 
And,  w hilst  1 was  a knave,  1 sought  his  death 
too.  [yet. 

Rug.  You  are  too  late  convicted  to  be  good 
Sor . But,  fadicr,  when  1 felt  this  part  af- 
flict me, 

This  inward  part,  and  call'd  inc  to  an  audit 

Of  my  misdeeds  and  mischiefs 

Mar.  Well ; go  on,  sir. 

Sor.  Oh,  then,  then,  then  ! what  was  my 
glory  then,  father ! 

The  favour  of  the  king,  what  did  that  ease  me? 
What  was  it  to  be  bow’d  to  by  all  creatures? 
VVorshipt,  and  courted?  what  did  this  avail 
I was  a wretch,  a poor  lost  wretch ! [me  ? 
Mar.  Still  better.  [found 

Sor.  ’Till,  in  the  midst  of  all  ray  grief,  I 
Repentance ; and  a learned  tnan  to  give  the 
means  to  it; 

A Jew,  an  honest  and  a rare  physician  : 

Of  him  I had  this  jewel ; ’tis  a jewel,  [it. 

And,  at  the  price  of  all  ray  wealth,  I bought 
If  the  king  knew  it,  I must  lose  my  head; 
And  willingly,  most  willingly,  I’d  suffer. 

A child  may  take  it,  ’tis  so  sweet  in  working. 
Mar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it? 

Sor.  To  the  sick  prince; 

It  will  in  half  a day  dissolve  bis  melancholy. 
Rug.  I do  believe,  and  give  him  sleep  for 
ever.  [licc# 

What  impudence  is  this,  and  what  base  mu- 
To  make  us  instruments  of  thy  abuses! 

Are  we  set  here  to  poison  him? 

Sor.  Mistake  not; 

Yet  I must  needs  say,  ’tis  a noble  care, 

And  worthy  virtuous  servants.  If  you'll  sea 
A flourishing  estate  again  in  Naples, 

And  greut  Alphonso  reign,  that’s  truly  good, 
And  like  himself  able  to  make  all  excellent, 
Give  him  this  drink  ; and  this  good  health 
unto  him!  [Drinks, 

I’m  not  so  desp’rate  yet  to  kill  myself. 

Never  look  on  me  as  a guilty  man, 

Nor  on  the  water  as  a speedy  poison : 

I am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  treasure, 
My  couscicucc  and  my  credit,  to  abuse  ye. 
How  nimbly  and  how  chearfuily  it  works  now 
U pon  my  heart  and  head ! Sure  J m a new  man ! 
There  is  no  saduess  that  I feci  within  me, 
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lint,  ns  it  meets  if,  like  a lazy  vapour 
1 low  it  Hies  off!  1 lei  r, give  it  him  with  speed  : 
You  fire  more  guiby  limn  l ever  was. 

And  worthier  of  the  name  of  evil  subjects. 

If  but  an  hour  you  hold  this  from  his  health. 
Ruo.  T is  some  re  re  virtuous  thing  sure  *J; 
he's  a good  man  ! 

It  must  he  so;  come, let’s  apply  it  presently, 
And  rimy  it  sweetly  work  ! 

Sor.  'Fray  let  me  hear  on’t ; 

And  carrv’t  close,  my  lords. 

Alar.  Yes,  good  Sorano. 

[ Exeunt  Rugio  amt  ATareo. 
Sor.  Do,  my  good  tools,  my  honest  pious 
ro*  combs,  [doin?? 

M v wary  fools  too  ! Have  I criucht.  your  wis- 
You  never  d ream'd  I knew  nil  antidote, 

Nor  how  to  take  it  to  secure  mine  ow^i  life; 

I am  an  ass!  Do,  give  him  the  tine  cord  ml. 
And  w hen  you’ve  done,  go  dig  his  grave,  good 
friar.  [bawling, 

Some  two  hours  hcncc  wc  shall  have  such  u 
And  roaring  up  and  down  for  aqua  ritv. 

Such  rubbing,  and  such  ’noiuting,  and  such 
cooling!  [belly: 

I’ve  sent  him  that  will  make  a bonfire  in’s 
If  he  recover  it,  there’s  no  heat  in  Iic.il  sure. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Frederick  amt  Vodramo. 

Fred.  Podramo ! 

Pod.  Sir. 

Fred.  Cali  hither  lord  Valerio; 

Anil  let  none  trouble  us. 

Pod.  It  shall  he  done,  sir.  [ Exit. 

Fred.  I know  he  wants  no  additions  to  lus 
tortures, 

Tic  has  enough  for  human  blood  to  carry; 
(Vet  I must  vex  him  further }) 

So  many,  that  l wonder  Ids  hot  youth 
And  high-bred  spirit  breaks  not  into  furv; 

1 must  yet  torture  him  a little  further. 

And  make  my  seif 'sport  with  his  miseries; 
My  anger  is  too  poor  else.  Here  lie  comes. 

Enter  Valerio . 

Now,  my  young-married  lord,  bow  do  you 
feel  yourself? 

You  have  the  happiness  you  ever  aim'd  at. 
The  joy  and  pleasure. 

Vat.  '\\  ould  you  hnd  the  like,  sir! 

Fred.  Yon  tumble  in  delights  with  your 
sweet  lady, 

And  draw  the  mini.*es  out  in  dear  embraces; 
You  live  n right  lord's  life. 

Vat.  ’Would  you  hud  tried  it, 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

That  you  might  know  the  virtue  but  to  suffer! 

Your  ancer,  tho*  it  be  unjust  and  insolent. 

Sits  handsomer  upon  you  than  your  scorn; 

To  do  a wilful  ill,  and  glory  in  it, 

Is  to  do’t  double,  double  to  be  damn’d  Too. 

Fred , Hast  thou  not  found  a loving  and 
lice  prince? 

High  in  his  favours  too  ? that  has  conferr’d 
Such  heart v-ease,  and  such  heaps  of  comfort 
All  thou  couldst  ask  ? [on  thee, 

Vat.  Von  are  too  gr  wn  a tyrant. 

Upon  so  suffering  and  so  ‘•till  a subject ! 

You’ve  put  upon  me  such  a punishment,  fat: 

That  if  your  youth  were  honest  it  would  blush 
But  you’re  a shame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue. 

Pull  not  iny  rage  upon  you  ! ’tis  so  just. 

It  will  give  way  to  no  respect.  My  life, 

Mv  innocent  life.  (I  dare  maintain  it,  sir,) 

Tike  a wanton  prodigal  you've  flung  away; 

Uml  I a thousand  more,  1 would  allow  ’em, 

And  he  as  cureless  of  ’em  as  your  will  is  : 

But  to  deny  those  rights  the  law  hath  giv’n 
me, 

The  holy  law,  and  make  her  life  the  penance, 

Is  such  a studied  and  unheard-of  malice. 

No  lunrt  tlmt  is  not  hir’d  fiom  hell  l dare 

think  of!  * 

To  do  it  then  too,  when  mv  hopes  were  high. 

High  as  my  blood,  all  iny  desires  upon  me, 

My  free  aifn  lions  ready  to  embrace  her. 

Enter  Cassandra 

And  she  mine  own— D you  smile  at  this  ? is*t 
done  well  ? 

Is  there  not  lleav’n  above  you,  that  secs  all? 

f Ent. 

Fred.  Como  hither,  Time.  How  does  your 
noble  mistress? 

Cos.  As  a gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  case 
That’s  riewlv  married,  sir;  sickly  sometime* 

And  fond  oi/t,  like  vour  majesty  s*. 

Fred.  She’s  breeding  then? 

Chi.  she. wants  much  of  her  colour,  and 
lm«  her  qualms 

As  ladies  use  to  have,  sir,  and  her  disgusts, 

Fred.  And  keeps  her  chamber? 

Chi  Yes,  sir. 

Fred1.  And  cat**  good  broths  and  jellies? 

Cos.  I’m  sure  she  sighs,  sir,  and  weeps, 
good  lady ! 

Fred.  Alas,  good  lady,  for  it! 

•She  should  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Cas- 
sandra, fforter. 

Could  turn  those  tears  to  joys,  a lusty  eoni- 
Cns.  A comfortable  man  docs  well  at  all 
lor  be  brings  comfortable  things.  [hours. 


3*  'Tis  tome  rare  virtuous  Min#.]  So  Milton  in  his  Tl  Penseroso  uses  the  word: 

* And  of  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass,’  &c.  Sytnpson. 

J (Yet  J must  ver  him  further ).  This  line  seems  to  be  an  inti  rpolatiou ; and  was  perhaps 
occasioned  by  the  players*  omitting  the  three  next  lines. 

t Hir’d  from  heth  J Hir'd  is  not  immense,  yet  its  being  genuine  is  doubtful.  Pci  haps  wt 
should  read  ‘ hot  from  hell.’ 

**  Sickly  sometimes  and  fond  on’t,  tike  your  majesty]  This  place  I would  rend  so: 

4 Sickly  sometimes  and  fond,  m't  like  your  majesty.’  Sympson. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

t 

Fred.  Come  hither ; 

And  hold  your  fan  between,  you’ve  eaten 
onions. 

Her  breath  stinks  like  a fox,  her  teeth  are 
contagious ; 

These  old  women  arc  all  elder-pipes. — Do 
you  mark  me  ? [giro*  a pune. 

Cus.  Yes,  sir;  but  docs  your  Grace  think 
I am  (it, 

That  ain  both  old  and  virtuous? 

Frcl.  Therefore  the  fitter,  lb’  older  still 
the  better; 

I know  thju  art  as  holy  as  an  old  cope, 

Yet,  upon  accessary  use 

Cut.  Tis  true,  sir 

Fred.  Her  feeling  sense  is  fierce  still;  speak 
unto  her, 

(You  are  familiar)  speak,  I say,  unto  her. 
Speak  to  the  purpose  ; toil  her  this,  and  this. 
Cos.  Alas,  she’s  honest,  sir,  she’s  very  ho- 

And  would  you  have  my  gravity [nest, 

Fred.  Ay,  av ; 

Your  gravity  will  become  the  cause  the  better. 
1’il  look  thee  out  a knight  shall  make  thee  a 
lady  too,  [thee ; 

A lusty  knight,  and  one  that  shall  he  rul’d  by 
And  add  to  these,  I’ll  make  ’em  good.  No 
wincing, 

Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  lady, 

But  do  it  home.  We’ll  ail  be  friends  too, 
tell  her, 

And  such  a joy 

Cat.  That’s  it  that  stirs  me  up,  sir ; 

I would  not  for  the  world  attempt  iierchnstity. 
But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 
Fred.  For  that  I urge  it  too. 

Cat . A little  evil 

May  well  be  suffer’d  for  a general  good,  sir. 
I’ll  take  iny  leave  of  your  majesty.  [Fiaif. 

Enter  Voter  io. 

Fred.  Go  fortunately; 

Be  speedy  too.  Here  comes  Valerio: 

If  his  afflictions  have  allay’d  his  spirit, 

My  work  has  end.  Como  hither,  lord  Valerio; 
How  do  you  now  ? 

Vat.  Your  majesty  may  guess, 

Not  so  well,  nor  so  fortunate  as  you  are. 
That  can  tie  up  men’s  honest  wills  and  actions 
Fred.  You  clearly  see  now,  brave  Valerio, 
What  ’tis  to  be  the  rival  to  a prince, 

To  interpose  against  a raging  lion: 

I know  you’ve  suffer’d,  infinitely  suffer’d, 
And  with  a kind  of  pity  l behold  it; 

And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  mercy, 

I can  yet  heal  you,  (yield  up  your  Evauthc) 
Take  off  tny  sentence  also. 

Vat,  I fall  thus  low,  *dr. 

My  poor  sad  heart  under  your  feet  I lay. 
Ami  all  the  service  of  my  life. 

Fred.  Do  this  then, 

For  without  this  'twill  be  impossible: 

Part  with  her  for  a while. 

Vat.  You’ve  parted  us ; 

What  should  I do  with  that  I cannot  use,  sir? 


Fred.  ’ Tis  well  consider’d : Let  me  hare  the 
lady, 

And  thou  shall  see  how  nobly  I'll  befriend  thee, 

How  all  this  difference 

Vat.  Will  she  come,  d’you  think,  sir? 

Fred.  She  must  be  wrought,  (I  know  she  if 
too  modest) 

And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 

Vat.  Tis  lit,  sir. 

Fred.  And  secretly  it  must  be  done. 

Vat.  As  thought. 

Fted.  I’ll  warrant  you  her  honour  shall  he 
fair  still ; 

No  soil  nor  slain  shall  appear  on  that,  Valerio. 
You  see  a thousand  that  bear  sober  faces. 
And  shew  off  as  inimitable  mode>ties; 

You  would  be  sworn  too  taut  they  were  pure 
matrons, 

And  most  chaste  maids ; and  yet,  t’augmcut 
their  fortunes. 

Anil. get  them  noble  friends— » 

Vat.  They  are  content,  sir, 

In  private  to  hestpw  their  beauties  on  ’em. 
Fret.  They  are  so,  and  they  Ye  wise;  they 
know  no  want  for  t, 

Nor  no  eye  sees  they  want  their  honesties. 
Vat.  I ft  might  be  carried  thus? 

Fred.  It  shall  be,  sir. 

Vat.  I’ll  sec  you  dead  first ! [aside.] — With 
this  caution, 

Why,  sure,  I think  it  might  he  done. 

Fred.  Yes,  easily. 

Vat.  For  what  tune  would  your  Grace  de- 
sire her  body  ? [still 

Fred.  A month  or  two.  It  shall  be  carried 
As  if  she  kept  with  you,  and  were  a stranger, 
Rathe*  a hater,  of  the  grace  1 offer; 

And  then  I will  return  her,  with  such  ho- 
nour  [honour ! 

Vat.  Tis  very  like;  I dote  much  on  your 
Fred.  And  load  her  with  such  favour  too, 
Valerio — 

Vat.  She  never  shall  claw  off : I humbly 
thank  you ! 

Fred.  I’ll  make  vc  both  the  happiest,  and 
the  richest, 

And  the  mightiest  too 

Val.  But  who  shall  work  her,  sir  ? 

For,  on  my  conscience,  she  is  very  honest, 
And  will  he  hard  to  cui  as  n rougli  diamond. 
Fred.  Why,  you  must  work  her ; any  thing 
from  your  tongue, 

Set  off  with  golden  and  persuasive  language, 

Urging  your  dangers  too 

Vat.  But  all  this  lime 

Have  you  the  conscience,  sir,  to  leave  me  no- 
thing, 

Nothing  to  play  withal  ? 

Fred,  There  be  a thousand ; 

Take  where  thou  w ilt. 

Val.  May  1 make  bold  with  }rour  Queen? 
She’s  useless  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  sir. 
And  but  a loyal  wife,  that  may  be  lost  tooi 
I have  a mind  to  her,  aud  thau  ’tis  equal. 
Frtd.  How, sir? 
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Vul.  Tis  so,  sir.  Thou  most  glorious  im- 
pudence. 

Have  1 not  wrongs  enow  to  suffer  under, 

But  thou  must  pick  me  out  to  make  a monster  ? 
A hated  wonder  to  the  world?  D’you  start 
At  my  entrenching  on  your  private  liberty, 
And  would  you  force  u highway  thro’  mine 
honour, 

And  make  me  pave  it  too?  But  that  thy  Queen 
Is  of  that  excellence  in  honesty, 

And  guarded  with  divinity  about  her, 

No  loose  thought  can  come  near,  nor  flame 

I would  so  right  myself [unhallow’d, 

Fred.  Why,  take  her  to  you  ; 

I am  not  vex’d  at  this;  thou  shall  enjoy  her: 
I’ll  he  thy  friend,  if  that  may  win  thy  courtesy. 
IW.  I will  not  be  your  bawd,  tho*  for  your 
royalty. 

Was  I brought  up  and  nourish'd  in  the  court, 
With  thy  most  royal  brother,  and  thyself, 
Upon  thy  father's  charge,  thy  happy  father’s, 
And  suck'd  the  sweetness  of  all  human  arts, 
Lcarn’d  arms  and  honour,  to  become  a rascal  ? 
W as  this  the  expectation  of  my  youth, 

My  growth  of  honour?  Do  you  speak  this 
truly. 

Or  do  you  try  me,  sir?  for  I believe  not, 

At  least  I would  not,  and  nicthiuks'tis  impos- 
sible, 

There  should  he  such  a devil  in  a king’s  shape, 
Such  a malignant  tiend  ! 

Fred.  I thank  you,  sir ! 

Tomorrow  is  your  last  day,  and  look  to  it 

Get  from  my  sight,  away  ! 

VuL  You  are Oh,  uiy  heart’s  too  high 

And  full  to  think  upon  you  ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Evan  the  and  Cattandra. 

F.run.  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  Cas- 
That  1 should  he  a whore?  [?andra, 

Cos.  Why  a whore,  madam? 

If  every  woman  that  upon  necessity 
Did  a good  turn  (for  there’s  the  main  point, 
mark  it)  [madam? 

Were  term’d  a whore,  who  would  he  honest, 
Your  lord's  life,  and  your  own,  are  now  in 
hazard ; [nothing, 

Two  precious  lives  may  he  redeem’d  with 
Little  or  nothing;  say, an  hour’s  or  day’s  sport, 
Or  such  a toy ; the  end  to  t is  not  w nntonness5*, 
*lhat  we  call  lust,  that  maidens  lose  their 
fame  for. 

But  a compell’d  necessity  of  honour. 

Fair  as  the  day,  ami  clear  as  Innocence ; 
Upon  my  lifcand conscience,  adirect  way — 

Eran.  To  he  n rascal 

Cut.  Tis  a kind  of  rapt*  too; 

That  keeps  you  clear;  for  where  your  will's 
comprli’d,  [still. 

Tho*  you  yield  up  your  body,  you  are  safe 


[Act  4.  Scene  U 

Evan.  Thou’rt  grown  a learned  bawd;  I 
ever  look’d 

Thy  great  sufficiency  would  break  out. 

Cat.  You  may, 

You  that  arc  young  and  fair,  scorn  us  old 
creatures ; [lady. 

But  you  must  know  my  years  ere  you  he  wise, 

And  my  experience  too.  Say  the  king  lov'd 
Say  it  were  nothing  else  ? [you  ? 

Eran.  Ay,  marry,  wench, 

Now  thou  corn's t to  me. 

Cut.  Do  vou  think  princes’  favours 
Arc  such  slight  things,  to  fling  away  when 
you  please? 

There  he  young  ladies. 

Both  fair  urn!  honourable,  that  would  leap  to 
And  leap  aloft  too.  [reach  ’em, 

Eran.  Such  are  light  enough  ; 

I mu  no  vaulter,  wench.  Butcanst  thou  tell 
me,  [no? 

Tho’  he  be  a king,  whether  he  he  sound  or 
I would  not  give  iny  youth  up  to  infection. 

Cat.  As  sound  as  honour  ought  to  be,  I think, 
lady. 

Go  to  ! he  wise;  I do  not  hid  you  try  him  ; 

But,  if  he  love  you  w MI,  and  you  neglect  him, 

Yourlord's  life  hanging  on  the  hazard  ofit a 

If  you  he  so  wilful  proud 

Evan.  Thou  speak’st  to  th’  point  still; 

But,  when  I’ve  lain  with  him,  what  uin  I then, 
gentlewoman  ? 

Cat.  What  are  you  ? why,  the  same  you’re 
now,  a woman, 

A virtuous  woman,  and  a noble  woman; 
Touching  at  w hat  is  noble,  you  become  so. 

HaJ  Lucrece  e’er  been  thought  of,  but  fur 
Tarquiu? 

She  was  before  a simple  unknown  woman  ; 
When  she  was  ravish’d,  she  was  a reverend 
saint. 

And  do  you  think  she  yielded  not  a little, 

And  had*  n kind  of  will  to  have  been  re-ra- 
vish’d  ? 

Believe  it,  yes.  There  arc  a thousand  stories 
Of  wondrous  loyal  women,  that  have  slipp’d, 

But  it  has  been  on  the  ice  of  tender  honour, 

1 hat  kept  them  cool  still  to  the  world.  I 
think  [vour  hands 

You’re  hirst,  that  have  such  an  occasion  in 
To  beget  a chronicle,  a faithful  one. 

Eran.  It  must  needs  he  much  honour? 

Cut.  As  you  may  make  it,  infinite,  and 
safe  too  ; [live 

And  when  ’tis  done,  your  lord  and  you  may 
So  miietly,  and  ptnccAblv  together, 

Ami  he  what  you  please  ! 

Eran.  But  suppose  this,  wench. 

The  king  should  so  delight  me  with  his  com- 
pany, [him  ? 

I should  forget  iny  lord,  und  no  more  look  oil 


s*  the  end  to  it  isveantonnets  ] For  w*ant  of  u negative  particle  here,  the  old  procures! 

is  made  to  contradict  all  she  was  contending  for ; the  place  ought  to  ruu  so  ; 

« the  end  to  it  is  not  wmitonness.’ 

Mr.  Seward  likewise  made  the  same  observatiou.  Syrnpum. 
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Art  4.  Scene  1.] 

Cat.  That’s  the  main  hazard ; for  I tell  you 
truly,  [sure. 

I’ve  heard  Report  speak  he’s  an  infinite  plca- 
A linos t almve  belief.  There  be  some  ladies, 
And  modest  to  the  world  too,  woudrous  mo- 
dest, 

That  have  had  the  blessedness  to  try  his  body, 
That  1 have  heard  prochvm  him  a new  fler- 
Evan.  So  strongly  able  ? [culcs. 

Cas.  There  will  be  the  danger, 

You  being  but  a young  and  tender  lady, 
Altho’your  mind  be  good, yet  your  weak  body, 
At  first  encounter  too,  to  meet  with  one 

Of  his  uneonquer’d  strength 

Ei^m.  Peace,  thou  rude  hawd, 

Thou  studied  old  corruptness35!  tic  thy 
tongue  up,  [counsel? 

Your  hir'd  base  tongue!  Is  this  your  timely 
Post  thou  seek  to  make  me  dote  on  wicked- 
ness, . 

Because  ’tis  ten  times  worse  than  thou  de- 
li ver'st  it? 

To  be  a whore,  because  he  has  sufficiency 
To  make  a hundred?  Oh,  thou  impudence! 
Have  1 reliev’d  thy  age  to  mine  own  ruin? 
And  worn  thee  in  my  bosom,  to  betray  me? 
Can  vears  and  impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That’s  good  and  honest,  hut  thou  must  go  on 
stili  ? 

And  where  thy  hlood  wants  heat  to  sin  thyself, 
Force  thy  decrepid  will  to  make  rue  wicked  ? 

Cas.  I did  but  tell  you 

Evan.  What  the  damned’st  woman, 

The  cunning’st  and  the  skiiful’st  bawd,  comes 
short  of! 

If  thou  hadst  liv’d  ten  aces  to  he  damn’d  in, 
And  exercis’d  this  art  the  devil  taught  thee. 
Thou  couldst  not  liave  express’d  it  more  ex- 
Cas.  1 did  not  bid  you  sin.  [uctly  ! 

Evan.  Thou  wooedst  me  to  it; 

Thou,  that  art  lit  for  prayer  and  the  grave, 
Thy  body  earth  already,  and  corruption, 
Thou  taught’st  jbe  way.  Go,  follow  your  line 
function:  [matrons. 

There  are  houses  of  delight,  that  want  good 
Such  grave  instructors ; get  thee  thither,  mon- 
Aud  read  variety  of  sms  to  wantons;  [ster, 
And  when  they  roar  with  pains,  learn  to  make 
pluisters. 

Cas:  This  we’ve  for  on;*  good  wills. 

Evan.  If  e’er  1 see  dice  more, 

Or  any  thing  that’s  like  thee,  to  affright  me, 
By  this  fair  light,  I'll  spoil  thy  bawdry ! 

I'll  leave  thee  neither  eyes  nor  nose  to  grace 
thee  ! 

When  thou  want’st  breuil,  and  commonpity 
towards  thee, 

Enter  Frederick. 

Ami  art  a-tstarving  in  a ditch,  think  of  me  : 
Then  die,  and  let  the  wand’ritig  Imwdslauient 
thee  ! 

Be  gone ; I charge  thee  leave  me ! 


Cas.  You’ll  repent  this.  [ Exit, 

End.  She’s  angry,  and  t’  other  crying  too ; 
my  suit  is  cold  : [this ! 

I’ll  make  your  heart  ake,  stubborn  wench,  for 
Turn  not  so  angry  from  me ; I will  speak  to 
you.  . [lady  ? 

Are  you  grown  proud  with  your  delight,  good 
So  pamper’d  with  your  sport,  you  scorn  to 
know  me? 

Evan.  1 scorn  you  not ; I would  you  scorn’d 
not  me,  sir, 

And  forc’d  me  to  l»e  weary  of  ray  duty  ! 

I know  your  Grace;  ’would  I had  never  seen 
you ! 

Fred.  Because  I love  you,  ’cause  I dote 
upon  you, 

Because  I am  a man  that  seek  to  please  you. 
Evan.  I’ve  man  enough  already  to  con- 
tent me, 

As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 

As  all  the  world  can  yield, 

Fred.  That’s  but  your  modesty: 

You  have  no  man — nay,  never  look  upon  me ; 
I know  it,  lady — no  man  to  content  you  ; 

No  man  that  can,  or  at  the  least,  that  dare. 
Which  is  a poorer  man,  and  nearer  nothing. 
Evan.  Be  nobler,  sir,  inform’d. 

Fred.  I’ll  tell  thee,  wench, 

The  poor  condition  of  this  poorer  fellow, 
And  make  thee  blush  for  shame  at  thine  own 
error: 

lie  never  tender’d  yet  a husband’s  duty 
To  thy  warm  longing  bed. 

Evan.  How  should  he  know  that?  [Aside. 
Fred.  I’m  sure*  he  did  not,  for  I charg’d 
him  no, 

Upon  his  life  I charg’d  him,  hut  to  try  him. 
Could  any  brave  or  noble  spirit  stop  here? 
Was  life  to  he  preferr’d  before  affection  ? 
Lawful  and  long’d-for  t«xi? 

Ei'an.  Did  you  command  him? 

Fred.  I did,  in  policy,  to  try  his  spirit. 
Evan.  And  could  he  be  so  dead-cold  to 
observe  it  ? [me  ? 

Brought  I no  beauty,  nor  no  love  along  with 
Fnd.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  scorn 
to  name  him.  |for't; 

I should  have  lov’d  him,  if  If  had  vegtur’d 
Nay,  doted  on  his  bravery. 

Evan.  Only  charg’d  ? 

And  with  that  spell  sit  down?  Dare  men 
fight  bravely,  [tion, 

For  poor  slight  things,  for*  drink,  or  osteuta- 
And  there  endanger  both  their  lives  and  for* 
tunes, 

And  for  their  lawful  loves  fly  off  with  fear? 

Fred.  Tis  true;  [thee, 

And,  with  a cunning  base  fear  too  to  abuse 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evanthe, 
Wretched  young  girl,  it  was  his  impotency : 
Was  it  not  so?  deny  it. 

Evan.  Oh,  my  anger ! 

At  my  years,  to  becozeu’d  with  n young  man  I 


M old  corruptness.  1 This  in  Martial's  words  is,  non  vitiosu  sed  vitium.  Sampson. 
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Fred.  A strong  man  too ; certain  be  lov’d 
you  dearly ! 

Evan.  To  have  my  shame  and  love  mingled 
together,  [me ! 

And  both  Hung  on  me  like  a weight  to  siuk 
I would  have  died  a thousand  times! 

Fred.  So  would  any. 

Any  tliat  had  the  spirit  of  a man  : 

J would  have  been  kill’d  in  your  arms. 

Evun.  I would  b* had  been,  [Me: 

And  buried  in  mine  arms  ! that  had  been  no- 
Aud  what  a monument  would  I have  made 
him ! [peace, 

Upon  this  breast  he  should  have  slept  in 
llori'tur  and  everlasting  Love  Ins  mourners; 
And  I still  weeping,  'till  old  l ime  had  turn’d 
me, 

And  pitying  powers  above,  into  pure  crystal. 
Fred,  lladst  thou  lov'd  me,  and  had  my 
way  been  stuck  (stars, 

With  deaths,  as  thick  as  frosty  nights  with 
I would  have  ventur’d. 

Evun.  Sure  there  is  some  trick  in’t : 
Valerio  ne'er  was  coward.  [A tide. 

bred.  Worse  than  this  too, 

Tamer,  and  seasoning  of  a baser  nature, 

He  set  >our  woman  on  you  to  betray  you, 
Your  bawdy  woman,  or  your  sm-solicitor; 

(I  pray  but  think  what  tins  man  may  deserve 
now) 

X know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  please  me  too. 
Evan.  Good  sir,  afflict  me  not  too  fast!  I 
feel 

I am  a woman,  and  a wrong'd  one  too, 

Anil  sensible  I urn  of  my  abuses. 

Sir,  you  have  lov’d  n»« 

ired.  And  1 love  thee  still, 

Pity  thy  wrongs,  and  dote  upon  thy  person. 
Evan.  To  set  my  woman  on  me  ! *twas  too 
buse,  sir. 

Fred.  A nominal. !e  vile. 

Evun.  But  1 shall  lit  him. 

Fud.  All  reason  and  all  law  allows  it  to 
you;  [him 

And  you’re  a fool,  a tame  fool,  if  you  j-pnre 
Evan.  You  may  speak  now,  and  happily 
prevail  too; 

And  J beseech  your  Grace  be  angry  w ith  nit*. 
Fred.  1 am  at  heart.— (6he  staggers  in  her 
fa’th. 

And  will  tail  off,  I hope;  I’ll  ply  her  still.)— 
Thou  ubus’d  innocence,  1 suffer  with  thee ! 
If  1 should  give  him  life,  l»»*’d  still  betray  thee; 
'i  hat  tool  bsut  fears  to  die  for  &uch  a tx-auty, 
Would  xorthc  same  fear  sell  thee  unto  misery. 
I don’t  say!  he- would  have  been  bawd  him- 
self too. 

Ei—  n 1 allow’d  thus  far  ? nay,  then  I smell 
the  malice. 

It  tastes  tuQ  hot  of  practis’d  wickedness: 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

There  can  be  no  such  man,  I*iu  sure  no  gen-* 
tleman.  [pleasure  ? 

Shall  ray  anger  make  me  whore,  and  not  tuy 
My  sudden  inconsiderate  rage  abuse  me? 
Come  home  again,  my  frighted  faith,  my 
virtue, 

Home  to  my  heart  again  ! [Aside. J— He  be 
a bawd  too?  [the. 

Fred.  I will  not  say  he  offer'd,  fair  Evan- 
Evan.  Nor  do  noidare  ! 'Twill  be  au  im- 
pudence, 

And  not  an  honour,  for  a prince  to  lie. 

Fv,  sir,  a person  of  your  rauk  to  triffe ! 

I know  you  do  lie. 

Fred.  I low? 

Evan.  Lie  shamefully ; 

And  1 could  wish  myself  a man  but  one  day^ 
To  tell  you  openly,  you  lie  too  basely  ! 

Fred.  Take  heed, wild  fool! 

Evan,  l ake  thou  heed,  thou  tame  devil ! 
Thou  all  Pandora’s  box,  in  a king's  figure ! 
Th'  hast  almost  w hor’d  my  weak  belief  al- 
ready. 

And  like  an  engineer  blown  up  mine  honour: 
But  I shall  countermine,  and  catch  your  mis- 
chief ; 

This  hale  fort  you  seek  T shall  man  nobly, 
And  strongly  too,  with  chaste  obedience 
To  my  dear  lord,  with  virtuous  thoughts  that 
scorn  you. 

Victorious  Thomyris  never  won  more  honour 
In  cutting  off  the  royal  head  of  Cyrus, 
ThanXshall  do  in  coniju'ring  thee.  Farewell! 
And,  if  thou  caust  be  wise,  learn  to  be  good 
too;  [eyes  do. 

'Tw  ill  give  thee  nobler  lights  than  both  thine 
My  poor  lord  and  myself  are  bound  to  suf- 
fer; [tencc. 

And  when  I see  him  faint  under  your  sen- 
I’li  tell  you  more;  it  may  be,  then  I’ll  yield 
too. 

Fred.  Fool  unexampled,  shall  my  anger 
follow  thec?  m [Exeunt, 

Enter  Rugiu  and  friar  Mareot  amazed . 
Rug.  Curse  on  our  light3**,  our  fond  cre- 
dulities! [us, 

A thousand  curses  on  the  slave  that  cheated 
The  damned  slave  ! 

Alar.  We  have  e’en  sham’d  our  service. 
Brought  our  best  care  and  loyalties  to  no- 
thing: [tent 

'I  is  the  most  fearful  poison,  the  most  po* 
jleav’o  give  him  patience ! Oh,  it  works  most 

And  tejirs  him Lord  ! (strongly, 

Rug  That  we  should  be  so  stupid 
To  trust  the  arrant’st  villain  that  e’er  flatter’d, 
The  bloodiest  too  ! to  believe  a few  soft 
words  f rom  bun, 

And  give  way  to  lus  prepar’d  tears ! 


J 1 don’t  $ayt  flic.J  From  Evunthe’s  answer,  it  seems  probable  the  Poet 'wrote,  * I dart 
I iv,’  tVc. 

36  C-arst  an  ou*"  sights. j Every  bod v sees  this  is  not  sense;  to  make  it  so,  I would  read 
f Curse  wit  our  iigui  w (slight;  our  fond/  dec.  Light , i.  e.  our  easiness  in  believing,  fyvipsdn* 
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Act  \.  Scene  1.] 


Alph.  [wit  kin.}  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Rug.  Hark,  friar  Marco! 

Hark,  the  poor  prince ! That  we  should  be  , 
such  blockheads, 

As  to  he  taken  with  his  drinking  first. 

And  never  think  what nutidotesarc  made  for! 
Two  wooden  sculls  we  have,  and  we  deserve 
To  be  hang’d  fort: 

For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  charge; 
Ascertain  too,  it  will  dispatch  him  speedily. 

Which  way  to  turn  or  what  to 

Mar.  Let  us  pray  ! 

HeavVs  hand  is  strong. 

Hug.  The  poison's  strong,  you’d  say. 

Enter  Alphonso , carried  on  a couch  by  two 
friars. 

’Would  any  thing — He  comes ; let’s  give  him 
comfort. 

Alph.  Give  me  more  air,  air,  more  air! 
blow,  blow  ! 

Open,  thou  Eastern  gate,  and  blow  upon  me! 
I)istii  thy  cold  dews,  oh,  thou  icy  moon, 

And  rivers  run  thro’  my  afflicted  spirit ! 

I am  all  fire,  fire,  fire  1 The  raging  Dog-star 
Reigns  in  my  blood ! Oh,  which  way  shall  J 
turn  me? 

/Etna,  and  all  his  flames  burn  in  mv  bead. 
Fling  me  into  the  ocean,  or  I perish ! 

Dig,  dig,  dig.  till  the  springs  fly  up, 

The  cold,  cold  springs,  that  1 nmy  leap  into 
’em,  | pleasures ! 

And  bathe  my  scorch’d  limbs  in  tneir  purling 
Or  shoot  me  up  into  the  higher  region, 
Where  treasures  of  delicious  snow  are  nou- 
And  banquets  of  sweet  hail ! [rish’d. 

Rug.  Hold  him  fast,  friar; 

Oh,  tiow  lie  burns ! 

Alph.  What,  will  yc  snrrificc  me  ? 

Upon  the  altar  lay  ray  willing  body,  [cense; 
Ami  pile  your  wood  up,  fling  your  holy  in- 
Aud,  as  I turn  me,  you  shall  see  all  flame, 
Consuming  flame.  Stand  off  me,  or  you’re 
ashes  ! 


Both.  Most  miserable  wretches ! 

Alph.  Bring  hither  Charity,  [cold, 

And  let  me  hug  her,  friar : They  say  she’s 
Infinite  cold  ! devotion  cannot  warm  her. 
Draw  me  a river  of  false  lovers’  tears 
Clean  thro*  my  breast;  they’re  dull,  cold, 
and  forgetful, 

And  will  give  ease.  Let  virgins  sigh  upon  me. 
Forsaken  souls  j their  sighs  are  precious*?; 
Let  them  all  sigh.  Oh,  hell,  hell,  hell ! oh, 
horror ! 

Mar.  To  bed,  good  sir. 

Alph.  My  bed  will  burn  about  me* 

Like  Phaeton,  in  all-consuming  flashes 
I am  enclosed ! Let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give 
room!  [lion*®, 

Twixt  the  cold  bears,  far  from  the  raging 
Lies  my  safe  way.  Oh,  for  a cake  of  ice  now 
To  clap  unto  my  heart  to  comfort  me ! 
Decrrpid  Winter,  hang  upon  my  shoulders 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  icicles 
Like  jewels  round  about  my  head,  to  cool  me! 
My  eyes  burn  out,  and  sink  into  their  sockets, 
And  my  infected  brain  like  brimstone  boils  ! 
1 live  in  hell,  and  several  furies  vex  me ! 


Oh,  carry  me  where  no  sun  ever  sliew’d  yet 
A face  of  comfort,  where  the  earth  is  crystal, 
Never  to  be  dissolv'd ! where  nought  inhabits 
But  night  and  cold,  and  nipping  frosts,  and 
winds  [shiver  t 

That  cut  the  stubborn  rocks  and  make  them 
Set  me  there,  friends! 

Rug.  Hold  fast;  he  must  to  bed,  friar* 
What  scalding  sweats  he  has! 

Mar.  lie'll  scald  in  hell  for’t, 

That  was  the  cause. 


Alph.  Drink,  drink,  a world  of  drink! 

Fill  nil  the  cups,  and  all  the  antique  vessels, 
And  borrow  pots;  ict  me  have  drink  enough  ! 
Bring  all  the  worthy  drunkards  of  the  time, 
Th’  experienced  drunkards,  let  me  have  them 

[idiots! 

And  Ict  them  drink  their  \vorst,  I’ll  make  them 
I II  lie  upon  my  back,  and  swallow  vessels, 


t 


*7 the  sighs  are  precious .]  .So  all  the  copies.  Sympson. 

& Betwixt  the  cold  btar  and  l/ir  ruging  lion. J The  learned  reader  need  not  to  be  told  that 
the  bear  nnd  lion  here,  by  a beautiful  synecdoche,  stand  for  tXicf rigid  and  the  torrid  zones  • 
and  betw  ixt  tire  two,  means  the  temperate  aonc  : But  does  safety  dwell  here  to  a man  wrapt 
in  flames  ? No;  the  frigid  zone  only,  winch  might  quench  their  violence,  can  bring  hjm 
safety,  and  all  his  other  wishes  hurry  him 

* To  night  nnd  cold,  to  nipping  frosts  and  w inds, 

* That  cut  the  stubborn  rocks  and  make  them  shiver.* 

The  absurdity  therefore  of  the  old  reading  was  no  sooner  observed  than  a prohuhilitv  oc- 
curred of  the  manner  how  it  mine  into  the  text.  1 believe  the  Authors’  manuscript  had 
accidentally  omitted  the  * in  bears,  and  run  thus: 

‘ Twixt  the  cold  bear,./«/r from  the  raging  lion, 

* Lies  my  safe  way  ' 

A playhouse  prompter , or  common  corrector  of  the  press,  thinking  this  not  English,  without 
entering  into  the  spirit  of  the  Author,  would  naturally  correct  it  mio  the  old  text : 

* Betwixt  the  cold  bear  and  the  raging  lion.’ 

And  that  I have  therefore  only  restored  the  original  is  further  prohable  from  hence:  The 
allusion  to  Phaeton  is  evidently  carried  on  in  this  line,  nnd  Ovid  makes  Plia  bus  advise  him 
particularly  to  avoid  the  serpent , j.  e.  the  canstellut'um  that  lies  betwixt  the  two  bears.  Tht 
reverse  of  this  therefore  would  naturally  occur  on  this  occasion.  Oewurd* 
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A VVIFF  FOR  A MONTH.  (Act  4 See"*  1- 


Have  rivers  made  of  cooling  wine  run  (tiro* 
me,  [prince’s, 

Not  stay  for  this  man’s  health,  or  this  great 
But  take  nn  ocean,  and  begin  to  all ! Oh, oh  ! 

Alar.  He  cools  alittlc ; now  away  with  him, 
And  to  his  worm  bed  presently. 

Alph.  No  drink  ? 

No  wind  ? no  cooling  air? 

Rug.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 

His  hot  fit  lessens:  Ilenv’n  put  in  a hand  now, 
And  save  his  life!  There’s  drink,  sir,  in  your 
And  all  cool  things.  [chamber, 

Alph.  Away,  away;  let’s  fly  to  ’em  ! 

[Escunt. 


Enter  Valerio  and  Evanthc. 

Evan.  To  say  you  were  impotent!  I’m 
asham’d  on’t ! [too. 

To  make  yourself  no  man?  to  a fresh  maid 
A longing  maid?  upon  her  wedding-night 
To  give  her  such  a dor?  [also, 

Val.  I prithee  pardon  me ! 

Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  ’t  had  been 
excusable;  [hands. 

Or,  like  a gentleman,  under  the  surgeon’s 
And  so  not  able,  there  hod  been  some  colour; 
But  wretchedly  to  take  a weakness  to  you,. 
A fearful  weakness,  to  abuse  your  body, 
And  let  a lie  work  like  a spell  upon  you, 

A lie  to  save  your  life 

Val-.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  sweet? 

Evan.  You’ve  taken  too  much  leave,  and 
too  base  leave  too,  [rit  ? 

To  wrong  your  love ! Hast  thou  a noble  spi- 
Andcanst  thou  look  up  to  the  people’s  loves, 
That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  blush,  Va- 
lerio? [thus, 

Canst  thou  behold  me  that  thou  hast  betray’d 
And  no  shame  touch  thee  ? 

Val.  Shainc  attend  the  sinful ! 

] know  ray  innocence. 

Evan.  Ne’er  think  to  face  it,  that’s  a dou- 
ble weakness, 

And  shews  thee  falser  still ! Thcking  himself, 
Tho*  he  be  wicked,  and  our  enemy,  [Vies, 
But  justcr  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  inju- 
Told  me  the  truth. 

Val.  What  did  he  tell,  F.vonthc ? 

Evan.  That,  but  to  gain  liiy  life  a fort- 
night longer,  [duties. 

Thy  lov’d  poor  life,  thou  gavVt  up  all  my 
Val.  I sw  ear ’tis  false ! ray  life  and  death 
are  equal;  [fortune. 

I’ve  weigh’d  ’em  both,  and  find  ’em  hut  one 
But  kings  are  men,  and  live  as  men, and  die 
too,  [falshoods ! 

Have  the  affections  men  have,  and  their 
Indeed,  they  have  more  power  to  make  ’em 
good.  [wench, 

The  king’s  to  blame;  it  was  to  save  thy  life, 


Thy  innocent  life,  that  I forbore  thv  bed, 

For  if  I'd  touch’d  thee  thou  hadst  died:  he 
swore  it.  [nobly, 

Evan.  And  was  not  I ns  worthy  to  die 
To  make  a story  for  the  time  that  follows. 
As  he  that  married  me?  What  weakness,  sir, 
Or  disability,  do  you  see  in  me, 

Either  in  mind  or  body,  to  defraud  inc 
Of  such  an  opportunity  ? D’you  think  1 mar- 
ried you 

Only  for  pleasure,  or  content  in  lust  ? 

To  lull  you  in  my  anus,  and  kiss  you  hourly? 
Was  this  my  cud  ? 1 might  have  been  a 
Queen,  sir,  [dehcates: 

If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  knowu  all 
There’s  few  that  would  have  shunn’d  so  fair 
an  oiler. 

Ob,  thou  unfaithful  fearful  man,  til’  hnst 
kill’d  me ! 

In  saving  me  this  way,  thou  hast  destroy’d 
me,  [more! 

IVibb'd  me  of  that  thy  love  can  never  give 
To  be  unable  to  save  me  Y Oh,  miseiy! 

Had  I been  my  Valerio,  thun  Evanthc, 

I would  have  lain  with  thee  under  a gallows, 
Tho’  the  hangman  had  been  my  Hymen,  aud 
the  furies,  [mes 

With  iron  whips  and  forks,  ready  to  torture 
I would  have  bugg’d  thee  too,  tho’  bell  bad 
gap’d  at  me. 

Sav’d  my  life?  that  expected  to  die  bravely. 
That  would  have  woo’d  it  too?  ’Would  1 bad 
married 

An  eunuch,  that  had  truly  no  ability 
Than  such  a fearful  liar ! Thou  hast  done  me 
A scurvy  courte  sy,  that  1ms  undone  me. 

Vat.  I’ll  do  no  more ; since  you’re  so  liolily 
fashion'd,  [you ; 

Made  up  so  strongly,  I’ll  take  mv  share  with 
Nav,  dear,  I'll  learn  of  yfiu. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too,  tenderly ; 

My  anger’s  gone.  < Jood  my  lord,  pardon  me; 
And  if  I have  offended,  be  more  angry  : 

It  was  a woman’s  flash,  a sudden  valour. 
That  could  not  lie  conceal’d. 

Vat.  I honour  you  f 
By  all  the  rites  of  holy  marriage, 

And  pleasures  of  chaste  love,  I w onder  at  you! 
You  appear  the  vision  of  a lleav’n  unto  me, 
Stuck  aJ!  with  stars  of  honour  shining  dearly. 
And  all  the  motions  of  your  mind  celestial: 
Mun  is  a lump  of  earth;  the  best  man’s 
spiritless. 

To  such  a woman;  all  our  lives  and  action* 
But  counterfeits  in  arras  to  this  virtue, 
(-hide  me  again ; you  have  so  brave  an  anger, 
And  flows  so  notify  from  you,  thus  deliver’d. 
That  I could  suffer  like  a child  to  hear  you, 
Nay,  make  myself  guilty  of  some  faults  to 
honour  you. 


39  would  I had  married 

An  eunuch,  that  hud  truly  no  ability, 

Thun  such  a- J The  want  of  rather  before  ‘than  such,’  &c.  hns  a fine  effect,  and 

the  hurry  of  her  passion  fully  justifies  such  a w ilful  omission  in  die  Poet.  Sympton. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

Enin.  I'll  chide  no  more;  you've  robb’d 
me  of  my  courage. 

And  with  a cunning  patience  check'd  my 
impudence. 

Once  more,  forgiveness  ! [SAe  kneels. 

Vul.  Will  this  serve,  Evnnthe  ? | Kisses  her. 
And  this,  ray  love?  IleavVs mercy  be  upon 
But  did  he  tell  no  more?  [us ! 

Evan.  Only  this  trifle; 

You  set  my  /woman  on  me,  to  betray  me: 
Tis  true,  she  did  her  best ; a bad  old  woman  ! 
It  fctirr’d  me,  sir. 

Vat.  I cannot  blame  thee,  jewel. 

Evan.  And  methought,  when  your  name 

was  sounded  that  way 

Vul.  He  that  will  spare  no  fame,  will  spare 
no  name,  sweet. 

Tho’,  as  1 am  a man,  I'm  full  of  weakness, 
And  may  slip  happily  into  some  ignorance, 
Yet  at  my  years  to  he  a bawd,  and  cozen 

Mine  own  hopes  with  my  doctrine 

Evan.  I believe  not, 

Nor  never  shall. — Our  time  is  out  tomorrow. 
Vul.  Let’s  be  to-night  then  full  of  fruit- 
fulness; rpy ! 

Now  we  are  !>oth  of  one  mind,  let’s  be  uqp- 
I am  no  more  a wauling  man,  Evanthe, 

Tliv  warm  embraces  shall  dissolve  that  im- 
potence, 

And  my  cold  lie  shall  vanish  with  thy  kisses. 
You  hours  of  night,  he  long  as  when  Alcmeua 
Uy  by  the  lusty  side  of  Jupiter ; 


iter 

Keep  back  the  day,  and  hide  his  golden  beams 
Where  the  chaste  watchful  morning  may  not 
find  'em : 

Old  doting  Tython,  hold  Aurora  fast, 

And  tho’  she  blush  the  day-break  from  her 
cheeks,  [firm. 

Conceal  her  still : Thou,  heavy  wain,  stand 
And  stop  the  quicker  revolutions;  [piness. 
Or,  if  the  day  must  coine  to  spoil  our  hap- 
Tliou  envious  sun,  peep  not  upon  our  plea- 
sure; 

Thou  that  all  lovers  curse,  be  far  off  from  us! 

Enter  Castruccio , with  a guard. 

Evan.  Then  let's  to  bed ; and  this  night, 
in  all  joys 

And  chaste  delights 

Cast.  Stay  ! 1 must  part  ye  both : [you, 

It  is  the  king's  command,  who  bids  me  tell 
Tomorrow  is  your  last  hour. 

Vat.  1 obey,  sir: 

In  Heav’n  we  shall  meet,  captain,  where 
king  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us. 

Cast.  Mistake  me  not; 

Tho’  I am  rough  in  doing  of  my  office, 

You  shall  find,  sir,  you  have  a friend  to  ho 
notir  you. 

Val.  I thank  you,  sir. 

Evan.  'Pray,  captain,  tell  the  king. 

They  that  arc  sad  on  earth  in  Heaven  shall 
sing.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  friar  ilfarco  and  Rugio. 

Eua  TT  A VF.  you  writ  to  the  captain  of  the 
castle? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  charg'd  him, 

Upon  his  soul’s  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel ; 
Toid  him  Valerio's  worth  among  the  people, 
And  how  it  must  be  punish'd  in  posterity, 
Tho’  he  ’scape  now’. 

Rug.  Hut  will  not  he,  friar  Marco, 

Betray  this  to  the  king? 

Mar.  Tho'  he  be  stubborn, 

And  of  a rugged  nature,  yet  he’s  honest, 
And  honours  much  Valerio. 

Rug.  How  docs  Alphonso? 

For  now,  inethinks,  my  heal t is  light  again, 
And  pale  fear  fled. 

Mar.  He  is  as  well  as  I am; 

The  rogue,  against  his  will,  has  sav’d  his  life  : 
A desp'rate  poison  has  re-cur'd  the  prince. 
Rug.  To  me  *tis  most  miraculous. 

Mar.  To  me  too, 

Till  l consider  why  it  should  do  so; 

And  now  I've  found  it  a most  excellent  phy- 
*ick ; 


It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  inisty  part*, 

That  clogg'd  his  soul,  (which  was  another 
poison. 

A de  sperate  too) and/ound  such  matter  there, 

And  such  abundance  also  to  resist  it, 

And  wear  away  the  dangerous  heat  it 
brought  with't, 

The  pure  blood  and  the  spirits  scap’d  un- 
tainted. 

Rug.  Twas  HcavVs  high  hand,  none  of 
Sort  no's  pity. 

Afar.  Most  certain  *twas ; had  the  malicious 
villain 

Enter  Cast  race  to. 

Giv'n  him  a cooling  poison,  he  had  paid  him. 

Rug.  The  captain  of  the  castle! 

Alar.  Oh,  you’re  welcome. 

How  does  your  prisoner? 

Cast.  He  must  go  for  dead  ; 

But  when  1 do  a deed  of  so  much  villainy. 

I’ll  have  my  skiu  pull’d  o’er  mine  ears,  my 
lord ! 

Tho*  I’m  the  king's,  I’m  none  of  his  abuses. 

How  does  your  royal  charge?  That  I might 
see  once ! 
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[Art  5.  Scene  1. 


Enter  A/phonso  and friars. 

Mar.  I pray  sec  now ; you  are  a trusty 
gentle  man. 

M,,h.  Good  fathers, I thank  lleav’n,  I feel 
no  sickness 

Cast.  Me  speaks  again ! [spirit. 

A/ph.  Nothing  that  bars  the  free  use  of  my 
Methinks  the  air  is  sweet  to  me,  ami  company 
A tiling  I covet  now.  Castruccio  ? 

Cast.  Sir. 

He  speaks  and  knows  ! For  IlcavVs  sake, 
break  my  pate,  lord. 

That  I may  he  sure  I sleep  not ! 

Alph.  Thou  wert  honest, 

Tver  among  the  rank  of  good  men  counted. 
I have  been  absent,  long  out  of  the  world, 

A dream  I’ve  liv’d.  How  does  it  look,  Ca- 
What  wonders  ure  abroad  ? [struccio  ? 

Cast.  I fling  off  duty  [ness) 

To  your  dead  brother,  (for  he’s  dead  in  good- 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alphonso, 
The  noble  heir  of  Nature  uud  of  Honour, 

I fasten  my  allegiance. 

Mar.-  Softly,  captain;  [secret. 

We  Hare  not  trust  the  air  with  this  hlc&s’d 
Good  sir,  be  close  again ; Heav*n  has  restor’d 
you, 

And  by  miruculous  means,  to  your  fair  health, 
And  made  the  instrument  your  enemies’  ma- 


lice, 

Whicbdoes  prognosticate  your  noble  fortune; 
Let  not  our  careless  joy  lose  you  again,  sir, 
Help  to  deliver  you  to  a further  danger. 

1 pray  you  pass  in,  and  rest  a while  forgotten ; 
For  if  your  brother  come  to  know  you’re 
well  again, 

And  rcodv  to  inherit,  ns  your  right,  [life, 
Before  we’ve  strength  enough  to  assure  your 
What  will  become  of  yon  ? and  wbnt  shall  wc 
Deserve,  in  all  opinions  that  arc  honest, 

For  our  loss  of  judgment,  care,  and  lovalty  ? 
Rug.  Dear  sir,  puss  in.  lleav’n  has  begun 
the  work, 

And  blcss'd  us  all ; let  our  endeavours  follow. 
To  preserve  this  blessing  to  our  timely  uses, 
And  bring  it  to  the  noble  end  we  aim  at: 
Let  our  cares  work  now,  and  our  eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  shew  you  safely  to  your  subjects, 


A secure  hour ! 

A/ph.  I’m  counsell’d  : \e  are  faithful. 
Cast.  Which  hour  shall  not  be  long,  as  wc 
shall  handle  it. 

Once  more,  the  tender  of  my  duty  ! 

A/ph.  Thank  ye. 

Cast.  Keep  you  the  monastery. 


Rug.  Strong  enough,  I’ll  warrant  you. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Tony  and  Podramo. 

Pod.  Who  are  all  these  that  crowd  about 
the  court,  Fool  ? 

Those  strange  new  fares? 

Tony.  They  ure  suitors,  coxcomb. 

Dainty  fine  suitors  to  the  widow-lady. 

Th'  hadst  best  make  one  of  ’em;  thou’lt  lit 
bang'd  as  handsomely  [follow’d, 

At  the  Month’s  c?nd,  and  with  as  much  joy 
(An  ’twere  tomorrow)  as  many  mourning 
bawds  for  thee,  [nishes, 

And  holy  nuns  whose  vestal  fire  ne’er  va- 
in sackcloth  smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  heir 
apparent 

To  all  the  impious  suburbs  and  the  sink-holes* 
Pod.  Out,  you  base  rogue ! 

Tony.  Why  dost  abuse  thyself? 

Thou  art  to  blame;  I take  thee  fora  gen- 
tleman. [her? 

But  why  docs  not  thy  lord  and  master  niarrv 
Pod.  Why,  she's  his  sister. 

Tony.  Tis  the  tetter,  Fool ; [blood,. 
He  may  make  bold  with  his  ow  n flesh  and 
For  o’  my  conscience  there’s  none  else  will 
trust  him ; 

Then  he  may  pleasure  the  king  at  a dead 
pinch  too,  [art, 

Without  a Mephestophjlus such  as  thou 
And  engross  the  royal  disease  like  a true  sub- 
Pod.  Thou  wilt  he  whipp'd.  [ ject, 

Tony . I’m  sure  thou  wilt  he  hnng’d ; 

I’ve  lost  a ducat  else,  which  I’d  be  loath  to 
venture 

Without  certainty.  They  appear  «*. 

[Suitors  pass  by, 
pud.  Why,  these  are  rascals. 

Tony.  They  were  meant  to  he  so; 

Docs  thy  master  deserve  !>etter  kindred  ? 

Pod.  There’s  an  old  Jaxvycr, 

Trimm’d  up  like  a gaily- foist what  would 
he  do  with  her? 

7'ony.  As  usurers  do  with  their  gold;  he 
would  look  on  her,  [report, 

And  read  her  over  once  a-day,  like  a hard 
Feed  his  dull  eye,  and  keep  Ins  fingers  itching: 
For  any  thing  else,  she  may  appeal  to  a par- 
liament; [piece. 

Sub  pana's  and  posteas  havespoil’d  his  cod* 
There’s  a physician  ton,  older  than  he, 

And  Gaiko  Gallinnceus,  but  he  has  lost  his 
He  would  be  nibbling  too.  [spurs: 

Pod.  I mark'd  the  man, 

Ifhebcauian.  # 


4®  MephcstophifvxA  A familiar  spirit  attending  upon  Dr.  Faustus.  Sympson. 

4'  Th>  a appear. J Mr.  Sympson  supposes,  we  canuot  tell  why,  that  these  words  were 
stage-direction,  and  not  the  original  text.” 

««  O ally- foist .]  i.  e.  like  a vessel  dressed  out  and  decorated.  The  city-barge,  which  wa» 
used  upon  the  lord-mayor’s  day,  when  he  was  sworn  into  his  office  at  Westminster,  used 
be  called  the  gal/y-foist . 

See  also  note  Ott  in  Philaster.  R. 

u Sub  pana's  and  pos$  kaes  have  spoWd.]  Amended  by  Mr.  Sympson. 
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Act  5.  Scene  f.] 

Tony.  II*  lias  much  ado  to  be  so ; 
Searcloths  and  sirrups  glew  him  close  to- 
gether, [tients, 

Ilc’d  Tall  a-pieces  else  : Mending  of  she-pa- 
And  then  trying  whether  they  be  right  or  no 
In  his  own  person,  (there’s  the  honest  care 
on’t) 

Has  mollified  the  man : If  he  do  marry  Jier, 
And  come  but  to  wnrin  him  well  at  Cupid's 
bonfire. 

He’ll  bulge  so  subtilly  and  suddenly, 

You  may  snatch  him  up  by  parcels,  like  n 
sea- wreck.  [sir, 

Will  your  w orship  go,  and  look  upon  the  rest, 
And  bear  what  they  can  say  for  themselves? 
Pod.  I’ll  follow  thee.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Cumilloy  Atcnallo , Cleanthcs,  and  Ca - 
struccio. 

Cam.  You  tell  us  wonders! 

Cast.  But  I tell  you  truths  ; 

They  are  both  well. 

Aten.  Why  are  not  we  in  arms  then  ? 

And  all  the  island  given  to  know  — • 

Cast.  Discreetly 

And  privately  it  must  be  done:  ’twill  miss 
else,  [zons 

And  prove  our  ruins.  Most  o’th*  noble  citi- 
Know  it  by  inc,aud  stay  the  hour  to  attend  it. 
Prepare  your  hearts  and  friends,  let  theirs  be 
right  too, 

And  keep  about  the  king,  t' avoid  suspicion. 
When  you  shall  hear  the  castle-bell,  take 
couragp, 

And  stand  like  men.  Away  ! the  king  is 
coming.  [Exeunt  lords. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

Fred.  N ow,  captain  ! W hat  have  you  done 
with  your  prisoner  ? 

Cast.  He’s  dead,  sir,  and  his  body  flung 
into  the  sea. 

To  feed  the  fishes  ; ’twasyour  will,  I take  it; 
I did  it  from  a strong  commission, 

And  stood  not  to  capitulate. 

Fred . Tis  well  done,  [anger 

And  I shall  love  you  for  vour  faith.  What 
Or  sorrow  did  he  utter  at  lits  end? 

Cast.  ’Faith,  little,  sir,  that  I gave  any  ear 
to : [sion 

He  would  have  spoke,  but  I had  no  rorainis- 
To  argue  with  him,  so  I flung  him  oft’  [up, 
His  lady  would  have  seen  ; but  I lock’d  her 
For  fear  her  woman's  tears  should  hinder  us. 
Fred.  Tvvas  trusty  still.  I wonder,  my 
Sorano, 

We  hear  not  from  the  monastery:  I believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  else  it  wrought  not  fully. 


Cast.  Did  you  name  the  monastery? 

Fred.  Yes,  l did,  captain. 

Cast.  I saw  the  friar  this  morning,  and  lord 
Kugio, 

Bitterly  weeping, and  wringing  of  their  hands; 
And  all  the  holy  men  hung  down  their  heads. 
iSbr.  Tis  done,  I’ll  wurrnnt  you. 

Cast.  1 ask’d  the  reason. 

Fred.  What  answer  had^t  thou? 

Cast.  This  in  few  words,  sir:  [ceas’d. 

Your  brother’s  dead;  tins  morning  he  de- 
I was  your  servant,  and  I wept  not,  sir; 

I knew  ’iwns  for  your  good. 

Fred.  It  shall  he  for  thine  too. 

Captain;  indeed  it  shall.  Oh,  my  Sorano, 
Now  we  shall  live  ! 

Sttr.  Ay,  now  there’s  none  to  trouble  you. 
Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  woman;  and 
give  way 

To  any  suitor  that  shall  come  to  marry  her, 
Of  what  degree  soe’er. 

Cast.  It  shall  he  done,  sir.  [Exit  Cast, 
Fred.  Oil,  let  me  have  a lusty  banquet 
after  it; 

Enter  Evanthe , Camilla , C leant  hex , Maiallo , 
and  Tony. 

I will  be  high  and  merry  ! 

Hor.  There  be  some  lords  [sir; 

That  I could  counsel  you  to  fling  from  court. 
They  pry  into  our  actions.  They  arc  such 
The  foolish  people  call  their  country’s  ho- 
nours, 

(Honest  brave  tilings)  and  stile  them  with 
such  titles. 

As  if  they  were  the  patterns  of  the  kingdom  ; 
Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look 
into  us, 

And  talk  at  random  of  our  actions. 

They  should  he  lovers,  sir,  of  your  commands, 
And  follow  ers  of  your  will,  bridles  and  curbs 
To  the  hard-headed  commons  that  malign  us; 
They  conic  here  to  do  honour  to  my  sister. 
To  laugh  at  your  severity,  ami  fright  us: 

If  they  had  power,  what  would  these  men  do! 
Do  you  hear,  sir,  how  privily  they  whisper? 

I red.  I shall  silence  ’em, 

And  to  their  shames,  within  this  week, Sorano; 
In  the  mean  time,  have  patience. 

Sor.  How  they  leer1', 

And  look  upon  me  as  I were  a monster! 
And  talk  and  jeer ! How  I shall  pull  your 
plumes,  lords,  [days! 

How  I shall  humble  you  within  these  two 
Your  great  names,  nor  your  country,  cannot 
save  ye. 

Fred.  Lot  in  the  suitors. — Yet  submit,  I’ll 
pardon  you.  ^ 


# And  all  the  island  given  to  know.]  As  the  scene  is  throughout  at  Naples,  this  expression, 
if  not  a corruption,  is  a flagrant  oversight.  Sympson. 

45  --  — How  they  jeer ! 

And  look  upon  me  us  I were  a monster , 

jt\nd  talk  and  jeer.]  We  have  no  doubt  but  jeer,  in  the  first  place,  is  corrupt,  and  have 
therefore  substituted  leer ; Lew  and  look  ; talk  and  Jeer, 
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You're  half  undone  already ; do  not  wind 
Mv  anger  to  that  height,  it  may  consume  you, 

Enter  Evanthc,  Lawyer,  Physician,  Captain, 
und  Cutpurse. 

And  utterly  destroy  thtc,  fair  Evaplhe! 

Yet  l have  mercy. 

Eton.  Use  it  to  your  hnwds  ; 

To  me  use  cruelty,  it  best  becomes  you, 

And  shews  inure’  kingly  ! I contemn  your 
mercy ! 

It  is  a coining  and  a bawdy  mercy. 

Can  any  thing  be  hop'd  for  to  relieve  me  ? 

Or  is  it  fit  l thank  you  for  a pity. 

When  von  have  kilt'd  my  lord? 

I'rctl.  Who  will  havener? 

Evan.  My  tears  arc  gone, 

Mv  tears  of  lose  unto  mv  dear  Valerio, 

Hut  1 have  fill'd  mine  eyes  again  with  anger; 
Oh,  were  it  but  so  powerful  to  consume  you! 
My  tongue  with  curses  l have  arm’d  against 
you, 

(With  maiden  curses,  that  Heaven  crowns 
with  horrors)  [tyranny. 

Mv  heart  set  round  with  hate  against  thy 
ph ! 'would  my  hands  could  hold  the  fire  of 
lleav’n,  [with, 

Wrapt  in  the  thunder  that  the  gods  revenge 
That  like  stern  justice  I might  fling  it  on  thee  ! 

T hou  art  a king  of  monsters,  not  of  men, 

And  shortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  land  to  devils ! 
Fred.  I'll  make  you  one  first,  and  a w . etc Ic- 
ed devil. 

Come,  who  will  have  her  ? 

Lu U\  I,  an' dike  your  majesty.  I am  a 
lawyer, 

I can  make  her  a jointure  of  any  man's  land 
in  Naples.  [■*• 

And  she  shall  keep  it  too;  I have  a trick  for 
Tuny.  Canst  thou  make  her  a jointure  of 
thine  honesty. 

Or  thy  ability,  thou  lewd  abridgment  ? 

Those  are  non-suited  and  flung  o'er  the  bar. 
phy.  An’l  please  your  majesty  to  give  me- 
leave, 

I dare  accept  her  j and  tho  old  1 sceni,  lady, 

Like  /Eson,  by  my  art  I can  renew 

Youth  and  ability.  ! 

Tony.  In  a powdering-tub  [on;  j 

Stew  thyself  tender  again,  like  a cock-chick- 
Xhe  broth  may  be  good,  hut  the  flesh  is  not 
lit  for  dogs,  sure. 

Cayt.  Lady,  take  me,  and  i’ll  maintain 
thine  honour: 

I’m  a poor  captain,  as  poor  people  call  me, 
Very  poor  people  ; for  my  soldiers,  they  j 
Are'qnarter’d  in  the  outside  of  the  city, 

Men  of  ability  to  innke  good  a highway  ; 

We  have  hut  two  grand  enemies  that  oppose 
The  don  Gout,  and  the  gallows.  [us, 

Tony.  I tclicvc  you  ; 


And  both  these  you  will  biud  her  for  a join? 
Now,  Signor  Firk  ! [tare. 

Cutpurse.  Madam,  take  me,  and  be  wise: 
I'm  rich  and  nimble,  und  those  are  rare  in 
one  man ; 

Every  man's  pocket  is  my  treasury, 

And  no  man  wears  a suit  but  fits  me  neatly. 
Clou  tint  you  shall  huve,  and  wear  the  purest 
linen : 

I have  a tribute  out  of  every  shop,  lady,  [too, 
Meat  you  shall  eat,  (I  have  my  cat’rers  out 
The  best  and  lustiest)  and  drink  enod  wine, 
good  lady,  [you  caper. 

Good  quick’ping  wine,  wine  that  will  make 

And  at  the  wor*»t 

Tony.  It  is  Lul  cap'ring  short,  sir. 

You  seldom  stay  for  agues  or  for  surfeits; 

A shaking  fit  of  a whip  sometimes  o’ertakes 
ye.  [ings ; 

Marry,  you  die  most  commonly  of  clioak- 
Obstruct  ions  of  the  halter  are  your  ends  ever: 
’Fray  leave  your  horn  and  your  knifelfor  her 
to  live  on. 

Evan.  Poor  wretched  people,  why  d’  you 
wrong  yourselves? 

Tho'  I fear'd  death,  I should  fear  you  ten 
times  more ; 

You're  every  one  a new  death,  and  an  odious  ! 
The  earth  will  purify  corrupted  bodies  ; 
You’ll  make  us  worse,  and  stink  eternally. 

Go  home,  go  home,  and  get  good  nurses  for 
Dream  not  of  wives.  [you  j 

Fred.  You  shall  have  one  of  'cm, 

If  they  dare  venture  for  you. 

F.Titn.  They  arc  dead  already, 

Crawling  diseases  that  must  creep  into 
The  next  grave  they  find  open : Are  these  fit 
husbands  [now, 

For  her  you’ve  lov'd,  sir?  Tho*  you  hate  me 
And  bate  me  mortally,  a*  I hate  you, 

Your  nobleness  {in  that  you  have  done  otherr 
wise,  [tress) 

And  nam'd  Eyanthe  once  as  your  poor  mis* 
Might  oiler  worthier  choice. 

Fred.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her 
For  one  Month,  and  then  die? 

Phy.  Die,  sir? 

Fred.  Ay,  die,  sir! 

That’s  the  condition. 

Phy.  One  Month  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  pleasure, 
To  go  still  on,  unless  I were  sure  slic’d  kill 
And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  day.  [me, 
Make  it  up  a year ; for  by  that  time  I must  die, 
My  body  wiil  hold  out  no  longer. 

Fred.  No,  sir; 

It  must  be  hut  a Month. 

Low.  Then  farewell,  madam ; 

This  is  like  to  be  a great  year  of  dissentioa 
Among  good  people,  and  I dare  not  lose  it ; 
There  will  be  money  got. 


«»  Law.  Then  fareteell,  madam.]  Thi s farewell  Hue  is  most  probably  the  Physician's.  The 
three  that  follow  1 would  give  to  the  Lawyer,  ns  they  are  mighty  well  adapted  to  a sly 
quirking  practitioner,  who  would  rather  empty  the  pockets  of  Ins  clients  of  their  money,  for 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 


Capt.  Bless  your  good  ladyship ! 

There’s  nothing  in  the  grave  but  bones  and 
ashes;  [wenches, 

Jn  taverns  there’s  good  wine,  and  excellent 
And  surgeons  while  we  live. 

Cut  purse.  Adieu,  sweet  lady  ! [man, 
Lay  me,  when  I ain  dead,  near  a rich  alder- 
I cannot  pick  his  purse:  No,  I’ll  no  dying  ; 
Tlio’l steal linnen,  I’ll  not  steal  niv  shroud  yet. 
All.  Send  you  a happy  match  ! [Exeunt. 
Tony.  And  vou  all  halters ! 

You’ve  deserv’d  ’em  richly.  These  do  all 
villamies,  [not: 

And  mischiefs  of  all  sorts,  yet  those  they  fear 
To  flinch  where  a fair  wench  is  nt  the  stake  ! 
Evan.  Come,  your  sentence  ! let  me  die  ! 
You  see,  sir* 

Noneof  your  valiant  men  dare  venture  on  me; 
A Mouth's  a dangerous  thing4?. — Will  you 
then  be  willing  [too. 

To  die  at  the  time  prefix’d  ? That  I must  kuow 
And  know  it  i < yond  doubt. 

Fred.  What  ii  1 did,  wench? 

Ecun.  On  tout  condition,  if  I hud  it  cer- 
tain, ' [me. 

I’d  be  your  any  thin:,  and  you  should  enjoy 
However  in  uiy  nature  1 abhor  you, 


Yet,  as  I live,  I’d  he  obedient  to  you: 

But  when  your  time  came,  how  I should  re- 
joice f [you ! 

How  then  I should  bestir  myself  to  thank 
To  see  your  throat  cut,  how  my  heart  would 
leap,  sir ! [you, 

I’d  die  w ith  you ; but  first  I would  so  torture 
And  cow  you  in  your  end,  so  despise  you, 
For  a weak  and  wretched  coward,  you  must 
end  sure ! 

Still  n.uke  you  fear,  and  shake,  despis’d,  still 
laugh  at  you 

Fred.  Away  with  her ! let  her  die  instantly! 

Enter  Valerio,  disguised. 

Cam.  Stay ; there’s  another,  aud  a gentle- 
man ; [ ness 

1 1 is  habit  shews  no  less.  May-be,  his  bust- 
Is  for  this  ludy’s  love. 

Fred.  Say  why  you  come,  sir, 

And  what  you  are. 

Val.  I am  descended  nobly, 

A prince  bv  birth,  and  by  my  trade  a soldier* 
A prince’s  fellow ; Abydos  brought  me  forth; 
My  parents,  duke  Agenor  and  fair  Kgln; 

My  business  hither,  to  renew  my  love 
With  a young  noble  spirit,  call’d  Valerio: 


•ne  whole  year  longer,  limn  fill  a grave  for  his  pleasure,  in  a twelfth  part  of  the  time* 

Sj/nipxon. 

There  is  no  doubt  the  three  last  lines  belong  to  the  Lawyer;  hut  no  authority,  nor  in- 
deed foundation,  to  assign  the  first  hemistich  to  the  Physician.  It  might  he  spoken  by  cither; 
but,  on  ai tending  to  the  whole  context,  the  Poet  (we  think)  intended  the  words  for  th# 
Lawyer.  The  Physician  firs:  declares  off;  then  all  the  three  other  suitors  severally  take 
leave  of  her: 

Law.  * Farewell,  madam ! 

Capt.  4 Bless  your  good  ladyship! 

Cut  purse.  4 Adieu,  sweet  lady  ! * 

47  A Month's  a dangerous  thing. 

Enter  Valerio  disguised. 

Fred.  Away  with  her, 

* Let  her  d.c  instantly. 

Evan.  Will  you  then  he  witting,  &c.]  There  certainly  are  some  speeches  wanting  be  twee! 
Frederick’s  order  hi  the  fourth  line,  and  Evantbe’s  question  in  the  fifth  ; the  reader  cannot 
but  perceive  a want  of  connexion  here,  and  as  such  1 have  marked  un  hiatus,  which  1 fear 
we  shall  never  be  able  to  fill  up.  Symplon. 

We  much  doubt  whetuer  4 there  are  some  speeches  wanting’  here,  but  believe  that 4 Fre- 
derick’s order/  which  occurs  again  very  Soon,  should  not  bo  inserted  in  this  place.  It  is 
plain  from  the  whole  tenor  of  the  scene,  that  he  has*  given  Kvanthc  the  alternative  of  the 
Sentence  of  death  and  marriage,  or  submission  to  his  w ill  and  pardon.  The  suitors  having 
•ii  refused  to  accept  her,  like  Valerio,  as  a Wife  for  u Month , she  calls  on  Frederick  to  pro- 
nounce sent  nee  of  death  on  her.  lie  then,  as  may  be  gathered  from  her  answer,  proposes 
himself  to  her;  and  if  (os  is  not  improbable)  the  Poet  meant  this  proposal  should  be  sup- 
posed to  be  made  in  a whisper,  no  speech  is  w anting.  She  then  asks  him,  if  he  will  accept 
her  on  the  terms  allotted  to  oilier  suitors;  aud  continuing  her  scorn,  provokes  him  to  coil* 
demn  her,  oiui  cry  out, 

1 Away  with  her!  let  her  die  instantly  \ f 

The  entrance  of  Valerio  immediately  on  those  words,  confirms  the  above  conjecture.  He 
certaj.uy  enters  ju*t  ns  Evanthe  is  condemned,  but  ccitainiy  not  till  three  speeches  later 
tu  in  he  ias  hitaerto  been  introduced;  which  makes  it  still  more  probable,  that  the  hue 
should  not  iiu*e  place  till  that  moment.  In  the  first  instance,  it  destroys  the  connexion  of 
the  dialogue,  which  is  restored  by  the  omission;  anti  in  the  second,  it  adds  peculiar  grace 
and  force  to  the  scene,  by  making  the  entnuice  of  Valerio  arrest  the  execution  of  seuumue 
•1  death  upon  Evanthe, 

Vod*  ii.  2 I 
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Our  first  acquaintance  was  at  son,  in  fight 
Against  a Turkish  man  of  war,  a stout  one, 
AVhere  lion-like  I saw  him  shew  his  valour, 
And,  as  he  had  been  made  of  complete  virtue, 
Spirit,  and  tire,  no  dregs  of  dull  earth  hi 
him 

Evan.  Thou’rt  a brave  gentleman,  and 
bravely  speak’st  him ! 

Vo/.  The  vessel  dancing  under  him  for  jov, 
And  the  rough  whistling  winds  becalm'd  to 
view  him, 

I saw  the  child  of  honour,  for  he  was  young. 
Deal  such  an  alms  amongst  the  spiteful  Pa- 
gans, [con  **) 

(His  tow’ring  sword  flew  like  an  eager  fal- 
And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks, 
He  had  intrench’d  himself  in  bis  dead  quarries; 
The  silver  crescents  on  the  tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  heads  to  see  his  rage  so  bloody, 
And  from  his  fury  suffer’d  sad  eclipses; 

Tlie  game  of  death  was  never  play’d  more 
nobly ; [chiefs, 

The  meagre  thief  grew  wanton  in  his  rais- 
And  his  shrunk  hollow  eyes  smil'd  on  his  ruins. 
Erun.  Ilcav’n  keep  this  gentleman  from 
being  a suitor, 

For  I shall  ne’er  deny  him,  he’s  so  noble ! 
VaL  But  what  can  last  long  ? Strength  and 
spirit  wasted,  [man, 

And  fresh  supplies  flew  on  upon  this  gentle- 
Brcathless  ami  weary  with  oppression, 

And  almost  kill’d  with  killing.  *Twns  my 
chance 

(In  a tall  ship  1 had)  to  view'  the  fight ; 

1 set  into  him,  entertain'd  the  Turk, 

And  for  an  hour  gave  him  so  hot  a breakfast, 
He  clapp’d  all  linneii  up  lie  had  to  save  him, 
Ami  like  a lover’s  thought  he  fled  our  fury : 
There  first  I saw  the  man  I lov’d,  Valerio; 
There  was  acquainted,  there  my  sou!  grew 
to  him,  [ship. 

And  his  to  me  ; we  were  the  twins  of  friend- 
JEr an.  Fortune  protect  this  man,  or  l shall 
ruin  him ! 

VaL  1 made  this  voyage  to  behold  my  friend, 
To  warm  my  love  anew  at  his  affection; 

But  since  I landed,  I have  heard  his  fate: 
My  father’s  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel. 
I have  lamented  too,  and  yet  1 ktep 
The  treasure  of  a few  teats,  foe  you,  lady; 
For,  by  description,  you  were  his  Erarrthe. 


[Act  t>.  Scene  1* 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that’s  a stranger  to 
ray  story,  f you ! 

And  I stand  still  and  look  on  ? Sir,  I thank 
If  noble  spirits  after  their  departure 
Can  know,  and  wish,  certain  his  soul  gives 
thanks  too.  [fail,  sir, 

There  are  your  tears  again ; and  when  yours 
’Bray  you  call  to  uie,  I’ve  some  store  to  lend 
Your  name?  [you. 

VaL  U rhino. 

Evan.  That  I may  remember, 

That  little  time  1 have  to  live,  your  friendships 
My  tongue  shall  study  both**. 

Fred.  i)o  you  come  hither 
Only  to  tell  this  story,  prince  Urbina?  [lady. 
VaL  My  business  now  is,  sir,  to  wooc  tbit 
Evan.  Blessing  defend  you  ! do  you  know 
the  danger?  [playfellow; 

Vul.  Yes,  and  I fear  it  not ; danger’s  my 
Since  I was  man,  ’t  has  been  my  best  com- 
panion. * [her, 

I know  your  doom  ; 'lisfor  a Month  you  give 
And  then  his  life  you  take  that  marries  her. 
Fred.  r l’is  true ; nor  can  your  being  horn 
a prince, 

If  you  accept  the  offer,  free  you  from  it. 

Vat.  1 not  desire  it;  I have  cast  the  worst, 
And  ev’n  that  worst  to  ine  is  many  blessings. 
1 lov’d  mv  friend,  not  measur’d  out  by  time. 
Nor  hir’d  by  circumstance  of  place  and  ho- 
nour; [him. 

Rut  for  his  wealthy  self  ami  worth  I lov'd 
llis  mind  and  noble  mold  he  ever  mov’d  in  ; 
And  wooe  his  friend,  ’cause  she  was  worthy 
of  him. 

The  only  rt  lick  that  he  left  behind,  sir. 

To  give  his  ashes  honour.  Lady,  take  me, 
And  in  me  keep  Valerio’s  love  alive  still. 
When  I am  gone,  take  those  that  shall  suc- 
ceed t\ie : [husband, 

Ilcav’n  must  want  light,  before  you  want  » 
To  raise  up  heirs  of  love  and  noble  memory, 

To  your  unfortunate 

Evan.  Am  1 still  hated  ? 

Hast  thou  no  end,  oh,  Fate,  of  my  affliction? 
Was  ] ordain'd  to  hr  a common  murdress? 

And  of  the  best  men  too?  Good  sir 

Val.  Peace,  sweet!  look  on  my  hand. 

[Apart/ 

Evan.  I do  accept  the  gentleman. — 

I faint  with  joy  ! [Aside* 


Vs  Deal  such  an  alms  amongst  the  spiteful  Pagans, 

His  tow  ring  sward  flew  tike  an  eager  falcon. 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks 

He  had  intrench’d  himself. J The  construction  of  the  verb  in  the  second  line  rs  manifestly 
wrong,  and  aa  addition  to  the  fourth  is  as  manifestly  wanting.  I read  the  whole  so: 

* Deni  such  an  alms  amongst  the  spiteful  Pagans, 

' His  tow’ring  sword  fly  like  an  eager  falcon, 

‘And  round  about  h.s  reach  invade  the  Turks, 

* Till  he  had  intrench’d  himself  in  his  dead  quarries/  Symptom. 

It  is  more  in  the  style  of  our  Authors,  to  preserve  the  connexion  by  putting  the  second 
line  in  a parenthesis.  Mr.  Sympson’s  reading  is  prosnick. 

» jUTp  tongue  shall  study  both.}  i.  e.  shall  talk  of  both.  Sympson. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1] 

Fred.  I stop  it ! none  shall  have  her ! 
Convey  this  stranger  hence. 

Val.  I am  no  stranger! — Hark  to  the  bell 
that  rings  \ 

Hark,  hark,  proud  Fred’rick,  that  was  king 
of  mischief ! [sentence? 

Hark,  thou  abhorr’d  man  ! dost  thou  hear  thy 
Does  not  this  bell  ring  in  thine  ear  a thy  ruin  ? 
Fred.  What  bell  is  this  ? 

Com.  The  castle-bell.  Stand  sure,  sir, 
Anti  move  not;  if  you  do,  you  perish. 

Men.  It  rings  your  knell ! Alphonso ! 

king  Alphonso ! 

All.  Alphonso!  king  Alphonso ! 

Fred.  1 in  betray'd  ! 

Cock  fast  the  palace. 

Cam.  'We  have  ail  the  keys,  6ir,  [ccnrc. 
And  no  door  here  shall  shut  without  our  li- 
Cle.  I)’ you  shake  now,  lord  Sorano  l no 
new  trick? 

Nor  speedy  poison  to  prevent  this  business? 
No  bawdy  meditation  now  to  fly  to? 

Fred.  Treason,  treason,  treason  ! 

Com.  Yes,  we  hear  you,  [sir; 

And  we  have  found  the  traitor  in  your  shape, 
We’ll  keep  him  fast  too. 

Enter  Alphonso^  Rugio , Marco , Cast  rue eio, 
and  Queen , with  guard. 

Fred.  He  cover’d  ! Then  I’m  cone ; 

The  sun  of  all  ray  pomp  is  set  and  vuuish’d. 
Alpk.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  face  of 
mine,  king  Frederick?  [brought 

Brother,  Fin  come  to  see  you,  and  have 
A banquet,  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace: 

I pray  sit  down,  I do  beseech  your  majesty, 
And  eat,  eat  freely,  sir.  Why  do  you  start? 
Have  you  no  stomach  to  the  meat  I bring  you? 
Dure  you  not  taste?  have  yc  no  antidotes? 
You  need  not  fear;  Sorano’s  a good  apo- 
thecary. [for  him, 

Methinks  you  look  not  well ; some  fresh  w ine 
Some  of  the  same  he  sent  me  by  Sorano; 

I thank  you  for’t,  it  sav’d  my  lite,  I'm  bound 
to  you;  [lordship 

But  bow  ’twill  work  on  you 1 hope  your 

Will  pledge  him  too ; methinks  you  look  but 
scurvily, 

And  would  be  put  into  a better  colour; 

But  I’ve  a candied  toad  for  your  good  lordship. 
Sor.  ’Would  I hud  any  thing  that  would 
dispatch  me, 

So  it  were  down,  and  I out  of  this  fear  once ! 
Fred.  Sir,  thus  low,  as  my  duty  now  com- 
pels me, 

I do  confess  my  unbounded  sins,  my  errors, 
And  feel  within  my  soul  the  smarts  ulrendy. 
Hide  not  the  noble  nature  of  a brother, 

The  pity  of  a friend,  from  my  afflictions ; 

50  Rise,  madam.]  A speech  of  the  Queen  i 
other  instances,  o»ir  Author  most  probably  s 
nature  of  which  the  next  speaker  commonly  < 
oi  these  dramas  should  always  attend. 

2] 


Let  me  a while  lament  my  misery. 

And  cast  the  load  off  of  my  wantonness, 
Before  1 find  your  fury,  (then  strike  home; 

I do  deserve  the  deepest  blow  of  Justice) 
And  then  how  willingly,  oh,  Death, I’ll  meet 
thee ! 

Alpk.  Rise,  madam*0;  those  sweet  tears 
are  potent  speakers : 

And,  brother,  live;  but  in  the  monastery 
Where  I liv'd,  with  the  self-same  silence  too: 
I’ll  leach  you  to  he  good  against  your  will, 
brother ! 

Your  tongue  has  done  much  harm  ; that  must 
be  dumb  now : 

The  daily  pilgrimage  to  my  father’s  tomb 
(Tears,  signs,  and  groans,  you  shall  wear  out 
your  days  with,  [brother ; 

And  true  ones  too;  you  shall  perform,  dear 
Your  diet  shall  be  slender  to  enforce  those; 
Too  light  a penance,  sir ! 

Fred.  I do  confess  it. 

Alpk.  Sorano,  you  shall 
Sor.  How  he  studies  for  it! 

Hanging’s  the  least  part  of  my  penance  cer- 
tain. [Evan the  I. necls . 

Alpk.  What  lady’s  that  that  kneels? 

Cast.  The  chaste  Evantlie. 

Alpk.  Sweet,  your  petition? 

Evan.  Tis  for  this  had  man,  sir, 
Abominable  bad,  Out  yet  my  brother, 

Alpk.  The  bud  man  shall  attend  as  bad  a 
master,  [nastcry : 

And  both  shall  he  confin’d  within  the  mo- 
llis rank  flesh  shall  be  pull’d  with  daily 
fasting ; [surfeit  else) 

But  once  a-week  he  shall  smell  meat,  (lie’ll 
And  his  immodest  mind  emupeU’d  to  prayer; 
Ou  the  hart*  boards  be  shall  lie,  (to  remember 
The  wantonness  he  did  commit  in  beds) 

And  drink  fair  water;  that  will  ne’er  en- 
flamc  him : [me, 

lie  sav’d  my  life,  tho*  he  purpos’d  to  destroy 
l or  which  I’ll  save  his,  tiio’  I make  it  mise- 
rable. 

Madam,  at  court  I shall  desire  your  company; 
You're  wise  aud  virtuous;  when  you  please 
to  visit  , [licence. 

My  brother  Frederick,  you  shall  have  our 
My  dear  best  friend  Valerio ! 

Vnl.  Save  Alphonso! 

0 tunes.  Long  live  Alphonso,  king  of  us, 
and  Naples ! [on? 

Alpk.  Is  tins  the  lady  that  the  wonder  goes 
Honour’d  sweet  maid!  Here,  take  her,  my 
Valerio; 

The  king  now  gives  her,  she’s  thine  own  with- 
out fear.  [good, 

Brother,  have  you  so  much  provision  that  is 
Not  season’d  by  Horatio  and  his  cooks, 

i 

light  have  past  here;  hut  here,  as  in  many 
pplied  tiic  place  of  words  by  dumb-show,  the 
xplains : A circumstance  to  which  the  reader 
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That  we  way  venture  on  with  honest  safety, 
We  and  our  friends? 

Fred.  Afl  that  I have  is  yours,  sir. 

Afph.  Come  then;  let’s  in,  and  en^  this 
nuptial; 

Then  to  our  coronation  with  all  speed  ! 

My  virtuous  maid,  this  day  I’ll  be  your  bride- 
man, 


{Act  5.  Scene  1. 

And  see  you  bedded  to  your  own  desires  too. 
Bc*direw  me, lords,  who  is  not  merry  hutesme! 
Only  Sorano  shall  not  hear  nay  cup. 

Come,  now  forget  old  pains  and  injuries. 

As  I must  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  healths) 
That  kingdom's  blessed, where  the  king  begins 
Ilis  true  love  iirst,  for  there  all  loves  are 
twins.  [Exeunt  own  a. 


EPILOGUE. 


Wr  have  your  favours,  gentlemen,  and  you 
Have  our  endeavours  (dear  friends,  grudge 
not  now).  [sell 

There's  noye  of  you,  but  when  yon  please  can 
Many  a lurnc  hope,  amj  many  a fair  tale  tell ; 


Can  put  off  many  a maid  unto  a friend, 
That  was  not  so  since  th’ action  at  Mile-end  j 
Ours  is  a virgin  yet, and  they  that  love 
Untainted  flesh,  we  hope  our  friends  w'tU 
prove. 


I- 
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\ 

This  Flay  is  by  Gardiner,  in  the  Commendatory  Versos,  ascribed  to  Fletcher  alone.  Tt  ap- 
pears  to  have  been  one  of  those  pieces  which  were  left  unfinished  by  him,  and  completed 
by  another  writer.  From  the  difference  in  the  language  and  measure  of  the  filth  act  from 
the  other  parts  of  this  performance,  wc  imagine  that  Fletcher  hail  no  concern  in  the  con- 
clusion of  it.  As  Shirley  is  said  to  have  sometimes  assisted  our  Author,  possibly  his  un- 
finished pieces  fell  into  that  writer’s  hands,  and  therefore  we  may  impute  the  alterations 
to  him.  The  Loves'  Progress  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647 ; and  lias  not  bee* 
acted  for  many  years  past. 

* The  Lovers'  Progress.]  Progress,  in  this  title,  signifies  Pilgrimage. 


PROLOGUE. 


A wrottY,  and  a known  one,  long  since  writ 
(Truth  must  take  place)  and  bv  an  able  wit ! 
f Foul-mooth’d  detraction  daring  not  deny 
To  give  so  much  to  Fletcher's  memory;) 

If  so,  some  may  ob  ject,  why  the  n do  you  f 
Present  an  old  piece  to  us  tor  a new  ? 

Or  wherefore  will  your  protest  writer  be 
(Not  tax’d  of  theft  before)  a plagiary  ? 

To  this  he  answers  in  his  just  defence, 

And  to  maintain  to  ail  our  innocence, 

Tims  much  ; tho*  he  hath  traveli’d  the  same 
way, 

Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 


For  a new  poem,  you  may  find  it  due, 
lie  having  neither  cheated  us,  nor  you: 
lie  vows,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  not  spare 
Hie  utmost  of  his  strengths,  and  his  best  car* 
In  the  reviving  it;  and  tho*  his  pow’rs 
Could  not,  as  he  desir’d,  in  three  short  hours 
Contract  the  subject,  and  much  Jess  express 
The  changes,  and  the  various  passages 
That  will  be  look’d  for,  you  may  hear  this  day 
•Some  scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a play, 

He.  being  ambitious  that  it  should  he  known 
What's  good  was  Fletcher’s*,  and  what  ill  his 
own. 


* He  being  ambitious  that  it  should  be  known 
What's  good  teas  Fletcher's , and  what  ill  his  mrn .]  This  passage  is  a flaming  contradic- 
tion to  an  assertion  of  the  Bookseller,  m his  preface  to  the  edition  of  1647,  which  the  reader 
will  sec  in  the  introductory  note  upon  The  Coxcomb,  and  thither  I refer  him  for  what  I 
have  said  upon  that  occasion.  Syw/ison. 

This  passage  is  not , in  our  opinion,  any  contradiction  at  all  to  the  Bookseller's  assertioa. 
Bee  our  remark  ut  the  beginning  of  The  Coxcomb. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


KlXO  of  France. 

C LEASER,  Husband  to  Calista. 

Lidian;  Brother  to  Calistu,  in  lore  with 
Olirula. 

C LA  RANGE1,  Rival  to  Lidian. 

’DomlaUS,  Father  to  Luitun  and  Calista , a 
merry  old  Man. 

Lisandku,  Friend  to  Oleander , and  Lover 
to  Calista. 

ALCIDON,  Friend  to  Lidian. 

BeroNTB,  Brother  to  Oleander. 

Lf.MUKR,  a noble  Courtier. 

J.lun  a Villain , Lover  of'  Clarinda. 


M ALPORT,  a foolish  Steward  of  Oleander. 
Lancelot,  Servant  to  Lisunder. 

Friar. 

Host’s  Ghost. 

Chamberlain. 

Servants • 

Calista,  a virtuous  Tusdy,  Wife  to  Oleander. 
Olin  da,  a noble  Maid , and  rich  Heir , Mis- 
tiess  to  Lidian  and  Clarangi. 
CLARINDA,  a lustful  Wench , t alula's  HaiA- 
* ing-uomun. 


SCENE,  Francs, 
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[Act  1.  Scene  1, 


*46 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lean  and  Afalfort. 

Afalfort.  A Nl)  as  I told  you,  sir 

1st  on.  I understand  you ; 
Clarindn’s  still  perverse. 

Alaf  She’s  worse ; obdurate, 

Flinty,  relentless;  my  love-pussion's  jeePd  at, 
My  presents  scorn’d ! 

Leon.  Tin  strange,  a waiting-woman. 

In  her  condition,  apt  ro  yield,  should  hold  out, 
A man  of  your  place,  reverend  beard  and 
Besieging  her.  [shape, 

Malf.  You  might  add  too,  my  wealth. 
Which  she  contemns;  five  hundred  crow-ns 
per  annum 

(For  which  I’ve  ventur’d  hard,  my  conscience 
knows  it) 

Not  thought  upon,  tho*  offer’d  fora  jointure ; 
This  chain3,  which  my  lord’s  peasants  wor- 
ship, flouted ; [at, 

My  solemn  hum’s  and  ha’s,  the  serv  ants  quake 
No  rhetonck  with  her;  cv’ry  hour  she  hangs 
out 

Some  new  flag  of  defiance  to  torment  me : 
Last  Lent  my  lady  call’d  me  her  Poor- John, 
But  now  I’m  grown  a walking  skeleton; 

Y'ou  may  see  thro’  and  thro’  me. 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are 
Much  fall’ll  away. 

Alaf.  I am  a kind  of  nothing,  [clistcr, 
As  she  hath  made  me:  Love’s  a terrible 
And  if  some  cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 
I shall,  like  un  Italian,  die  backward, 

And  breath  my  last  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I live, 

You  have  my  pity  ; but  this  is  cold  comfort, 
Aud  in  a friend  lip-pbysick ; and,  now  1 think 
on’t, 

I should  do  more,  and  will,  so  you  deny  not 
Yourself  the  means  of  comfort. 

A. faff.  I’ll  be  bang’d  first : 

One  dram  of’tf  I beseech  you  ! 

Leon.  You’re  not  jealous 
Of  any  man’s  access  to  her  ? 

Maff.  1 would  not 

Receive  the  dor;  but  as  a bosom  friend 


You  shall  direct  me;  still  provided,  that 
I understand  who  is  the  man,  and  what 
Ills  purpose  that  pleads  for  me. 

Leon:  By  all  means. 

First,  for  the  undertaker,  I am  he : 

The  means  that  I will  practise,  thus - 

Maff.  ’Pray  you  forward! 

Lean.  You  know  your  lady,  chaste  Calista, 
loves  her. 

Alaf.  Too  well ; that  makes  her  proud. 
Leon.  Nay,  give  me  leave. 

This  beaqtcoiis  ludy  ( I may  stile  her  so. 
Being  the  paragon  of  France  for  feature) 

Is  not  alone  contented  in  herself 
To  seem  aud  be  good,  but  desires  to  make 
All  such  us  have  dependance  on. her  like  her: 
For  this,  Clarmda’s  liberty’s  restrain’d,  [me : 
Aud,  tho’  Iter  kinsman,  the  gate’s  shut  against 
Now  if  you  pieasc  to  make  yourself  the  door 
For  my  convovance  to  her,  tho’  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a check  for't,  ’tis  no  matter. 
Maff.  It  being  for  mine  own  cudsr 
Leon.  I'll  give  it  o’er, 

If  that  you  make  die  least  doubt  otherwise. 
Studying  upan’t?  good  morrow  ! 

Alaf.  ’Pray  you  stay,  sir ! 

You  arc  my  friend  ; yet,  as  the  proverb  says, 

‘ When  love  puts  in,  friendship  is  gone:* 
Suppose 

You  should  yourself  affect  her  ?• 

Leon.  Do  you  think 

PH  commit  incest ! fur  it  is  no  less,  [sir. 
She  being  my  cousin-german.  Fare  you  well* 
Alaff.  I had  forgot  that ; for  this  once,  for- 
give me. 

Only,  to  case  the  throbbing  of  my  heart, 

(For  I do  feel  strange  pangs;  instruct  me  what 
You  will  say  for  me. 

Iuvn.  First,  I’ll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  so  far  besotted  you,  that  you  hava  t 
Almost  forgot  to  cast  account. 

Alaf.  Mere  truth,  sir.  [nrd, 

Leon.  That,  #f  a wise  and  provident  siew- 
You’re  turn'd  stark  ass. 

Alaf.  Urge  that  point  home;  I am  so. 
Leon.  That  you  adore  the  ground  she 
And  kiss  her  foot-sttps.  [treads  upon, 


3 This  chain.]  Mr.  Stcevens  observes,  that  stewards  anciently  wore  a chain , ns  4^iark  of 
superiority  over  other  servants;  in  proof  of  which  he  cites  the  following  authorities: 

‘ Dost  thou  think  I shall  become  the  steward's  chair?  Will  not  these  slender  haunches 
* shew  well  in  a chain  ? ’ Alartial  Maid. 

Pin.  ‘ Is  your  chain  right? 

Bob.  1 It  is  both  right  aud  just,  sir; 

* For  though  1 am  a steward,  I did  get  it 

* With  no  man’s  wrong.’  / bid. 

Nash,  in  his  piece  entitled  Have  with  You  to  Saffron  \N  ntden,  1559,  taxes  Gabriel  Harvey 
with  having  stolen  a noldcwun's  sievat  d '$  chain,  at  his  lord  ’r  installing  at  W indsor. 

So  in  Middleton’s  Mad  World,  my  Masters,  1608 : » . 

* .Gag  that  gaping  rascal,  though  he  be  my  grandsire’a  chief  gentleman  in  the  chain  of 
gold.’  See  Notes  on  Twelfth  Night.  Ji. 
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M elf.  As  I Ho  when  I find 
Their  print  i’  th’  snow. 

Lorn.  A loving  fool ; T know  it,  [related 
Bv  your  bloodless  frosty  lips.  Then,  having 
Row  much  you  suffer  for  her,  and  how  well 

You  do  deserve  it 

Malf.  How  ! to  suffer? 

Leon.  No,  sir; 

To  Imve  your  love  return’d— 

Malf.  That’s  good;  I thank  you. 

Leon.  1 will  deliver  her  an  inventory 
Of  your  good  parts;  as  this,  your  precious 
nose,  [reaching 

Dropping  affection;  your  high  forehead, 
Ahoo*»r  to  th’  crown  of  your  head;  your  slen- 
der waist,  [»«»g 

And  a back  not  like  a thresher’s,  but  a bend- 
And  court-like  back,  aud  so  forth,  for  your 
ftidy. 

But  when  I touch  your  mind,  (for  that  must 
take  her,  [il> 

Since  your  outside  promises  little)  I'll  enlarge 
Tho’  ne’er  so  narrow  ; as,  your  arts  to  thrive, 
Your  composition  with  the  cook  and  butler 
For  the  coney-skins  aud  chippings ; and  half 
a share 

With  all  the  under-officers  o’  th*  house, 

In  strangers*  bounties ; that  she  shall  have  all, 
And  vou  as  ’twerc  her  bailiff. 

Malf.  As  1 will  be. 

Leon.  As  you  shall*,  so  I’ll  promise.— 
Then  your  qualities ; 

As  playiug  on  n cittern,  or  a Jew’s  trump — 
Malf.  A little  too  on  the  viol. 

Jjeon.  Fear  you  nothing. 

Then  singing  her  asleep  with  curious  catches 
Of  your  own  making;  for,  as  1 have  heard, 
You  are  poetical. 

Mutf.  Something  giv’n  that  way:  [reason 
Yet  my  works  seldom  thrive ; and  the  main 
The  poets  urge  for’t  is,  because  I am  not 
As  poor  a*  they  are. 

l.evn.  Very  likely.  Fetch  her, 

While  I am  in  the  vein. 

Malf.  *Tis  an  apt  time, 

>1  v lady  being  at  her  prayers. 

Jjeon.  Let  her  pray  on. 

Nay, go;  and  if,  upon  my  intercession, 

She  do  vou  not  some  favour,  1 11  disclaim  her. 
I’ll  ruminate  on’t  the  while. 

Malf.  A hundred  crow  ns 
Is  your  reward. 

Leon.  W ithout ’em — Nay,  no  trifling. 

[Exit  Malf 

That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  should  know 
How  to  get  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  see 
How  grosly  he’s  abus’d,  and  wrought  upon! 


When  he  should  make  his  will,  ti  e rogue’s 
turn’d  rampa  it,  [wench 

As  h’liad  renew’d  his  youth.  A handsome 
Loveone  a spitnl  whore  would  run  aw  ay  from? 
Well,  master  steward,  I will  plead  for  you 
fn  such  a method,  as  it  shall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a property. 

Enter  Maffort  and  Clarinda. 

Malf  Yonder  he  walks 
That  knows  my  worth  and  value,  tho’  you 
scorn  it. 

Cfari.  If  ray  lady  know  not  this 

Malf  I’ll  answer  it.  [man 

If  you  were  a nun,  I hope  your  cousin-ger- 
Might  talk  with  you  thro*  a grate ; but  you 
are  none,  [off; 

And  therefore  may  come  closer:  Ne’er  hang 
As  1 live,  you  shall  bill;  you  may  salute  as 
strangers. 

Custom  allows  it.  Now’,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick. 
As  a young  advocate  should,  and  leave  no 
virtue 

Of  mine  unraeiition'd.  I’ll  stand  centinel ; 
Nay,  keep  the  door  myself.  [2&r<L 

Cluri.  How  have  you  work’d 
This  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends  ? 

Leon.  Of  that 

At  leisure,  mistress.  [Kitting* 

Clari.  Lower;  you’re  too  loud; 

Tho*  the  fool  be  deaf,  some  of  the  house 
may  hear  you.  [man, 

Leon.  Suppose  they  should.  lam  a gcotic- 
And  held  your  kinsman ; under  that,  I hope, 
I may  be  free. 

C/ari.  I grant  it,  but  with  caution  ; 

But  be  not  seen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly, 
But  at  fit  distance;  or  not  seen  at  all, 

It  were  the  better:  You  know  my  lady’s 
humour ; 

She  is  all  honour,  and  compos'd  of  goodness, 
As  she  pretends ; and  you  having  no  business. 
How  jealous  may  she  grow  ! 

Leon.  I will  be  rul’d; 

But  you  have  promis’d,  and  I must  enjoy  you# 
Cluri.  We  shall  find  time  for  that;  you 
are  too  hasty : 

Make  yourself  fit,  and  I shall  make  occasion ; 
Deliberation  makes  best  in  that  business, 
And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  must  feed 
This  foolish  steward  with  some  shadow  of 
A future  favour,  that  we  may  preserve  him 
To  be  our  instrument. 

Clari.  Hang  him ! 

Leon.  For  iny  sake,  sweet ! 


lilf'  a'Jou'ILu,  so  ril  promise.]  To -restore  lost  puns  has  been  an  office,  that  critics 
have  been  lauded  at,  rather  than  praised  for:  but  tl.e  "'ginal^be  « bad  or 


be  restored;  and  therefore  wc  should  not  drop  a conundrum  here  intended, 

*I  SWCr’  < Ass  you  shall,  so  I’ll  promise.’ 

i. «.  I’ll  promise  you  shall  be  made  au  tut  of.  Semrd. 


Digitized  by  Google 


24tt 


T1IE  LOVERS’  PROGRESS. 


[Act  1.  Scent  L 


I undertook  to  speak  for  him ; any  bauble, 
Or  slight  employment  in  the  way  of  service, 
Will  feed  him  fnt. 

Clan.  Leave  him  to  me. 

Enter  Ma/fort. 

Malf.  She  comes ! 

My  lady ! 

C/an.  T will  satisfy  her. 

Malf.  How  far 
Have  you  prevail’d  ? 

Leon.  Observe. 

C/nri.  Monsieur  Malfoit, 

I must  be  brief;  my  cousin  hath  spoke  much 
lu  your  behalf,  and,  to  give  you  some  proof 
J entertain  you  as  my  servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  grace 

Leon.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it.  [me — 

C/nri.  And  take  it  us  a special  favour  from 
To  tie  my  shoe. 

Mu  If.  I am  o'er  joy'd. 

Leon.  Good  reason. 

C lari.  You  may  come  higher  in  time. 

Enter  Ca/ista. 

7. eon.  No  more ; the  lady ! 

Malf \ She  frowns. 

Clari.  1 thank  you  for  this  visit,  cousin; 
But  without  leave  hereafter  from  my  lady, 

1 dare  not  change  discourse  with  you. 

Mu/f.  'Pray  you  take 
Your  morning’s  draught. 

Leon.  I thank  you : Happiness  attend 
Your  honour ! 

[Exeunt  Leon  and  Ma/fort. 

Cal.  Who  gave  warrant  to 
This  private  parley? 

Clari.  My  innocence ; I hope 
My  conference  with  a kinsman  cannot  call 
Your  anger  on  me. 

Cal.  Kinsman  ! Ix't  me  have 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  desire  you  may 
Continue  mine ! 

Clari.  Why,  madam,  under  pardon, 


•Suppose  him  otherwise  ; yet,  coming  ia 
A lawful  wav,  it  l«  excusable. 

Cal.  How's  this? 

Clari . I grant  you’re  made  of  pureness. 
And  that  your  tenderness  of  honour  holds 
The  sovereignty  o’er  your  passions:  Yetyotl 
have 

A noble  husband,  with  allow’d  embraces 
To  quench  lascivious  tires,  should  such  flame 
in  you, 

As  I must  ne’er  believe.  Were  I the  wife 
Of  one  that  could  butzanv  brave  Oleander 
Ev’n  in  Ins  least  perfections,  (excuse 
My  o’er-bold  inference)  I should  desire 
To  meet  no  other  object. 

Cal.  You  grow  sifucy  ! 

Do  l look  further  ? 

Clari.  No,  dear  madam ; and 
It  is  my  wonder,  or  astonishment  rather. 
You  could  deny  the  serv  ice  of  Li  sander; 

A man  without  a rival,  one  the  king 
And  kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration; 

For  all  the  excellences  a mother  could 
Wish  in  her  only  son. 

(Vi/.  Did  not  mine  honour 
.And  obligation  to  Oleander  force  ine 
To  Ik?  deaf  to  his  complaints? 

Clari.  Tia  true ; but  vet  [senct 

Your  rigour  to  command  him  from  your  pre» 
Argu'd  but  small  compassion;  the  groves 
Witness  his  grievous  sufferings;  your  fair 
name 

Upon  the  rind  of  every  gentle  poplar*, 

And  amorous  myrtle, f trees  toVenus  sacred,) 
With  adoration  curv’d,  and  kncel’d  unto. 
This you,  unseen  of  him,  both  saw  and  heard 
Without  compassion;  and  what  received  he 
For  histruc  sorrows,  but  the  heavy  knowledge 
That  *tw  as  your  peremptory  will  and  pleasure, 
How-e’er  my  lord  liv’d  in  him,  he  should  quit 
Your  sight  and  house  lor  ever? 

Cut.  1 conf  ess 

T gave  him  « strong  potion  to  work  [him; 
Upou  his  hot  blood,  and  I hope  ’twill  cure 


s but  zany  brave  C /courier, 

Ev'n  in  bis  Iraki  perfections,]  i.  r.  but  faintly  imitate  bis  virtues.  The  old  Zany  was  a 
aiimick  or  hulfooo.  % 

• Upon  the  rind  of  evry  pent  Ic  poplar, 

And  amorous  myrtle,  ( trees  to  renut  sacred.)]  Our  poet  has  either  committed  an  over- 
sight, in  tiuiking  the  poplar  and  the  myrtle  both  sacred  to  Venus,  or  if  he  had  anv  authority 
for  so  doing,  I don’t  know  it  at  present:  Tis  true,  as  the  poplar  delights  iu  moisture,  and 
grow  s upon  the  hanks  of  rivers,  and  has  leaves  w itii  dark  and  white  sides,  it  may  lit*  u pretty 
symbol  of  the  unlimited  command  of  that  powerful  goddess,  throughout  the  three  idlotments 
of  Jupiter.  Neptune,  and  Pluto.  But,  notwithstanding  this,  1 am  inclined  to  think  timt 
tiie  reading  and  pointing  was  originally  thus: 

4 of  cv’ry  gentle  poplar, 

4 And  amorous  myrtle  tree,  to  Venus  sacred.* 

By  changing  the  nuriibcr,  and  altering  the  comma,  we  uth\  the  epithet  4 sacred*  solely  to 
the  myrtle,  and  takeaway  the  confusion,  which  before  subsisted,  of  appropriating  two  trees 
to  one  deity,  when  in  reality  the  case  was  very  far  otherwise,  as  any  one  knows  who  ii 
the  least  versed  iu  the  Classicks.  Sympson. 

We  believe  the  old  reading  genuine,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  followed.  We  do  not  indeed, 
recollect  that  tlterc  is  any  authority  for  making  the  poplar,  as  well  us  the  myrtle,  sacred  to 
Venus;  but  think  the  Pot  U here  moaut  it. 


* 
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Yet  I could  wish  the  cause  had  concern’d 
others,  - 

I might  have  met  Ins  sorrows  with  more  pity ; 
At  least, have  lent  some  counsel  to  his  miseries. 
Tho’  now,  tor  honour  sake,  I must  forget  him, 
And  never  know-  the  name  more  of  Lisander ; 
Yet  in  my  justice  I am  bound  to  grant  him, 
Laving  his  love  aside,  most  truly  uuhlc  : 

But  mention  him  no  more.  This  instant  hour 
My  brother  Lidian,  new  return’d  from  travel. 
And  his  brave  friend  Glarangb,  long  since 
l or  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear  [rivals 
Her  absolute  detenum  ition,  whom 
She  pleases  to  elect.  See  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  ’em  ; and,  on  my  displeasure, 
No  more  words  of  Lisander ! 

Cluri.  She  endures 

To  hear  him  nam'd  by  no  tongue  but  her  own  : 
Howe’er  she  carries  it,  I know  she.  loves  him. 

[Exit. 

Cal.  Hard  nature,  hard  condition  of  poor 
women,  [most! 

That,  where  we  are  most  su’d  to,  we  must  fly 
The  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely, 
The  oak  not  envious  of  the  sailing  cedar, 

The  lusty  vine  not  jealous  of  the  ivy  [up, 
Because  she  clips  the  elm  ; the  flowers  shoot 
And  wantonly  kiss  one  another  hourly, 

This  blossom  glorying  in  the  other’s  beauty, 
Aud  \et  they  smell  as  sweet,  and  look  as 
lovely  : 

But  we  are  tied  to  grow  alone.  Ob,  honour, 
Thou  hard  luw  to  our  lives,  chain  to  our  free- 
doms ! 

lie  that  invented  thee  had  many  curses. 

How  ig  my  soul  divided  ! Oil,  l Meander, 

My  best-deserving  hushhnd  ! Oh,  Lisander, 
The  truest  lover  that  e’er  sacrific’d 
To  Cupid  against  llymen  ! Oh,  mine  honour, 
A tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey’d  ! and  ’tis 
But  justice  we  should  thy  strict  laws  endure, 
Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure. 

[ Exit, 

Enter  C founder % Lidian , and  Clarting}. 
Cfc.  I lo  w in  supportable  the  difference 
Of  dear  friends  is,  Lite  sorrow  that  I feel 
For  my  Lisander’s  absencefyjiic  that  stumps 
A reverend  print  on  friendship)  does  assure 
You’re  rivals  for  a lady,  a fair  lady;  [me. 
And,  in  the  acquisition  of  her  favours, 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  gonhan  knot 
From  your  first  childhood  to  this  present  hour, 
By  ail  the  ties  of  love  and  amity  fasten’d. 

I am  blest  in  a wife  (Ucav’n  make  me  thank- 
inferior  to  none,  sant  pride  I speak  it ; [ful ! ) 
Yet  if  I were  a freeman,  aud  could  purchase 
At  any  rate  the  certainly  to  enjoy 
Lisander  s conversation  while  1 liv’d, 

( Fbrgivc me,  iny  Calisla,  and  the  sex!) 

1 never  would  seek  change. 

Lid.  My  lord  and  brother,  [worth 

I dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lisuitder’s 
Being  a mistress  to  be  ever  courted; 

Nor  shall  our  cij..al  suit  to  fair  Olmda 
VOL.  II. 
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Weaken,  but  add  strength  to  our  true  afire- 
With  zeal  so  long  continued.  [turn, 

Clara.  When  we  know 
Whom  she  prefers,  as  she  can  cliuse  but  one. 
By  our  so-long-tried  friendship  we  have  vow’d 
The  other  shall  desist. 

Cte.  Tis  yet  your  purpose; 

But  how  this  resolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus’d,  is  not  aloue 
Doubtful,  but  dang'rous. 

Enter  Malf  art. 

Malf.  The  rich  heir  is  come,  sir. 

(7e.  Madam  Olinda? 

A/a//*.  Yes,  sir;  and  makes  choice. 

After  some  little  conference  with  my  lady. 

Of  tliis  room  to  give  answer  toiler  suitors. 
Cle.  Already  both  look  pale,  betweeo  your 
hopes 

To  win  the  prize,  and  your  despair  to  lose 
What  you  contend  for. 

Lid.  No,  sir;  i am  arm’d. 

Clara . I confident  of  my  iutcrest. 

Cle.  I’ll  he! ie\  c you 
When  you’ve  endur’d  the  test. 

Enter  Cnlista , Olinda , and  Clurinda . 
Malf.  Is  not  your  garler  [higher 

Untied?  You  promis’d  that  I should  grow 
In  doing  you  service. 

CtariK  Fall  <>;f,  or  you  lose  me!  [Erit  Malf. 
Cle.  Nay,  lake  your  place  ; no  Baris  now 
sits  judge 

On  the  contending  goddesses : You  are 
The  deity  tiiat  must  make  curat,  or  happy, 
One  of  your  languishing  servants. 

Otin.  I thus  look 

With  equal  eyes  on  both;  either  deserves 
A fairer  fortune  than  they  can  in  reason 
Hope  for  from  me:  From  Lidiun  I expect. 
When  I have  made  him  mine,  all  pleasures 
that  [virtues. 

The  sweetness  of  his  manners,  youth,  and 
Can  give  assurance  of:  Bur  turning  this  way 
To  brave  Cuirange,  in  bis  face  appears 
A kind  of  innjc'iy  which  should  command, 
Not  sue  for  favour.  If  the  fairest  holy 
Of  France,  set  forth  with  nature's  best  en- 
dowments, 

Nay,  should  I add  a princess  of  the  blood. 
Dal  now  Jay  claim  to  cither  for  a husband. 
So  vehement  my  aiTectiou  is  to  both, 

My  envy  at  l»er  happiness  would  kill  me. 
de.  The  strangest  love  I ever  heard  ! 

Cal.  You  cun 
Enjoy  but  one. 

Cluri.  The  more,  I say,  the  merrier. 

Olin.  Witness  these  tears  1 love  both,  as 
I know 

You  burn  with  equal  flames,  and  so  affect  me : 
Abundance  makes  me  pour;  such  is  the  lutrd 
Condition  of  my  fortune.  Be  your  own  judges* 
If  I should  favour  both,  ’twill  taint  my 
. honour, 

And  that  before  niy  life  I must  prefer; 

2K 
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If  one  i Iran  to,  th'  other  is  disvalucd : 

You’re  fiery  both,  and  love  will  make  you 
wanner. 

Clari . The  warmer  still  the  fitter.  You’re 
a fool,  lady. 

Oiin.  To  what  may  love,  and  the  devil  jea- 
lousy, spur  you,  [non ; 

Is  too  apparent ; my  name’s  call’d  in  ques- 
Your  swords  fly  out, your  angers  range  at  large: 
Then  what  a murder  of  my  modesty  follows  ! 
Clari.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means. 
Oh,  innocent, 

That  will  deny  a blessing  when  ’tis  offer’d  ! 
'Would  l were  murder’d  so,  I’d  thank  my 
Cle.  What  pause  you  on?  [modesty. 

Oiin.  it  is  at  length  resolv'd. 

Clara.  We’re  on  the  rack  ; uncertain  ex- 
The  greatest  torture  ! [pectation 

lAd.  Command  w hat  vou  please, 

And  you  shall  sec  how  w lliingly  we’ll  execute. 
Qhn.  Then  hear  what,  lor  your  satisfac- 
tion, 

And  to  preserve  your  friendship,  I resolve 
Against  myself ; aud  ’tis  not  to  he  alter’d : [it, 
You’re  both  brave  gentlemen,  I’ll  still  profess 
Both  noble  servants,  for  whose  gentle  offers 
The  undeserving  and  ^he  poorOlmda  [ously; 
Is  ever  bound  ; you  loye  both,  fair  ana  virtu- 
•Would  ! could  be  so  happy  to  content  both  ! 
Which  since  I cannot,  take  this  resolute  an- 
Go  from  me  both  contended!  v,  and  he  [swer: 
That  last  makes  his  return,  qnd  comes  to 
visit,  [well ! 

Comes  tomv  bed.  You  know  my  will ; fare- 
My  heart’s  too  big  to  utter  more.  Cojne, 
Cal.  l’U  wait  on  you  to  your  coach.[ friend  l 
[Ex cunt  Dim.  Cal.  and  Clari. 
Cle.  You  both  look  blank  ; 

1 cannot  blame  you. 

Lid.  We  have  our  dispatches. 

Clara.  I’ll  home. 

Lid.  And  I’ll  abroad  again:  Farewell! 
Clara.  Farewell  to  ye  f 

[Ere a nt  Clara,  and  Lid. 
Cle-  Their  blupt  departure  troubles  me : 

I fear, 

A $udden  and  a dangerous  division 
Of  their  long  love  will  follow.  Have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  fair  Olinda? 

Enter  Calista. 

Cal.  She  is  gone,  sir. 

Cle.  Had  you  brought  news  Lisqnder  were 
return  d too, 

I were  most  happy. 

Cat  Still  upon  JLisander ) [health; 

Cle.  know  he  loves  me,  as  he  loves  his 
And  lleav’n  knows  I love  him. 

Cat.  I find  it  so;  [you. 

For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  1 m to 
Cle.  Oh,  think  not  so.  If  you  had  lost  a 
sister  [you; 

You  lock'd  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  grieve 
A little  vou  would  w ander  from  the  fondness 
You  ow’d  your  husband : 1 haye  lost  a friend, 


^Act  1.  Scene  1. 

A noble  friend  ; all  that  was  excellent 
In  man,  or  mankind,  was  coutaiu’d  wiihin 
That  loss,  my  wife [him. 

Enter  Mdlfort . 

1 Waff.  Madam,  your  noble  father-—  ■ 

A fee  for  my  good  news! 

Cal.  Why,  what  of  him,  sir? 

Alai.  Is  lighted  at  the  door,  and  longs  to 
see  you. 

Cal.  Attend  hint  hither. 

C/c.  Oh,  my  dear  JLisander!  [lista. 

But  I II  he  merry.  Let’s  meet  him,  my  Ca- 
Cul  1 hope  Lisamicr’s  love  will  now  ha 
buried  : 

My  father  will  bring  joy  enough  for  one 
To  put  him  out  of  s memory.  [iuon;li. 

Enter  Doriluus ; his  arm  in  a scarf. 

Dor.  How  do  you,  sou  ? 

Bless  my  lair  Child  ! I’m  come  to  visit  you. 
To  sea  what  house  you  keep  ; they  say  you’re 
bountiful; 

I like  the  noise  well,  and  I come  to  try  it. 
Ne’er  a great  billy  yet?  Ilow  ha\e  you 
trifled ! [un’fc 

If  I had  done  so,  son,  I should  have  heard 
On  both  sides,  l»v  saint  Dfuuis! 

Cle.  You’re  nobly  welcome,  sir; 

We’ve  time  enough  for  tiiat. 

Dor.  Sic  how  she  blushes; 

Tis  a good  sign,  you'd  meud  your  fault. 

How  dost  tiiou,  „ 

My  good  C’ahstu  ? 

Cat.  Well,  now  I see  you,  sir;  [vou. 
1 hope  you  tiring  a fruitfulness  along  with 
Dor.  Good  luck,  I ne'er  miss;  L was  eve? 
good  at  it: 

Your  motlier  groan’d  for't,  wench ; so  did 
some  other, 

Put  1 durst  uever  tell. 

Cal.  Ilow  does  your  arm,  sir? 

Cle.  Ilaveyou  been  let  blood  of  lute  ? 
Dor.  Against  my  w ill,  sir. 

Cal . A fall,  dear  father  ? 

Dor.  No;  a gun,  dear  daughter ; [tock, 
Two  or  three  guns;  I’ve  one  here  in  my  but- 
'1  would  trouble  a surgeon’s  teeth  to  pull  it 
Cal.  Oh,  me  ! oh,  me ! [out. 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fall  to  fainting, 

Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge:  Art  such  a coward, 
At  the  mere  name  of  hurt  to  change  thy  co- 
lour ? 

I have  been  shot  that  men  might  see  ctea$ 
thro’  me, 

And  yet  I fainted  not.  Besides  myself. 
Here  are  an  hospital  of  hurt  men  lor  you. 

Enter  Servants , wounded  in  several  places. 
Ctc.  What  should  this  wonder  be? 

Cal.  I’m  amaz’d  at  it. 

Dor.  What  think  ye  of  these?  they’re 
every  one  hurt  soundly, 

Hurt  to  the  proof ; they’re  thro’  and  thro’, 
I assure  ye ; 
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And  that’s  good  grime : they  scorn  your  pu- 
ling scratches. 

Cal.  Who  did  this,  sir? 

Dor.  Leave  crying,  and  I’ll  tell  you  ; 

And  get  vuur  planters,  and  your  warm  stoops 
ready  *.  [over  ? 

Have  you  ne’er  a shepherd  that  can  tar  us 
'Twdl  proves  business  else,  we  arc  so  many. 
Coming  td  sec  you,  I was  set  upoii, 

I and  iny  men,  as  we  were  singing  friilickly ; 
Not  dreaming  of  an  ambush  of  ba»e  rogues, 
Set  on  i’tli*  forest.  I’ve  forgot  the  name 

Cle.  ’Twixt  this  and  Fontainebleau?  in  the 
V/ild  forest  ? [forest, 

Diir.  The  same,  the  same,  in  thnt  accursed 
Set  mi  by  villains,  that  make  hoot  of  all  men  ; 
The  peers  of  France  are  pillage  there.  They 
Shot  at  us, 

Hurt  u3,  unhors’d  us*  crime  to  th*  Sword, 
there  plied  us, 

Oppress’d  us  with  fresh  multitudes,  fresh 
shot  still; 

Itogues  that  would  lising  themselves  for  a 
fresh  doublet, 

And  for  a scarlet  cassock  kill  their  fathers  ! 

Cle.  Lighted  you  among  these  ? 

Dor.  Among  those  murderers 
Our  poor  bloods  were  engag'd ; yet  we  struck 
bravely#  [shun  us, 

And  raorfe  tlian  once  or  twice  we  made  them 
And  shrink  their  rugged  heads ; bill  we  were 
hurt  ail. 

Cle.  How  came  you  off?  for  I ev’n  long  to 
hear  that. 

Dor.  After  our  prayers  made  to  Ileav’n  to 
help  us, 

Or  to  be  merciful  unto  our  souls,  [wipe ! 
So  near  we  were  — Alas,  poor  wench;  Wipe, 
See,  Ilcav’n  sends  remedy. 


«M 

Cal.  I’m  glad  ’tis  come,  sir  J 
My  heart  was  ev’n  a-bleeding  in  my  body. 
Dor.  A curl’d-hair  gentleman  stepp'd  in, 
a stranger; 

As  he  rorlc  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bickering. 
Saw  our  distresses,  drew  Ins  sword,  and  prov’d 
He  came  to  eiecute,  and  not  to  argue. 
Lord,  what  a lightning  inetbought  flew  about 
him. 

When  he  once  toss’d  his  blade ! In  face 
Adonis8,  [brows  j 

While  Peace  inhabited  between  his  eye- 
But  when  his  noble  anger  stirr’d  his  mettle. 
And  blew  his  flery  parts  into  a flame,  [tnies^ 
Like  Pallas,  when  she  sits  between  two  ar- 
Viewing  with  horrid  brows  their  sad  events* 
Such  then  lie  look’d,  and  as  her  shield  had 
arm'd  liuh. 

\ Cal.  This  man,  sir,  were  a friend  to  givd 
an  age  for. 

This  gentleman  I must  love  nat’rully;  [frir. 
Nothing  can  keep  me  off.  1 pray  you  go  on; 
Dor.  [ will,  for  now  yoii  please  me.  This 
brave  youth,. 

This  bud  of  Mars,  (for  yet  he  is  no  riper) 
When  once  hi?  had  drawn  blood,  and  fleshed 
his  sword, 

Fitted  his  manly  mettle  to  his  spirit, 

How  he  bestirr’d  him  ! what  a lane  he  made, 
And  thro*  their  iiefy  bul'lets  thrust  securely, 
The  harden’d  villains  wond’ringat  his  confi- 
dence ! 

Lame  as  L was,  I Follow'd,  and  admir'd  too* 
And  stirr’d,  and  laid  about  me  with  new 
spirit ; [tion. 

My  men  too  with  hew  hearts  thrust  into  ao- 
And  down  the  roghes  went. 

Cle.  I am  struck  with  wonder!  [Hector* 
Dor.  Remember  but  the  story  or  strong 
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7 And  t/uUr  warm  stupes  ready.]  Sloops  (for  so  it  should  he  spelt)  here  signifies  liquids  to 
bathe  their  wounds:  A stoop  of’  wine  is  mentioned  by  Shakespeare  in  Othello,  and  we  believe 
in  Twelfth-Night.  The  like  expression  occurs  in  other  old  authors;  and  iii  this  very  play, 
act  iii.  where  Dorilnus  says, 

* And  forty  itoopi  of  wine,  drank  at  tby  funeral.’ 

• in  face  Adonis , 

While  Peace , &c.]  These  lines,  though  spokeh  by  a comifc  personage,  nrealmbst  worthy 
to  copfc  with  thie  famous  passage  in  Shakespeare’s  Henry  V,  which  breathes  the  very  spirit 
W Tyrtaeus : 

4 In  peace,  there’s  nothing  so  becomes  a mao 
4 As  modest  stillness  and  humility : 

‘ But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears* 

4 Then  imitate  the  action  df  the  tyger; 

* Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood, 

4 Disguise  fair  Nature  with  hard-favour’d  ragej 

* Then  lend  the  eye  a terrible  aspect ; 

* I.i*t  it  pry  thro’  the  portage  of  the  head, 

4 Like  the  brass  cannon:  let  the  brow  o’erwhehu  it, 

4 As  fearfully  «•»  doth  a galled  rock 
4 O’cr-hang  andjuitv  his  confounded  hns£, 

* Swill’d  with  the  wild  and  Wasteful  ocean. 

4 Now  set  tiie  teeth,  aud stretch  the  nostril  wide; 

4 Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 
4 To  Ins  full  height !’ 

f K* 
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When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  thro'  his 
vanguard  9, 

How  the  Greeks  frighted  ran  awnv  by  troops, 
And  trod  down  troop*  to  save  their  lives;  so 
this  man 

Dispers'd  these  slaves:  Had  they  been  more 
and  mightier, 

He  had  come  off  the  greater  and  more  wonder. 
Cle.  Where  is  the  man,  good  sir,  that  wc 
may  honour  him  ? [him. 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  superstition  to 
Dor.  I know  not  that ; from  me  he  late 
departed, 

But  not  without  that  pious  care  to  «ee  safe 
Wc,  and  my  weak  men  lodg’d,  and  dress’d. 

I urg’d  him  [him: 

First  hither,  that  I might  more  freely  thank 
lie  told  me  he  had  business,crav’d  my  pardon, 
Business  of  much  import. 

Cle.  Know  you  his  name  ? 

Dor.  That  fie  denied  me  too ; a vow  had 
barr’d  him.  [less. 

Cal.  In  that  he  was  not  noble  to  be  munc- 
Dor.  Daughter,  you  must  remember  him 
when  I mu  dead, 

And  in  a noble  sort  requite  bis  piety  ! 

Taras  his  desire  to  dedicate  this  service 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 

Cal.  He  knows  me  then  ? 

Dor.  I nam’d  you,  [knowledge. 

And  nam’d  you  mine : T think  that's  all  his 
Cle.  No  name  ? no  being? 

Cat.  Now  I’m  mnd  to  know  him! 

Saving  mine  honour,  anv  thing  now, 

But  to  enjoy  his  sight,  hut  his  hare  picture — 
Wake  me  his  saint?  I must  needs  honour  him. 


Serv.  I know  hie  name. 

Cat.  There's  thy  reward  for’t;  speak  it. 

f Gives  a purse. 
Serv . His  man  told  me;  hut  he  desir’d 
my  silence. 

Cal.  Oh,  Jasper,  speak  ! 'tis  thy  good 
master’s  cause  too : 

We  all  are  hound  in  gratitude  to  compel  thee. 
Serv.  Lisander?  yes,  I’m  sure  it  was  Li- 
Col.  JJsanricr?  'twns  Lisnndcr.  [sanrler. 
Cle.  ’Tis  Lisnndcr.  [question 

Oh,  tny  base  thoughts,  my  wicked  ! to  make 
This  art  cou'd  be  another  man’s  1 it  is  Li- 
A handsome-tiinber’d  man  ? [sander. 

Serv.  Yes. 

Cle.  My  Lisander ! 

Was  this  friend’s  absence  to  be  mourn’d  ? 
Cat.  I grant  it ; 

I’ll  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  se- 
riously. [company. 

When  you  weep  for  him,  sir.  I’ll  bear  you 
That  so  much  honour,  so  much  honesty, 
Siiould  be  in  one  nmn,  to  do  things  thus 
bravely ! [service  ? 

Make  me  bis  saint?  to  me  give  this  brave 
What  may  I do  to  recompense  his  gooduess? 
I cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come,  sir,  I know  you’re  sickly; 

So  are  your  men. 

Dor.  I must  confess  I’m  weak, 

And  litter  for  u bed  than  long  discourses: 
You  shall  iicar  tomorrow.— Tomorrow— 
Provide  surgeons 
C/e.  Lisander ! 

Cat.  What  new  fire  is  this?  Lisanrlrr! 

[ Kdiunt. 


9 When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  through  h.  t vanguard.]  Mr.  Seward  says,  * to  break  from 
his  vanguard  is  the  true  linage;’  but  as  front  would  hurt  the  measure,  tS'e  corruption,  says 
he,  * is  probably  in  the  relative  his , which  should  he  the  or  theiry  i.e.  the  Grecian  vanguard.’ 
We  think  it  means  his  oa*n  vanguard,  and  that  THROUGH  his  vanguard  couveys  the  saiue 
image  as  FROM  it,  with  more  warmth  of  expression 

10  Clea.  You  shall  hear  tomorrow , tomorrow  provide  surgeons. 

Dor.  Lisander ] So  ail  former  editions ; but  we  think,  the  speakers  and  the  punctua- 

tion wrong.  The  first  line,  we  apprehend,  should  come  from  the  old  man,  Dorilaus;  and 
the  pointing  be  ns  wc  have  placed  it  in  the  text,  which  expresses  his  faintness:  He  is  pro- 

ceeding to  speak,  but  is  forced  to  desist,  and  to  call  for  assistance.  The  exclamation,  * i.i- 
• sander ! ’ should  then  come  from  Cleuudcr. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Lancelot . 

Lis.  *DRITQK£,  good  Lancelot,  rcmcm- 
her  that  [tore 

Thy  master’s  life  is  in  thy  trust ; and  tfiere- 
Bc  very  careful. 

Lun.  I will  lose  mine  own, 
ftathvr  than  hazard  yours. 


Lis.  Take  what  disguise 
You  in  your  own  discretion  shall  thiuk  fittest, . 
To  keep  yourself  unknow  n. 

Lon.  I warrant  you; 

’Tis  not  the  first  time  I have  gone  invisible: 

I am  as  line  a fairy  in  a business 

Concerning  night-work 

Lis.  Leave  your  vanities.  [spare 

With  this  purse  (which  deliver’d,  you  may 
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Your  oratory)  convey  this  letter  to 
Calista’s  woman. 

Luh.  ’Tis  a handsome  girl; 

Mistress  darinda. 

Lis.  I have  marie  her  mine. 

You  know  your  work. 

Jjm.  And  if  I sweat  not  iu  it, 

At  ray  return  discard  me.  [£rif. 

Lis.  Oh,  Culista! 

The  fairest,  cruellest  ■ — 

t 

Enter  Clurange . 

Clara.  So  early  stirring? 

A go«>d  day  to  you  ! 

Lis.  I was  viewing,  sir, 

The  site  of  your  house,  and  th*  handsome- 
ness about  it: 

Believe  me  it  stands  healthfully  and  sweetly. 

Clara.  The  house  and  master  of  it  really 
Arc  ever  at  your  service. 

Lis.  I return  it: 

Now,  if  you  please,  20  forward  in  your  story 
Of  your  dear  friend  aud  mistress. 

Clara.  I will  tell  it. 

And  tell  it  short,  because  'tis  breakfast  time, 

A nd  (love's  a tedious  thing  to  a quick  stomach) 
You  cat  not  yesternight. 

Lis.  I shall  rudure,  sir.  [you) 

Clara.  Myself  and  (ns  I then  deliver'd  to 
A gentleman  of  nohle  hope,  one  Lidiau, 

Both  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together, 
One  company,  one  friendship**,  and  one 
exercise 

Ever  affecting,  ont*  bed  holding  us, 

One  grief  and  one  joy  parted  still  between  us, 
More  than  companions,  twins  in  all  our  ac- 
tions, [still : 

We  grew  up  till  we  were  inen,  held  one  heart 
Time  call’d  us  on  to  arms,  we  were  oue  sol- 
dier, 

Al.kc  we  soughtour  dangers  and  our  honours, 
Gloried  alike  one  in  another’s  nobleness: 
When  arms  had  made  us  tit,  we  were  one 
lover. 

We  lov’d  one  woman,  lov’d  without  division, 
And  woo’d  a long  time  with  one  fair  affection; 
And  she,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 

At  length,  considering  what  our  love  must 
grow  to. 

And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted; 
Rivals  and  honours  make  men  stand  at  di- 
stance. 

We  then  woo'd  with  advantage,  but  were 
friends  still, 

Saluted  fairly,  ke|»t  the  peace  of  love; 

We  could  not  both  enjoy  the  lady’s  favour. 
Without  some  scandal  to  her  reputation  ; 

We  put  it  to  her  choice;  this  was  her  sen- 
tence, 

" One  company,  one  friendship,  &c.j  In  thi- 
Lilian,  our  Author  *ec:ns  to  have  intended  hi 
friendship  in  Shakespeare’s  Midsummer-Nigh 
entitled  to  a comparison.  A much  better,  o 
Noble  Kinsmen,  act  i.  scene  5.  iv. 


1 To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  last  return- 
ing 

‘ Should  be  her  lord  we  obey’d;  ami  now 
you  know  it:  [with’t) 

And,  for  my  part,  (so  truly  I am  touch* J 
I will  go  far  enough,  aud  he  the  last  too, 

Or  ne’er  return. 

Lis.  A sentence  of  much  cruelty,  [on  me. 
But  mild,  compar’d  with  what’s  pronounc'd 
Our  loving  youth  is  horn  to  many  miseries. 
What  is  that  Lidiau,  pray  you? 

Clara.  Calista’s  brother, 

If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  lady. 

Lis.  I’ve  seen  her,  sir. 

Clara.  Then  you  have  seen  a wonder. 

Lis.  I do  confess.  Of  what  years  is  this 
Lidiau  ? 

Clara.  About  ray  years;  there  is  not  much 
between  us. 

Lis.  I long  to  know  him. 

Clara.  *Tw  a virtu  Jus  longin’! : 

As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  noble  heat), 

As  blossoms  on  a bough  in  May,  aud  sweet 
ones. 

Lis.  You’re  a fair  story  of  your  friend. 
Clara.  Of  truth,  sir. 

Now,  what’s  the  matter? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Sere.  There’s  a gentleman  [buisness. 

At  door  would  speak  with  you  on  private 
Clara.  With  me?  [him. 

Scrv.  lie  says  so,  and  brings  haste  a' rout 
Clara.  Wait  on  him  in.  [22rif  Servant. 
Lis.  I will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next 
room.  [ Exit • 

Clara.  We  shall  not  long  disturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon. 

Ale.  Save  yod,  sir ! 

Clara.  The  like  to  you,  fair  sir ! ’Pray  you 
come  near.  " [not : 

Ale.  Tray  you  instruct  me,  for  I know  you 
With  monsieur  damage  1 would  speak. 
Clara.  I’m  he, sir: 

You  nrc  nobly  w elcome.  I wait  your  business. 
Ale.  This  will  inform  you. 

[ Gives  him  a letter , which  he  reads. 
Clara . Will  you  please  to  sit  down?  [him 
He  shall  command  me,  sir;  I’ll  wait  upon 
Within  this  hour. 

Ale.  You  are  a nohle  gentleman.  [of  us, 
Will’t  please  you  bring  a friend  ? we  are  two 
And  pity  either,  sir,  should  be  un furnish'd. 
Clara.  I have  none  now ; and  tlie  time's 
set  so  short, 

Twill  not  he  possible. 

Ale.  Do  me  the  honours 
I know  you  are  so  full  of  brave  acquaintance, 

description  of  the  friendship  ofClarange  aud 
imitation  of  the  excellent  account  of  female 
*s  Dream ; to  which  this,  however,  cannot  he 
1 the  surnc  subject,  will  be  seen  in  The  Two 
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And  worthy  friends,  you  cannot  want  a 
partner; 

I would  be  loath  to  stand  still,  sir.  Besides, 
You  know  the  custom  and  the  vantage  ot  it, 
If  you  come  in  alone. 

Clara.  And  I must  meet  it.  [equal: 

Ate.  Send ; we’ll  defer  an  hour,  let  us  he 
Games  won  and  lost  on  equal  terms  shew 
fairest.  [thfef, 

darn.  Tis  to  no  purpose  to  send  any  wbi- 
tJnlesS  men  be  at  home  by  revelation. 

So  please  yon  breath  a while,  when  I have 
done  with  him  [man. 

You  limy  be  exercis’d  too : I’ll  trouble  no 

Enter  Litander. 

J.is.  They’re  very  loud.  Now,  tvhat’s  the 
' Clara.  I must  leave  you,  [news? 

Leave  you  n while  j two  hours  hence  1 11  re- 
turn, friend. 

Lis.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Clara.  A little  business. 

Lis.  A n't  be  but  a little,  you  may  take  me 
with  you. 

Clara.  ’’Twill  be  a trouble  to  ydu. 

Lis.  No,  indeed ; 

To  do  you  service  I account  a pleasure. 
Clara.  I must  alone. 

Lis.  Why? 

Clara.  ’Tis  necessity. 

Before  you  pass  the  walks,  and  back  agstin, 

I will  be  with  you. 

Lis.  If’t  be  not  unmannerly 
To  press  you,  1 would  go. 

Clara.  I'll  tell  you  true,  sir; 

This  gentleman  ami  I,  upon  appointment, 
Are  going  to  tisit  a lady. 

Lis.  I’m  no  Capuchin ; 

Why  should  not  I go? 

Air.  lake  the  gentleman  ; 

Come,  he  may  see  the. gentlewoman  too, 
And  be  most  welcome;  I do  beseech  you 
take  him.  [woman, 

Lis.  By  any  means  ; I love  to  see  a gehtle- 
A pretty  wench  too. 

Clara.  Well,  sir,  we  will  meet  you. 

And  at  the  place.  My  tervice  to  the  lady  . 
Ale.  I kiss  your  hand.  [Exit. 

Clara.  'Prithee  read  o’er  her  letter. 

Lis.  [reading.]  4 Monsieur,  Ttcncc 

• 1 know'  you  have  consider’d 14  the  dark  sen- 

• Oliuda  cave  us;  and  that,  however  she  dis- 

guis'd it, 

4 It  pointed  more  at  our  swords*  edges  than 
•Our  bodiefi*  banishments:  The  last  must 
enjoy  her!  [tog 5 

• If  we  retire,  our  youths  arc  lost  in  wander- 

• J it  emulation  we  shall  grow  old  men 
♦And  feeble,  (which  is  the  scorn  of  love, 

and  rust  of  honour,) 


[Act  2.  Scene  1, 

• And  so  return  more  fit  towed  our  sepulchres, 

• Than  the  saint  we  aim  at ; let  us  therefore 

make 

4 Our  journey  short  and  our  hearts  ready,  and, 

• With  our  swords  in  our  hands,  put  it  to 

fortune  ling. 

‘ Which  shall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  bless- 

• I'll  stay  you  outlie  mountain,  our  old  hunt- 

ing-place. [me : 

4 This  gentleman  alone  runs  the  hazard  with 
4 And  so  I kiss  your  hand. 

4 Ydur  servant,  Lidian.’ 
Is  this  your  w'ench?  You’ll  find  her  a sharp 
mistress.  [Lidiuri 

What  have  I thrust  mysfelf  itito?  Is  this  that 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Clara.  The  same. 

Lis.  My  Indy’s  brother! 

No  cause  to  heave  iriy  sword  against  but  his? 
To  save  the  father  yesterday,  and  this  morn- 
ing [teous; 

To  help  to  kill  the  son?  This  is  most  cour- 
The  only  way  to  make  the  daughter  dote  ort 
me!  [off? 

Clara.  Why  do  you  muse?  would  you  go 
Lis.  No,  no; 

I must  on  now. — This  will  be  kindly  taken ; 
No  life  to  sacrifice,  but  part  of  hers  ? — 

Do  you  fight  straight  ? 

Clara.  Yes,  presently. 

Lis.  Tomorrow,  then, 

The  baleful  tidjngsof  this  day  will  break  out* 
And  this  night’s  sun  will  set  in  blood.  I’u# 
troubled ! 

If  I am  kill'd,  I'm  happy. 

Clara.  Will  vou  go,  friend? 

Lis.  I'm  ready,  sir.  Fortune,  tb*  bast  made* 
me  monstrous ! [Exeunt. 

Enter  Malfort  and  Clarinda. 

Aloff.  Your  cousin,  and  xny  true  friend^ 
lusty  Leon, 

Shall  know  how  you  use  me. 

Clar&  Be  more  tempt  rate, 

Or  I will  never  use,  nor  know  you  more 
I*  th’  wav  of  a servant : All  the  house  take* 
notice 

Of  your  ridiculous  foppery  ; I’ve  no  sooner 
Perform’d  my  duties  m my  Indy’s  chamber, 
And  she  scarce  down  the  stairs,  but  you  ap-* 
pear 

Like  my  evil  Spirit  to  me. 

Ma/J.  Can  the  fish  live 
Out  of  the  water,  or  the  salamander 
Out  of  the  fire?  or  I live  Warm,  but  in' 

The  frying-pan  of  your  favour? 

Clari.  ’Pray  you  forget 
Your  curious  comparisons,  borrow’d  from 
The  pond  and  kitchen,  and  remember  wlial 
My  lady’s  pleasucc  is  for  th*  entertainment 
Of  her  noble  father. 


+UE  LOVERS1  PROGRESS. 


h l know  you  hare  consider'd,  &c.]  'This  letter  has  hitherto  been  printed  ns  prose;  but 
we  think  it  was  intended  lor  metre/  and  is  as  smooth  verse  as  man,  other  passage,  of  our 
Authors. 
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Act  t.  Scene  1.] 

Malf.  I would  learn  the  art 
Of  memory  in  your  table -book.  • 

Clari.  Very  good,  sir  ! 

No  more  but  up  and  ride  ? I apprehend 
Your  meaning;  soft  fire  makes  sweet  malt, 
sir:  i’ll 

Answer  you  in  a proverb. 

Malf.  But  one  kiss  from 
Thv  honey  lip ! 

Clari.  You  fight  too  bish ; my  hand  is 
A fair  ascent  from  my  foot.  His  slav’ring 
kisses 

Spoil  me  more  gloves — Enough  for  once ; 

(you’ll  surfeit 
With  too  much  grace. 

Malf  Have  you  no  employment  for  ipe? 
Clari * Yes,  yes;  go  send  for  Leon,  and 
convey  him 

Into  the  private  arbour;  from  his  mouth 
I hear  your  praises  with  more  faith. 

Muff.  I’m  none. 

Yet  one  thing  ere  I go ; there’s  at  the  door 
The  rarest  fortune-teller — he  hath  told  me 
l'he  strangest  things ! hp  knows  you  are  my 
mistress. 

Ami  under  seal  deliver’d  how  many  children 
I shall  beget  on  you  ; ’pray  you  give  him  heap- 
lie’ll  make  it  good  to  you.  [ing, 

Clan.  A cunning  man 
Of  your  own  making ! bowsoe’er,  I’ll  hear  him 
At  your  entreaty. 

Malf.  Now  1 perceive  yon  love  me.  [her 
At  mv  entreaty  ! — Come  in,  friend  : Itemcm- 

Enter  Lancelot  like  a fortuner  teller,  with  a 
purse , anil  tuo  Utters  in  U.  ' 

To  speak  as  I directed.— He  knows  his  lesson, 
And  tiie  right  way  to  ulease  her;  This  it  is 
To  have  a head-piece!  [Exit, 

Clan.  Tis  said  you  cau  tell 
Fortunes  to  come. 

Lan.  Yes,  mistress,  and  what’s  past: 


*54 

Un- glove  your  hand.  By  this  straight  line,  J 
You  have  lain  crooked.  [set 

Clari.  How!  lain  crooked? 

Lan . Yes ; 

And  in  that  posture  p.Iny’d  at  the  old  game, 
(Nobody  hears  me,  and  I’ll  be  no  blab) 

And  at  it  lost  your  maidenhead. 

Clari.  A shrewd  fellow  ! 

’Tis  truth,  hut  not  to  be  confess’d. — In  this 
Your  paltnestry  deceives  you.  Somethin? 
else,  sir.  [and 

Lun.  You're  a great  woman  with  your  lady, 
Acquainted  with  her  counsels. 

Clari.  Sull  more  strange ! 

Lan.  There  is  a noble  knight,  Lisander, 
lores  her, 

Whom  she  regards  not;  and  the  destinies, 
With  w hom  I am  familiar,  have  deliver’d 
That  by  your  means  alone  he  must  en  joy  her. 
Your  baud  again  ! Yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
Promis’d  him  your  assistance,  and,  w hat’s 
more, 

Tasted  his  bounty;  for  which,  from  the  sky 
There  are  two  hundred  crowns  dropp'd  in  a 
purse ; 

Look  hack,  you’ll  find  it  true.  Nay,  open  it; 
’Tis  good  gold,  1 assure  you. 

Clari.  How!  twoleters? 

The  first  indors’d  to  me  ? this  to  my  lady.— 
Subscrib’d  Lisander'3. 

Jam.  And  the  fortune-teller 
1 1 is  servant  Lancelot. 

Clari.  How  had  I lost  my  eyes,  [loss 
That  I could  not  know  thee ! Not  a word  o'tli* 
Of  my  virginity ! 

Lun.  Nor  who  I am. 

Clari.  I’ll  use  all  speedy  means  for  your 
dispatch  [it 

With  a welcome  answer;  but  till  you  receive 
Continue  thus  disguis’d.  Monsieur  Mai  fort 
(You  kn  *w  the  way  to  humour  him)  shall 
provide 


»»  Clari.  How,  two  letters  ? 

The  first  endors'd  to  me  ? this  to  my  lady  ? 

Subscrib'd  J Asunder. 

Probably  the  Author  wrote  thus: 

- — - Two  letters  ¥ 

The  first  endors'd  tome f Subscrib'd  Lisander, 

This  to  my  lady?]  I have  made  a dash  after  ‘ The  first  endors’d  to  me,*  to  give 

time  for  the  opening  or  reading  of  her  own  letter ; otherwise  how  could  she  know  it  was 
from  Lisander,  before  she  had  either  broke  the  seal  or  perused  its  contents?  And  it  seems 
as  odd  as  can  l>e,  for  Lisander  to  set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Cnlista's  billet,  since  the 
subscribing  it  at  the  bottom  was  all  that  was  requisite.  Sympson. 

The  old  reading  is  right,  and  as  it  stands,  ending  ‘subscrib’d  Lisander,*  more  naturally 
introduces  Lancelot’s  answer;  ‘And  the  fortune-teller  his  servant  Lancelot.’  Cinrinda 
certainly  could  not  1 know  the  letter  was  from  Lisander,  before  she  had  either  broke  the 
‘ seal, or  perused  its  contents;  ’ nor  was  it  necessary,  to  establish  the  old  reading,  for  ‘ Lisan- 
* der  to  set  his  name  on  the  outside  of  Calista’®  billet.*  Clarinda  receives  two  letters , and 
after  looking  at  the  direction  of  each,  her  ow  n first,  cries, 

‘ The  first  endors’d  to  me?  this  to  my  lady.  ’ 

She  then  breaks  open  that  addressed  to  herself,  and  finds  it,  as  she  declares  aloud, 

4 Subscrib’d  Lisander.’ 

All  this  is  very  natural,  and  requires  nothing  more  than  a ucccssary  attention  to  the  theatric 
wat  action  of  the  performer,  to  be  easily  understood. 
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A lodging  for  you,  and  good  entertainment ; 
Nay,  since  we  trade  both  one  way,  thou  shalt 
Some  feeling  with  me:  lake  that.  [have 
Jum  Bountiful  wench, 

Mavsl  thou  ne’er  want  employment"! 

Cion.  Nor  Micii  pay,  hoy  ! [Exettitf. 

Enter  Lillian  and  Aleidon  at  one  door , Lisan- 
der and  Clarauge  at  another . 

Lid.  You’re  welcome. 

Ale.  J.et  us  do  our  office  first,  [ground 
And  then  make  choice  of  a new  piece  of 
To  try  our  fortunes. 

Ln.  Ali’s  fair  here. 

Ale.  And  here: 

Their  sw  ords  arc  equal. 

Lit.  If  there  he  any  raids 
In  mint*,  we  will  exchange. 

Ate.  \\Vll  talk  of  that 
Wmn  we  are  further  of.  Farewell! 

Lu.  Farewell,  friend ! 

[ Exeunt  his.  and  Ale. 
IJd.  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle ! 

C>ara.  I will  find  you 
Employment,  fear  not. 

Ltd.  You  know, sir,  the  cause 
That  brings  us  hither. 

Clara.  There  needs  no  more  discoursing; 
No  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  swords  argue;  and  I wish, 
Clarangft, 

The  proud  Oimda  saw  us. 

Clara . ’Would  she  did  ! 

Whatever  estimation  she  holds  of  me, 

She  should  behold  me  like  a man  tight  for  her. 
Lid.  T’is  nobly  said,  bet  on.  Love  nnd 
my  fortune  f [Theyjight. 

Clara.  The  same  for  me ! Come  Louie, 
brave  Lidmn! 

’Twas  manly  thrust:  This  token  to  the  lady  ! 
You  have  it,  sir;  deliver  it.  lake  breath; 

I see  you  bleed  apace ; you  shall  have  fair 
piuj. 

Enter  Lisander 

Lis.  You  must  lie  there  a while ; I cannot 
help  you  •«. 

Lid.  Nay,  then  my  fortune’s  gone;  I know 
1 must  die : 


[Act  2.  Scene  t 

Yet  dearly  will  I sell  my  love.  Come  on  both, 
And  use  vour  fortunes;  I expect  no  favour* 
Weak  ns  1 am.  my  confidence  shall  meet  you ! 
Clara.  Yield  up  your  cause,  and  live. 

Lid.  What,  dost  thou  hold  me 
A recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit? 
TW  I bleed  hard,  my  honour  finds  no  issue; 
That’s  constant  to  my  heart. 

Clara.  Have  at  your  life  then  ! 

J.is.  Hold,  or  I’ll  turn,  and  bend  my  sword 
against  you ; * [gentleman, 

My  cause,  Clnraugfe,  too.  View  this  brave 
That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you;  be  stands  no- 
And  bus  as  great  a promise  of  the  day  [ My, 

As  you  can  tie  unto  yourself;  as  ready  •*; 
His  sword  as  sharp:  View  loin  witli  that 
remembrance 

That  you  deliver'd  him  to  me,  Claronge, 
And  with  those  eyes;  that  clearness  will  be- 
come you : 

View  him,  as  you  reported  him;  survey  him; 
Fix  oo  your  friendship,  sir.  I know  you're 
noble, 

And  step  hut  inward  to  your  old  affection, 
Exuiume  hot  that  soul  grew  to  your  bosom. 
And  try  ihcu  if  your  sword  will  bite;  it  can- 
not, fed. 

The  edge  w ill  turn  again,  nsham'dand  blunt- 
Lidian,  you  nre  the  pattern  of  fair  friendship, 
1-  x am  pied  for  your  love,  nnd  imitated; 

'1  he  temple  of  true  hearts,  stor’d  with  affec- 
tions. 

For  sweetness  of  your  spirit  made  a saint : 
Can  you  decline  this  nobleness  to  anger? 

To  mortal  auger?  'gainst  the  man  you  love 

most?  [lure? 

Have  you  the  name  of  virtuous,  not  the  na- 
Liii.  1 will  sit  down. 

Clara.  And  I’ll  sit  by  you,  Lidian. 

La.  And  I’ll  go  on.  Can  lleav’ii  be  pleas'd 
with  these  tilings?  [get her. 

To  see  two  hearts  that  have  been  twin’d  t«>- 
Marrii-d  in  friendship,  to  the  woild  two  won* 
d«  :rs ,a,  [health. 

Of  one  growth,  of  one  nourishment,  one 

Thus  mortally  divorc’d  lor  one  weak  woman? 
Can  Love  tie  pleas’d  r Love  is  a gentle  sp.rit; 
The  wind  that  blows  the  April  flowers  not 
softer; 


M You  must  lie  there,  &c.]  These  words  nre  addressed  to  Aleidon  without,  whom  Lisander 
has  overcome. 

*•'  He  s ready. ] From  the  context,  there  is  reason  to  suppose  wc  should  read,  4 as  ready  :* 
4 - — - — He  stands  nobly, 

4 Ami  has  as  great  a promise  of  the  day  , 

4 As  you  can  tit  mjtu  yourself;  as  ready ; 

4 His  sword  as  sharp;’ 

Besides,  * Ac'* ready*  is  very  flat,  and  in  tins  plucc  scarce  sense. 

*• that  have  been  tw  in’d  together. 

Married  in  friendship  to  the  world,  to  wonder.]  The  Editors  of  1750  propose  reading, 

4 that  have  been  taunn'd  together, 

4 Married  in  friendship,  to  the  world  a wonder.’ 

1 Have  been  (wind*  is  clearly  the  true  reading;  the  whole,  we  apprehend,  should  run  thus: 
4 To  sec  two  hearts,  that  have  been  twin'd  together, 

4 Married  m fneudslyp,  to  the  world  two  uundei 
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Act*.  Scene  1.] 


She’s  drawn  with  doves  to  shew  her  peace- 
fulness; 

Lions  and  bloody  pards  are  Mars’s  servants. 
Would  you  serve  Love?  do  it  with  humble- 
ness, [murmurs; 

Without  u noise,  with  still  prayers,  and  soft 
Upon  her  altars  offer  your  obedience, 

And  not  your  brawls;  side’s  won  with  tears, 
not  terrors : 

That  fire  you  kindle  to  her  deity, 

Is  only  grateful  when  it’s  blown  with  sighs*,  * 
And  holy  incense  flung  with  white-hand  in- 
nocence; [tious: 

You  wound  her  now;  you  are  too  supersti- 
No  sacrifice  of  blood  or  death  she  longs  for. 
Lid.  Caine  he  from  Heav’n? 

Clara,  lie  tells  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 

Lit.  That  port  of  noble  love  which  is  most 
sweet. 

And  gives  eternal  being  to  fair  beauty, 
Honour,  ye  hack  a-pieces  with  your  swords; 
And  that  ye  light  to  crown  ye  kill,  fair  credit ! 
Clara.  Thus  wc  embrace;  no  more  tight, 
but  all  friendship!  [fits, 

And  where  Love  pleases  to  bestow  liis  bene* 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Lid.  Nay,  brave  sir,  come  in  too, 

You  may  love  also,  and  may  hope ; if  you  do, 
And  not  rewarded  for’t,  there  is  no  justice. 
Farewell,  friend ! here  let’s  part  upon  our 
pilgrimage  t 

It  roust  be  so,  Cupid  draws  on  our  sorrows, 

And  where  the  lot  lights 

Clara.  I shall  count  it  happiness. 

Farewell,  dear  friend  ! , 

Lis.  First,  let’s  relieve  the  gentleman  [off, 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  cause,  and  bring  him 
And  take  some  care  for  your  hurts;  then  I’ll 
part  too, 

A third  unfortunate,  and  willing  wanderer. 

[Kseunt. 

Enter  Olinda  and  Calista. 

Olin.  My  fears  foresaw  ’twould  come  to 
Col.  1 would  [this. 

Your  sentence  hail  been  milder. 

Olin.  Tis  past  help  now. 

Cot.  I share  in  your  despair,  and  yet  my 
hopes  [means 

Have  not  auite  left  me,  since  all  possible 
Are  practisii  to  prevent  the  mischief  follow- 
ing [way ; 

Their  mortal  meeting : My  lord’s  coasted  one 
My  father,  tho*  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel, 
Hath  took  another;  my  brother-iu-law  Be- 
roote, 


A third ; and  ev’ry  minute  we  must  look  for 
The  certaiu  knowledge,  which  we  must  en- 
dure 

With  that  calm  patience  Heav’u  shall  please 
to  lend  us. 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Oleander , severally. 
Dor.  Dead  both? 

C/e.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  ’tis  general. 
Olin.  I hear  nay  passing-bell. 

Cal.  I’m  in  a fever. 

Cle.  They  say,  their  seconds  too;  but  what 
they  are  [taiu. 

Is  not  known  yet;  some  worthy  fellows  cer* 
Dor.  Where  had  you  knowledge? 

Cle.  Of  the  country  people; 

’Tis  spoken  every  where. 

Dor.  I heard  it  too*7 ; 

And  ’tis  so  common,  I do  half  believe  l't. 
You’ve  lost  a brother,  wench;  he  lov’d  you 
well,  [service ; 

And  might  have  liv’d  t*  have  done  his  country 
But  he  is  gone.  Thou  fell’st  untimely,  Lidiuu, 
But  by  a voliaut  hand,  that’s  some  small 
comfort. 

And  took’st  him  with  thee  too;  thou  lov’dst 
brave  company.  [vant, 

VVeeping  will  Jo  no  good:  You  lost  u scr- 
He  might  have  liv’d  t’  have  been  your  master, 
But  you  fear’d  that.  [lady ; 

Olin.  Good  sir,  be  tender  to  me  ; [it 17 s 

The  news  is  bad  enough,  you  need  not  press 
i lov'd  him  well,  I lov’d  ’em  both. 

Dor.  It  seems  so. 

IIow  many  more  have  you  to  love  so,  lady? 
They  were  !>oth  fools  to  fight  for  such  ^ 
fiddle  '*! 

Certaiu  there  was  a dearth  of  noble  anger. 
When  a slight  woman  wus  thought  worth  a 
quarrel. 

Olin.  ’Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  I’ll  tell  thee  what  I think ; the  plague, 
war,  famine, 

Nay,  put  in  dice  and  drunkenness,  (and  those 
You'll  grant  are  pretty  helps)  kill  not  so  many 
(l  mean  so  many  noble)  as  your  loves  do, 
Rather  your  lewducss.  1 crave  your  mercy, 
women ! 

Be  not  offended,  if  I anger  ye:  [merry, 

I’m  sure  ye’ve  touch’d  me  deep.  I came  to  he 
And  with  my  childreu ; but  to  see  one  ruin’d 

Enter  Beronte  and  Afcidon  ; Clarinda  fol- 
lowing. 

By  this  fell  accident Are  they  all  dead? 

If  they  be,  speak. 


* When  it  blows  with  tight  A This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  folio,  which  Sympson  follows. 
Our  lection  is  from  the  second  folio. 

<7  1 heard  it  so  too.  j So  is  clearly  an  interpolation,  and  gained  plnce  here  from  its  occurring  * 
in  the  next  line. 

*7 you  need not  press  it.]  i.  e.  make  it  worse.  Sympson. 

They  were  both  fools  to  fight  for  such  a fiddle.]  Considering  the  whimsical  terms  that 
Olinda  had  imposed  on  her  two  lovers,  it  is  not  improbable  that  the  Authors  wrote, 

4 They  were  both  fools  to  fight  lor  such  a riddle / 

Vol.  U. 
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Cle.  What  news? 

Jitr.  What  dead?  Ye  pose  me; 

I understand  you  not. 

Cle.  My  brother  Lidian, 

Clnrance,  and  tbeir  seconds. 

Her.  Here  is  one  of  ’gm; 

And  sure  this  gentleman's  alive. 

Ale.  I hope  so; 

So  is  your  son,  sir;  so  is  brave  Cla range: 
They  fought  indeed,  ami  they  were  hurt  suf- 
ficiently; [mour; 

We  were  nit  hurt ; that  bred  the  general  ru- 
But  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  wc 
parted. 

Cle.  Heard  you  of  Lisnnder? 
her.  Yes,  and  miss’d  him  narrowly; 

He  was  one  o’th'  combatants,  fought  with 
this  gentleman, 

Second  against  your  brother;  by  his  wisdom 
(For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him) 

All  was  made  peace.  I’ll  toil  you  tire  rest  at 
Fof  "tfe  arc  hungry,  [dinner, 

A lc.  I,  before  f cat,  [dam, 

Must  pay  avow  I'm  sworn  to.  My  life,  ma- 
W as  at  Li snnder’s  me  rcy,  I live  by  it; 

And.  fur  the  noble  favour,  lie  desir’d  me 
To  kins  yoyr  fair  hand  for  him,  offering 
This  second  service  as  a sacrifice 
At  the  altar  of  your  virtues. 

Dor.  Come,  joy  on  ail  sides  I 
Heav’n  will  not  gutter  honest  men  to  prrish. 
Cle.  Be  proud  of  such  a friend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me,  madam ; 

It  w as  a grief  might  have  concern'd  you  near 
too.  [dor ? 

Cle.  No  work  of  excellence  but  still  Lisan- 
Go  thy  ways,  worthy  ! 

Olid.  We’ll  be  merry  too. 

Were  J to  speak  again,  I would  be  wiser. 

[Exeunt. 

Manpnt  Cali  tin  and  Cluriudj. 

Cal.  Too  much  of  tliis  rare  cordial  makes 
me  sick ; j 

However,  i obey  you. 

Clari.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  apt  time  to  mote  her.  Madam  ! 

Cal.  Who’s  that? 

C/nri.  Your  servant : I would  speak  with 
your  ladyship. 

Cal.  Why  dost  thou  look  about? 

Clari.  I’ve  private  business 

That  none  must  hear  but  you.  Liratidcr 

Cal.  Where? 

Ctari.  Nay,  lie’s  not  here,  but  would  en- 
tree t this  favour;  [given, 

Some  of  ypur  huh  am  from  youc  own  hand 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 

For  he’s  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  would 
cure  him. 

Cat.  lie  shall  have  all  my  pray  Vs  too. 
Clari.  But  conceive  me. 

It  must  be  from  yourself  immediately  : 

Pity  «o  brave  a gentleman  should  perish  ? 
He's  superstitious,  and  he  holds  your  hand 
Of  infinite  power.  I would  not  urge  this, 
madam, 

But  only  in  a man’s  extremes,  to  help  him. 
Cat.  Let  him  come, 

Good  w ench  ! ’tis  that  I wish ; I’m  happy  in’t : 
My  husband  his  true  friend,  my  noble  lather, 
The  fair  Oliudn,  all  desire  to  see  him; 

He  shall  have  many  hands. 

Clari.  That  he  desires  not.  Tries; 

Nor  eyes,  hut  yours,  to  look  upon  his  mise- 
For  then  he  thinks  'twould  be  no  perfect 
cure,  madam  : 

He  would  come  private. 

Cal.  liow  can  that  be  here?  [him, 

I shall  do  wrong  unto  all  those  that  honour 
Besides  my  credit. 

Clari.  Dare  you  not  trust  a hurt  man  ? 
Not  strain  a courtesy  to  save  a gentleman? 
To  save  his  life,  that  has  sav’d  all  your  family  ? 
A mau  that  comes,  like  a poor  moi tilled  pil- 
grim, 

Only  to  beg  a blessing,  and  depart  again  ? 

He  would  but  see  you;  that  hp  thinks  would 
cure  him : 

But  since  you  find  fit  reasons  to  thccontrary, 
And  that  it  cannot  stand  with  your  clear  ho- 
nour, 

(Tho*  you  best  know  bow  well  he  has  de- 
serv’d of  you)  [it, 

I’ll  send  him  word  back  (tho*  I grieve  to  do 
Grieve  at  my  soul,  for  certainly  ’twill  kill  him) 
What  your  will  is. 

Cal.  Stay ! I will  thiuk  upon’t. 

Where  is  he,  wench? 

Clari.  If  you  desire  to  sre  him, 

Let  not  that  trouble  you,  lie  shall  be  with  you, 
And  in  that  time  that  no  mau  shall  suspect 
you : 

Your  honour,  uiadnin,  is  in  your  own  frc« 
keeping ; 

Your  t are  in  me,  in  him  all  honesty ; 

If  you  desire  him  not,  let  him  pas*  by  you, 
And  all  this  business  reckon  but  a dream  ! 
Cal.  Go  in,  ami  counsel  inc;  I w ould  fain 
see  him, 

And  willingly  comfort  him. 

Clari.  Tis  in  your  power;  [1v. 

And,  if  vou  dare  trust  me,  you  sjfall  do’t  safe- 
ly ewd  that,  [giving  a letter.]  aiaf  let  that  tell 
yo.u  how  he  honours  you.  [L’lcaw.*. 
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ACT 

SCENE  I. 

* Enter  CiarinUa  and  Leon. 

Leon.  npHIS  happy  night [Kisses  her.  ^ 

* Ctari.  Preserve  this  eagerness 
Till  we  meet  nearer ; there  is  something  done 
Will  give  us  opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  girl!  the  plot? 

Ctari.  You  shall  hear  that  at  leisure. 

The  whole  house  reels  with  joy  at  the  report 
Of  Lidiau's  safety,  and  that  joy  encreas’d 
From  their  atfection  to  the  brave  Lisandcr, 

In  being  made  the  happy  instrument  to  coin- 
Tlie  bloody  difference.  [pound 

Leon.  They’ll  hear  shortly  that 
Will  turn  their  mirth  to  mourning:  He  was 
then  [since, 

The  principal  means  to  save  two  lives  ; but, 
There  are  two  fdU’ii,  and  by  his  single  hand. 
For  which  his  life  must  answer,  if  the  king, 
Whose  arm  is  long,  can  reach  him. 

Ctari.  We  have  now 

No  spare  time  to  hear  stories : Take  this  key ; 
Twill  make  your  passage  to  the  banqueting- 
lu  the  garden  free.  [house 

Lead.  You  will  not  fail  to  come  ? 

Ciari.  For  mine  own  sake,  ne’er  doubt  it. 
NoW  for  Lisandcr!  [Exit  Leon. 

Enter  Dorilatlt , Cteander ; and  servants 

uilh  lights. 

Dor.  To  bed,  to  bed  ! ’tis  very  late. 

Ctc.  To  bed  all ! 

IVe  drank  n health  too  much. 

Dor.  You’ll  sleep  the  better; 

My  usual  physic  that  way. 

Cfe.  Where’s  your  mistress? 

Ctari.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill  and  acutely 
The  late  fright  of  her  brother  ha?  much  trou- 
bled her: 

fche  would  entreat  to  lie  alone. 

Ctc.  Her  pleasure. 

Dor.  Commend  iny  love  to  her;  and  my 
prny’i  * for  her  health : 

I’ll  see  her  ere  I go. 

[Errant  omnrs  prater  Ctari. 
Ctari.  All  good  rest  to  ye  ! 

Now  to  iny  watch  for  Lisander ! when  he’s 
furnish’d. 

For  mine  own  friend  ! Since  I stand  ceutincl, 

I love  to  laugh  i’tti’  e venings  too;  and  may, 
The  privilege  of  my  plucc  will  wurnint  it. 

[£r<7. 

Enter  Lisandcr  und  Lancelot. 

Lis.  You’ve  done  well  hitherto.  Where 
are  we  now  ? 


III. 

Lan.  Not  far  from  the  house,  I hear  by 
th*  owls ; there  are 

Many  of  your  Welch  falconers  about  it. 

Here  were  a night  to  Chuse  to  run  away  with 
Another  man’s  wife,  and  do  the  feat! 

Lis.  Peace,  knave ; [hear  us. 

The  house  is  here  before  us,  and  some  may 
The  caudles  are  all  out. 

Lan.  Hut  one  i’  til*  parlour;  [way. 

I see  it  glimmer  hither  ,s>.  ’Pray  come  this 
Lis.  Step  to  the  garden-door,  and  feel  an’t 
be  open. 

Lan.  I’m  going;  luck  deliver  me  from  the 
saw-pits, 

Or  I am  buried  quick  ! I hear  a dog  ; Tried; 

N<>,  ’tis  a cricket.  Ha!  here’s  a cuckold  bu- 
Take  heed  of  his  horns,  sir.  Here’s  the  door; 

’tis  open. 

Ctari.  [at  the  door.]  Who’s  there? 

' Lis.  A friend. 

Ctari.  Sir ! Lisander ! 

Us.  I. 

Ctari.  You’re  welcome;  follow  me,  and 
make  no  noise. 

Lis.  do  to  your  horde,  and  keep  your  watcH 
with  care,  sirrah, 

And  be  sure  you  sleep  not. 

[Exeunt  Us.  and  Ciari. 
Lan.  Send  me  out  the  dairy-maid,  [ing. 

To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  wak-  *• 
My  fellow  horse  and  I now  must  discourse 
Like  two  Icaru’d  almanack-makers,  of  thfe 
stars,  [drunkards* 

And  tell  what  a plentiful  year  ’twill  prove  of 
If  I’d  but  a pottle  of  sack;  like  a sharp 
prickle, 

To  knock  ray  noSeagainst  when  I am  nodding, 

I should  sing  like  a nightingale;  but  I must 
Keep  watch  without  it.  I am  apt  to  dance ; 
Good  Fortune,  guide  me  from  the  fairies' 
circles ! [Exit. 

Enter  Clatirlda  ( with  a taper ) and  Lisandcr. 
Calista  sitting  behind  a curtain. 

Clarii  Come  near ! 

I’ll  leave  you  now  ; draw  but  that  curtain, 

And  have  your  wish. Now, Leon,  I’m  fof 

thee : [hours; 

We  that  are  servants  must  make  use  ot  stol’n 
And  be  glad  of  suatch’d  occasions.  [Exit. 

Lis.  She’s  asleep ; 

Fierce  Love  hath  clos’d  his  lights,  (I  may  look 
on  her) 

Within  her  eyes  h’has  lock’d  the  Graced  up; 

I may  behold  and  live.  How  sweet  she 
breathes ! 

The  orient  morning  breaking  out  in  odours 


19  T set  it  simper  hither.]  We  snspect  this  to  be  a corruption,  and  that  we  Should  read 
dimmer.  Son  per  y we  apprehend,  never  occurs  in  this  sense;  and  Lancelot,  though  a »«r- 
ant,  nut  made  a speaker  of  barbarisms. 

9LS 


Digitized  by  Google 


960  not  IjoVers' 

Is  not  so  full  of  perfumes  as  her  breath  is) 
She  is  the  abstract  of  all  excellence, 

And  scorns  a parallel. 

Cal.  Who’s  there  l 
Lis . Your  servant, 

Your  most  obedient  slave,  adored  lady, 

That  comes  but  to  behold  those  eyes  again, 
And  pay  some  vows  I have  to  sacred  beauty, 
And  so  pass  by  : I’m  blind  as  ignorance. 

And  know  not  where  I wander,  how  I live, 
Till  I receive  from  their  bright  influence 
Light  to  direct  me.  For  devotion’s  sake, 

(You  are  the  saint  I treed  these  holy  steps  to, 
And  holy  saints  are  all  relenting  sweetness) 

Be  not  enrag’d,  nor  be  not  angry  with  me; 
The  greatest  attribute  of  Heav’n  is  mercy, 

And  ’tis  the  crown  of  J ustict,  and  the  glory. 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 
Cal.  Why  do  you  kneel  ? I know  you  conic 
to  mock  me,  [me, 

To  upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  you’ve  given 
Which  are  too  many,  and  too  mighty,  sir. 

For  my  return;  and  I confess  ’tis  justice, 
That  lor  my  cruelty  you  should  despise  me; 
And  I expect,  however  you  are  calm  now, 

A foil  you  strive  to  set  your  cause  upon) 
t will  break  out:  Calista  is  unwortbv. 

Coy,  proud,  disdainful,  (l  acknowledge  all) 
Colder  of  comfort  than  the  frozen  north  is, 
And  more  a stranger  to  Lisander’s  worth. 

His  youth  and  faith,  than  it  becomes  her 
gratitude; 

I blush  to  grant  it:  Yet  take  this  along, 

(A  sovereigu  medicine  to  allay  displeasure, 
May-be,  an  argument  to  bring  me  off  too) 
She’s  married,  and  she's  chaste ; how  sweet 
that  sounds  ! 

How  it  perfumes  all  air  ’tis  spoken  in ! 

Oh,  dear  Lisandcr,  would  you  break  this 
union?  [hand, 

Lis.  No;  l adore  it:  Let  me  kiss  your 
And  seal  the  fair  faith  of  a gentleman  on  it ! 
CuL  You’re  truly  valiaut:  Would  it  not 
afflict  you 

To  have  the  horrid  nameof  coward  touch  you? 
Such  is  the  whore  to  me. 

Us.  I nobly  thank  you : 

And  may  I be  the  same  when  T dishonour  you! 
This  I may  do  again.  [A'nwnij  herkund. 

Cal.  You  may,  and  worthily ; fty, 

Such  coinforts  maids  may  grant  with  modes- 
And  neither  make  them  poor,  nor  wrong 
their  bounty  *•. 

Noble  Lisandcr,  how  fond  now  am  I of  you  ! 

I heard  you  were  hurt 

Lis.  You  dare  not  heal  ine,  lady?  [es  ! 

I am  hurt  here.  How  sweetly  now  she  blush- 
Excellent  objects  kill  our  sight;  she  blinds 
me : [her. 

The  roses  in  the  pride  of  May  shew  pale  to 
Oh,  tyrant  Custom,  and,  oh,  coward  Honour! 


PROGRESS.  [Act  3.  Scene  1. 

IIow  ve  compel  me  to  put  ou  mine  own 
chains  ! 

May  l not  kiss  you  now-  in  superstition? 

For  you  appear  a thing  that  I would  kneel  to : 
Let  me  err  that  nay  ! [ Kims  her. 

Cal.  You  shall  err  for  once  ; 

I have  a kind  of  noble  pity  on  you. 

Among  your  manly  sufferings,  make  this  most, 
To  err  no  further  in  desire;  for  then,  sir, 
You  add  unto  the  gratitudes  I owe  you ; 

And  after  dentil,  your  dear  friend's  soul  shall 
bless  you. 

Us.  I’m  wondrous  honest. 

Cal.  I dare  try.  [Kiu* 

Jjis.  I’ve  tasted 

A blessedness  too  great  for  dull  mortality : 
Once  more-,  and  let  me  die ! 

Cul.  I dure  not  murder: 

How  will  inaids  curse  me,  if  I kill  with  kisses, 
And  young  men  fly  th’  embraces  of  fair  vir- 
gins! [rately. 

Come,  ’pray  sit  down ; but  let’s  talk  tempe- 
Us.  Is  my  dear  friend  a-bed? 

Cal.  Yes,  anil  asleep, 

Secure  asleep  : 'Tis  midnight  too,  Lisandcr; 
Speak  not  so  loud. 

Lis.  You  see  I am  a statue ; 

I could  not  stand  else  as  I’d  eaten  ice. 

Or  took  into  my  blood  a drowsy  poison, 
And  Nature’s  noblest,  brightest  flame  burn 
in  me. 

Midnight?  and  I stand  quietly  to  behold  so? 
The  alarm  rung,  and  I sleep  like  a coward? 
I’in  worn  away ; niy  faith,  niv  dull  obedience. 
Like  crutches,  carry  mv  decayed  body 
Down  to  the  grave  ; I have  no  youth  within 
Yet  happily  yon  love  too  ? [me. 

Cat . Love  with  honour. 

Lis.  Honour  ? what’s  that  ? *t»  but  a spe- 
cious title 

We  should  not  prize  too  high. 

Cul.  Dearer  than  life. 

Us.  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  has  made  it. 
And  time  and  custom  have  too  far  insulted: 
We  are  no  gods,  to  be  always  tied  to  strict- 
ness; 

Tis  a presumption  to  shew  too  like  ’em  : 
March  but  an  hour  or  two  under  Love’s  en- 
signs ! 

We  liovc  examples  of  great  memories — *•- 
Cal.  But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatness 
cannot  cover! 

That  wife  that  by  example  sins,  sins  double, 
And  pulls  tlie  curtain  open  to  her  shame  too. 
Methiuks,  to  enjoy  you  thus- 
Lis.  Tis  no  joy,  lady : 

A longing  bride,  if  she  stop  here,  would  cry ; 
The  bridegroom  too,  and  with  just  cause, 
curse  Hymen. 

But  yield  a little,  he  one  hour  a woman, 

(I  do  not  speak  tins  to  compel  you,  lady) 


••  Make  lier  poor,  nor  wrong  her  bounty.]  As  her  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  maids  in  tb* 
tiue  above,  we  must  certainly  change  the  number,  and  write, 

* alike  them  poor,  nor  wrong  tke*r  bounty/  Sywpson. 
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And 'give  your  will  but  motion,  let  it  stir, 

But  in  the  taste  of  that  weak  fears  call  evil ; 
Try  it  to  understand  ic,  (we’ll  do  nothing) 
You’ll  never  come  to  know  pure  good  else. 
Cal.  Fy,  sir  ! [error 

Lis.  I’ve  found  a way ; let’s  slip  into  this 
As  innocents,  that  know  not  what  we  did ; 
As  we  were  dreaming  both,  let  us  embrace  ; 
The  sin  is  none  of  ours  then,  but  our  fan- 
cies*.— [nour  ? 

What  have  I said  ? what  blasphemy  to  ho- 
Oh,  mv  base  thoughts  ! ’Pray  you  take  this, 
and  shoot  r.e. 

My  villain  thoughts  ! [Offering  her  a pistol. 
Cal.  1 weep  vour  miseries,  \ Noise  within. 

And  would  to  Heav’n *What  noise  ? 

Lit.  It  comes  on  louder.  [honour, 

Kill  me,  and  save  yourself;  save  your  fair 
And  lay  the  fault  on  me;  let  my  lite  perish, 
My  base  lascivious  life ! Shoot  cjuickly,  lady  ! 
Cal.  Not  for  the  world.  Retire  behind  the 
hangings,  [Lisuudcr ! 

And  there  stand  close. — My  husband  ! close, 

Enter  Oleander , with  a taper. 

Cle.  Dearest,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  Oh,  my  sad  heart! 

My  head,  my  head  ! 

Cle.  Alas,  poor  soul ! what  do  you 
Out  of  your  bed?  youiake  cold,  my  Calista. 
How  do  you  ? 

Cal.  Not  so  well,  sir,  to  lie  by  you : 

My  brother’s  fright 

Cle.  I Imd  a frightful  dream  too, 

A very  frightful  dream,  my  best  Calista ; 
Methought  there  came  a dragon  to  your 
chamber, 

A furious  dragon,  wife;  I yet  shake  at  it. 
Are  all  things  well? 

Lis.  [from  behind  the  hangings.]  Shall  I 
shoot  him? 

Cal.  No.— All  well,  sir. 

*Twas  but  your  care  of  me,  your  loving  care, 
Which  always  watches. 

Cle.  And  methougbt  he  came 
As  if  he  had  risen  thus  out  of  his  den, 

As  I do  from  these  hangings 

Lis.  Dead? 

Cal.  Hold,  good  sir! 

Cle.  And  forc’d  you  in  his  arms  thus. 

Cal.  Twas  but  fancy  [roe. 

That  troubled  you ; here’s  nothing  to  dinturb 
Good  sir,  to  rest  again  ; and  Pm  now  drowsy, 
And  will  to  bed.  Make  no  noise,  dear  hus- 
band, [body 

But  let  me  sleep;  before  you  can  call  any 
I am  a-ted. 

Cle.  Tliis,  and  sweet  rest  dwell  with  you! 

[Eri*. 

Cal.  Come  out  again;  and,  as  you  love, 
Lisander,  [bled : 

Make  haste  away  ! You  see  his  mind  is  trou- 
D’  you  Itfiow  the  door  you  came  in  at  ? 

* Lis.  Wifcll,  sweet  lady. 

Cal.  And  «au  you  hit  it  readily  ? 


Lis . I warrant  you.  [ness, 

And  must  I go?  must  here  end  all  my  liappi- 
Here  in  a dream,  ns  if  it  had  no  substance? 
Cal.  For  this  time,  friend,  or  here  begin 
our  ruins  ; 

We  are  both  miserable. 

Lis.  This  is  some  comfort 
In  my  afflictions,  they’re  so  full  already. 
They  can  find  no  encrease. 

Cal.  Dear,  speak  no  more  l 
Lis.  You  must  be  silent  then. 

Cal.  Farewell,  lisander, 

Thou  joy  of  man,  farewell  ! 

Lis.  Farewell,  bright  lady, 

Honour  of  woman-kind,  a heavenly  blessing  t 
Cal.  Be  ever  honest ! 

Lis.  I will  lie  a dog  else!  [bmrv. 

The  virtues*  of  your  mind  I’ll  make  my  li- 
I ii  which  I'll  study  the  celestial  beauty  i 
Your  constancy,  my  armour  that  I’ll  fight  iu: 
And  on  iny  sword  your  chastity  shall  sit. 
Terror  to  rel>el  blood. 

Cal.  Once  more,  farewell!  [Afoiat  within. 
Oh,  that  my  modesty  could  hold  you  still,  sir ! 
He  comes  again. 

Lis.  Heav’n  keep  my  hand  from  murder, 
Murder  of  him  I love! 

Cal.  Away,  dear  friend,  [sunder ! 

Down  to  the  uarden-stairs ; that  way,  JLi- 
We  are  betray'd  else. 

Lis.  Honour  guard  the  innocent!  [Erit* 

Enter  Oleander . 

Cle.  Still  up?  I fear'd  your  health. 

Cat.  H’  has  miss’d  him  happily.— 

I’m  going  now  ; I’ve  done  my  meditations, 
My  heart’s  almost  at  peace. 

Cle.  To  mv  warm  bed  then  ! 

Cal.  I wilf;  ’pray  you  lend. 

[ A pistol  shot  within. 
Cle.  A pistol  shot  i’th*  house  ? [derer ! 
At  these  hours?  Sure  some  thief,  some  iflur- 
Rise,  ho  ! rise  ail ! I am  betray’d. 

Cal.  Oh,  Fortune! 

Oh,  giddy  thing ! Il’hus  met  some  opposition. 
And  kill’d ! I am  confounded,  lost  for  ever  ! 

Enter  Darilaus. 

Dor.  Now,  what's  tlie  matter? 

Cle.  Thieves,  my  noble  father. 

Villains  and  rogues. 

Dor.  Indeed,  I heard  a pistol: 

Let's  search  about. 

Enter  Ma [forty  Clarinda , and  semants. 
Malf.  To  bed  again ; they're  gone,  sir, 

(I  will  not  bid  you  thank  my  valour  for’l) 
Gone  at  the  garden  door ; there  were  a dozen. 
Ami  bravely  arm'd  ; I saw  ’em. 

Clari.  I am  glad, 

Glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  shot  at  me,  and  miss’d  me. 
Malf.  No,  'twas  at  me;  the  bullet  flew 
close  by  me, 

Clow  by  uiy  ear : Another  bad  a huge  sword, 
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Flourish'd  it  thus,  but  at  the  point  1 mot  him  ; 
Rut  the  rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  lordship, 
(As  sure  your  name  is  terrihlfc,  and  we 
Not  much  unlike  i'th’dark  i rour’d  out  aloud, 

* It  is  the  kill-cow  **  Dorilaus  ! * and  away 
They  ran  as  they  had  flown. — Now  you  must 
love  me, 

Or  fear  me  for  ray  courage,  wench. 

[Audc  to  Clar. 

Clari.  Oh,  rogue ! 

Ob,  lyingroguc!  Lisander  stumbled, madam, 
At  the  stairs'  head,  and  iu  the  full  the  shot 
went  off ; 

HM  gone  before  they  rose. 

Cal.  I thank  lleav’n  for't ! 

Clari.  I was  frighted  too;  it  spoll’d  my 
came  with  Leon. 

Cle.  You  must  sit  up ; an  they’d  come  to 
your  chamber 

What  pranks  would  they  have  played?  IIow 
came  the  door  open  ? 

Mai/’.  I heard  'em  when  they  forc'd  it ; 
up  1 rose. 

Took  I)urimianaw  in  my  hand,  and  like 
Orlando  issu'd  forth. 

Clari . I know  you’re  valiant. 

Cle.  To  bed  again,  [rising 

And  be  you  henceforth  provident!  At  suu- 
We  must  part  for  a while. 

Dor.  When  you’re  a-bed*  [taking. 

Take  leave  of  her  ; there  ’twill  he  worth  the  - 
here  ’tis  but  a cold  ceremony.  Kre  long 
We’ll  And  Lisander,  or  we  have  ill  fortune. 
C/e.  Lock  all  the  doors  fast. 

Mat/'.  Tho’  they  all  stood  open, 

My  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare  not 

enter!  [ Kveunt , 

Enter  Ctarange , and  Friar  vrith  a letter . 
Clara . Turn’d  hermit? 

Friar.  Yes,  and  a devout  one  too ; 

I heard  him  preach. 

Clara.  That  lessens  iny  belief ; 

For  tho’  1 grant  my  Lidiau  a scholar, 

As  far  as  fits  n gt  ntlcman,  h’hath  studied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he’s  a master, 

Civility  of  manners,  c ourtship,  arms, 

But  never  aim'd  at,  as  1 could  perceive* 

The  deep  points  of  divinity. 

Friar.  That  confirms  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  <no  way  tainted 
With  ostentation  or  hypocrisy. 

The  cankers  of  religion  f his  sermon 
So  full  of  gravity,  and  with  such  sweetness 
Deliver’d,  that  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him  ; his  own  letters 
To  you,  which  witness  lie  will  leave  the 
world, 

And  these  to  far  Olinda,  his  late  mistress, 

In  which  he  hath,  with  all  the  moving  lan- 
guage 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

That  ever  express'd  rhetorick,  solicited 
The  lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blessed  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  scrup’lous  doubts. 

Clara.  It  strikes  a sadness  in  me  ! 

I know  not  w hat  to  think  of  ’t. 

Friar.  Ere  he  enter’d 
His  solitary  cell,  he  penn’d  a ditty, 

His  long  and  hist  farewell  to  loVe  and  womens 
So  feelingly*  that  I confess,  however 
It  stands  not  witli  my  order  to  be  taken 
With  such  poetical  raptures,  1 was  mov’d. 
And  strangely,  with  it. 

Clara.  Have  you  the  copy  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  sir: 

My  Novice  too  can  sing  it,  if  you  please 
To  give  him  h«*ariug. 

Clara.  And  it  will  come  timely, 

For  I tun  full  of  melancholy  thoughts, 
Against  which  I have  heard,  with  reason* 
music  k 

I’o  be  the  speediest  cure ; ’pmy  yob  apply  it; 
A SONG  BY  THE  NOTICE. 

Adieu,  fond  love ! farewell,  you  wanton 
I’m  free  again;  [pow’rs! 

Thou  dull  disease  of  blood  and  idle  hours, 
Bewitching  pain, 

Fly  to  the  fools  that  sigh  away  their  time ! 
My  nobler  love,  to  Heaven  climb. 

And  there  behold  beauty  still  young, 
That  time  can  ne’er  corrupt,  nor  death  de- 
stroy; 

Immortal  sweetness  by  fair  angels  sung, 
Anil  honour’d  by  eternity  and  joy! 

There  lives  iny  love;  thither  my  Impel 
aspire  ; 

Fond  love  declines,  this  heav’nly  love  grows 
higher. 

Friar.  How  do  you  approve  it  ? 

Clara.  To  its  due  desert ; 

Tt  is  a hcav'nly  hymn,  no  ditty*  father ; 

It  passes  thro’  my  ears  unto  my  soul, 

And  works  divinely  on  it.  Give  me  leave 
A little  to  consider: — Shall  I be 
Out-done  in  all  things?  nor  good  of  myself, 
Nor  by  example?  shall  my  loose  hopes  still, • 
The  viands  of  a fond  affection,  feed  :ne 
As  I were  a sensual  beast  ? spiritual  food 
Refus’d  by  my  sick  palate?  ’tis  resolv’d. 
How  far  off,  father;  doth  this  iiew-madf 
hermit 

Make  his  abode  ? 

Friar.  Some  two  days'  journey,  son. 
Clura.  HaVing  reveal’d  rfiy  fair  intention# 
to  you, 

I hope  your  piety  will  not  deny  me 
Your  aids  to  further  ’em. 

. Friar.  That  were  against 
A good  man’s  charity. 

Clara.  My  first  request  is; 


«•  Ki/Z-eoir.]  An  allusion  to  the  story  of  Guy  Earl  of-\Varwick. 
w Durindunu.]  The  name  of  Orlando’s  sword.  The  heroes,  in  the  old  romances, 
names  to  their  iswordi. 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

You  would  some  time,  for  reasons  I will 
shew  you, 

Defer  delivery  of  Lidiap’s  letters 
To  fair  Olinda. 

Friar.  Well,  sir. 

Clara.  For  what  follows, 

You  shall  direct  me.  Somethin*;  I will  do, 

A new-born  zeal  and  friendship  prompts  me 
to.  [Alrfi<«Z. 

Euler  Darilaus , Clcnnder , Chamberlain ; a 
table , topers,  and  chairs. 

C/c.  We  have  supp'd  well,  friend  : Let 
our  beds  be  ready; 

We  must  he  stirring  early. 

Cham.  They  are  made,  sir. 

Dor.  I cannot  sleep  yet.  Whore’s  the 
jovial  host 

You  told  me  of?  It  has  been  my  custom  ever 
To  parly  with  mine  host. 

Cle.  lie’s  a good  fellow,  [with. 

And  such  a one'  I know  you  love  to  laugh 
call  your  master  up. 

* Cham,  lie  cun  not  come,  sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  a-b^d  with  Itis  wife? 

Cham.  No,  certainly. 

Dor.  Or  with  some  other  guests? 

Chum  Neither,  un't  like  you. 

Cle.  Why  then  he  shall  come,  by  your 
leave,  my  friend ; 

['ll  fetch  him  up  inyself. 

Cham.  Indeed  you'll  fail,  sir. 

Dttr.  Is  ho  i'th’  house? 

Cham.  No,  hut  lu*  is  hard  by,  sir; 
lie’s  fast  in's  grave;  he  bus  been  dead  these 
three  weeks. 

Dor.  Then  o’  my  conscience  he  will  come 
hut  lamely, 

And  discourse  worse. 

Cle.  Farewell,  mine  honest  host  then, 
Aline  honest  merry  host ! Will  you  to  bed  yet? 
D<rr.  No,  not  this  hour;  1 prithee  sit  and 
chat  by  me. 

Cle.  Give  us  a quart  of  wine  then ; we’ll 
be  merrv. 

Dor . A match,  my  son.  ’Pray  let  your 
wine  be  living, 

Or  lay  it  by  your  master. 

Chum.  It  shall  be  quick,  sir.  [Exil. 
Dur.  Has  not  mine  host  a wife? 

Cle.  A good  old  woman.  [some ; 

Dor.  Another  coflin!  that  is  pot  so  hand- 
Your  hostesses  in  inns  should  lie  blitb  tilings, 
Pretty  and  young,  -to  draw  in  passengers; 
Site’ll  never  fill  her  beds  well,  if  she  be  not 
beauteous. 

Enter  Chamberlain,  with  n ine. 

Cle.  And  courteous  too. 

Dor.  Ay,  ny ; and  a good  fellow, 

That  will  mistake  sometimes  a gentleman 
[•’or  her  good  man.  Well  done:  Here’s  to 
Lisandcr  ! 

Cle . My  full  love  meets  it.  Make  fire  in 
our  lo Jgiugs  ; 


*« 

We’ll  trouble  thee  no  further.  To  vonr  son ! 

[ Exit  Chamberlain. 
Dor.  Put  in  Clarangb  too;  off  with’t.  I 
thank  you. 

This  w ine  drinks  merrier  still.  Oh,  for  mint 
host  now ! 

Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  dispos’d, 

1 would  so  claw  his  pate  ! 

Cle.  You’re  a hard  drinker. 

D»r.  I love  to  make  mine  host  drunk  ; he’ll 
lie  then 

The  rarest,  and  the  roundest,  of  his  friends, 
His  quarrels,  and  his  guests;  and  they're  thf 
best  bawds  too, 

Take  ’em  ip  that  tune. 

Cle.  You  know  all. 

Dor.  I did,  sou ; 

But  time  and  arms  have  worn  me  out. 

Cle.  Tis  late,  sir;  __ 

I hear  none  stirring.  [A  fate  is  struck . 

Dor.  Hark!  what's  that?  a lute? 

Tis  at  the  door,  J think. 

C/e.  The  duors  arc  shut  fast. 

Dor.  Tis  morning;  sure,  the  fidlcrs  are 
got  up 

To  fright  men’s  sleeps.  Have  we  ne’er  a piss- 
pot  ready  ? 

Cle.  Now  I remember,  I’ve  heard  mine 
host  that’s  dead 

Touch  a lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  sing  too, 

A brave  still  mean. 

Dior.  I’d  give  a brace  of  French  crowns 
To  sec  him  rise  .and  fiddle. 

Cle.  Hark!  a song! 

A SONG. 

Tis  late  and  cold;  stir  up  the  fire; 

Sit  close,  and  draw  the  tahle  nigher; 

Be  merry,  and  drink  w ipe  that's  old, 

A hearty  nicd’eine  'gainst  a cold  ! 

Your  beds  of  wanton  dow  n the  best. 
Where  you  shall  tumble  to  your  rest; 

I could  wish  you  wenches  too, 

But  1 am  dead,  and  cannot  do. 

Call  fur  the  best  the  house  may  ring, 
Sack,  white,  and  claret,  let  them  bring. 
And  drink  apace,  while  breath  you  have; 
You’ll  find  but  cold  drink  in  the  grave: 
Plovr  r,  partridge,  for  your  dinner, 

And  a capon  for  the  sinucr, 

You  shall  fiud  ready  when  you’re  up, 

And  your  horse  shall  have  his  sup: 
Welcome,  welcome,  shall  fly  round. 
And  I shall  smile,  tho’  undvr  ground. 
Cle.  Now,  as  I live,  it  is  his  voice  ! 

Dor.  lie  sings  well;  the  devil  has  a plea- 
sant pipe. 

Cle.  The  fellow  lied  sure. 

Enter  Host. 

lie  is  not  dead ; he’s  here.  IIow  pale  lie 
Dor.  I s this  he  ? I looks ! 

Cle.  Yes. 

Host.  You’re  welcome,  noble  gentlemen! 
My  brave  ofd  guest,  most  welcome ! 
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[Act  S.  Scene  1, 


Cle.  Lying  knaves, 

To  lell  us  you  w ere  dead.  Coine,  sit  down 
by  us. 

Wc  thank  von  for  your  song. 

Host . ’Would  it  had  been  better! 

Dor.  Speak,  are  you  dead? 

Host.  Yes,  indeed  am  I,  gentlemen; 

I have  been  dead  these  three  weeks. 

Dor.  Then  here's  to  you. 

To  comfort  your  cold  body  ! 

Cle.  Wlmt  d’you  mean? 

Stand  further  off. 

Dor.  I will  stand  nearer  to  him. 

Shall  he  come  out  oil’s  coffin  to  bear  us  com- 
pany, [host. 

And  we  not  bid  him  welcome  ? Coine,  mine 
Mine  honest  host,  here’s  to  you ! 

Host.  Spirits,  sir,  drink  not. 

Cle.  Why  do  you  appear? 

Host.  To  wait  upon  ye,  gentlemen  ; 

(*T  has  been  my  duty  living,  now  my  farewell) 
I fear  yc  arc  not  us  a accordingly. 

Dor.  I could  wish  you  warmer  company, 
mine  host, 

Jlowe’er  we’re  us’d. 

Host.  Next,  to  entreat  a courtesy; 

And  then  I go  to  peace. 

Cle.  is’t  in  our  power  ? [buried 

Host . Yes,  and  'tis  this;  to  see  my  body 
In  holy  ground,  for  now  I lie  unhallow’d, 

By  the  clerk’s  fault ; let  my  new  grave  be 
made  [me. 

Amongst  good  fellows,  that  have  died  before 
And  merry  hosts  of  my  kind. 

Cic.  It  shall  be  done. 

Dor.  And  forty  stoops  of  wine  drank  at 
thy  funeral. 

Cle.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 

Host.  Yes,  to  seek  your  friends, 

That  iu  afflictions  wander  now. 

Cle.  Alas  ! [dent 

Host.  Seek  'em  no  further,  but  be  confi- 
They  shall  return  in  peace 
Dor.  There’s  comfort  yet. 

Cle.  ’Pray  you  one  word  more : Is’t  in  your 
pow’r,  mine  host,  [d«  ath, 

(Answer  me  softly)  some  hours  before  my 
To  give  t»e  warning? 

Host.  I can’t  tell  you,  truly ; 

But  if  i tan,  so  much  alive  I lov’d  you, 

1 will  appear  again.  Adieu  ! [Exit. 

Dor.  Adieu,  sir. 

Cle.  I’m  troubled;  these  strange  appari- 
tions are 

For  the  most  part  fatal. 

Dor.  This,  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit.  The  light  breaks  apace ; let’s 
lie  down, 

And  take  some  little  rest,  an  hour  or  two, 
Then  do  mine  Host’s  desire,  and  so  return. 

1 do  believe  him. 

Cle.  So  do  I.  To  rest,  sir!  [£r« ait. 

Enter  Calista  and  Clarinda. 

Cal.  Clarinda ! 


ClarL  Madam. 

Cal.  Is  the  house  well  order’d.? 

The  doors  look’d-to,  now  in  your 
absence  ? 

Your  care  and  diligence  amongst 
Clari.  I’m  stirring,  madam. 

Cat.  So  thou  art,  Clarindn, 

More  than  thou  ought’at.  I’m  sure.  Why 
dost  thou  blush  ? 

Clari.  1 do  not  blush. 

Cal.  Why  dost  thou  hang  thy  head,  wench  ? 
Clari.  Mad  aid,  you  are  deceiv’d,  I look 
upright ; 

I understand  you  not. — She  has  spied  Leon  i 

[Aside. 

Shame  of  his  want  of  caution  ! 

Cat.  Look  on  me. 

What ! blush  again  ? 

Clari.  Tis  more  than  I know,  madam; 

I have  no  cause  that  I find  yet. 

Cal.  Examine  then. 

Clari.  Your  ladyship  is  set,  I think,  to 
shame  me. 

Cat.  Do  not  deserve ’t.  Who  lay  with  you 
last  night  ? 

What  bedfellow  had  you?  None  of  the  maids 
rainc  near  you. 

Clari.  Mndam,  they  did.  [then, 

Cat.  Twas  one  iu  your  cousin’s  cloaths 
And  wore  a sword ; and  sure  1 keep  no  Ama* 
zons.  [guilty  i 

Wench,  do  not  lie;  ’twill  hut  proclaim  thee 
Lies  hide  our  sins  like  nets ; like  perspectiv  es, 
They  druw  otfences  nearer  still,  ami  greater. 
Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Clari.  You  are  the  strangest  lady 
To  have  these  doubts  of  me ! how  have  J 
liv’d,  inadarn, 

And  which  of  all  my  careful  services 
Deserves  these  shames? 

Cal.  Leave  facing,  ’twill  not  serve  you  : 
This  impudence  becomes  thee  worse  than 
lying-  [oft ; 

I thought  you  had  liv’d  well,  and  I was  proud 
But  you  are  pleas’d  to  abuse  my  thoughts. 

Who  vvas’t?  [less. 

Hon  rat  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault 
Clari.  Do  you  compel  me  ? do  you  stand 
so  strict  too? 

Nay,  then  have  at  you ! I shall  ruh  that  sore, 
madam, 

Since  you  provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your 
Let  me  alone  ! [ladyship; 

Cal.  I-  will  know. 

Clari.  For  your  own  peace,  [further: 
The  peace  of  your  own  conscience,  ask  no 
Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cul.  No;  I’ll  know  all. 

Clari.  Why  then,  I’ll  tell  you:  Twas  a 
man  1 lay  with, 

(Never  admire;  ’tis  easy  to  be  done,  madam, 
And  usual  too)  a proper  man  I lay  with, 
(Why  should  you  vex  at  that?)  young  as  Li- 
sander. 

And  able  too!  I grudge  not  at  your  pleasure, 
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Ac  1 3.  Scene  1] 

Why  should  yon  stir  at  mine?  I steal  none 
from  you.  i 

Col.  And  dost  thou  glory  in  this  sin  ? 

C 'lari.  I’m  glad  on’t ; 

To  glory  in’t  is  tor  a mighty  lady* 

Tluit  may  command. 

Col.  Why  didst  thou  name  Lisandcr  ? 
CUiri.  Uoes  it  anger  you  ? does  it  n little 
gall  you ? [lady? 

I know  it  does.  Why  would  you  urge  ine, 
Why  would  you  be  so  curious  to  corqpcl  me  ? 
I nam’d  Lisandcr  a*  my  precedent. 

The  rule  I err’d  bv : You  ovc  him,  I know  it ; 
l grudg’d  not  at  it,  but  am  pleas’d  it  is  v>: 
And,  by  my  care  and  diligence, you  enjoy’d 
him.  ' 

Shall  I tor  keeping  conn-el  hare  no  comfort? 
Will  you  have  all  your*eif  ? engross  nil  ph  a- 
sure?  [now,  madam? 

Are  you  so  hard-hearted?  Why  do  you  blush 
Cal.  My  anger  blushes,  not  my  shame, 
base  woman! 

C/ari.  I'll  make  your  shatnc  blush,  since 
you  put  me  to’t: 

Who  lay  with  you  t’other  night? 

Cal.  With  me,  you  monster ! 

CV«riA  Whose  sweet  embracescircled  von  ? 
not  your  husband’s.  [niaiinm  ! 

I wonder  you  dare  touch  me  in  this  point, 
Stir  her  against  you  in  whose  hand  your  life 
lies  ! 

More  than  your  life,  your  honour!  What 
smug  Amazon  [a  petticoat. 

Was  that  I brought  you?  that  maul  had  ne’er 
Cal.  She’ll  half  persuade  me  anon  I am  a 
beast  too ; 

And  I mistrust  myself,  tho’  I am  honest, 

I or  giving  her  the  helm. — Thou  kuow’st,  Cla- 
rinda, 

Ev’n  in  thy  conscience,  I was  ever  virtuous; 
As  far  from  lust  in  meeting  with  Lisandcr, 
As  the  pure  wind  in  welcoming  the  morning ; 
In  all  the  conversation  I had  with  him, 

As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven. 
Didst  not  thou  persuade  me  too? 

C/ari.  Yes,  I had  reason  for’t ; [on’t. 
And  now  you  arc  persuaded,  1*11  make  use 
Col.  If  I had  sinn’d  thus,  and  my  youth 
entic’d  me, 

The  nobleness  and  beauty  of  his  person, 
Reside  the*  mighty  benefits  I’m  hound  to, 

Is  this  so  flic  lent  warrant  tor  thy  weakness  ? 
If  1 hail  been  a whore,  and  crav’d  thy  coun- 
sel ’ [ness, 

In  the  conveyance  of  my  fault,  and  faithful- 
Thv  secrecy  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it, 

Is  it  thy  justice  to  repay  me  thus? 

To  be  the  master  sinner  to  compel  me, 

And  build  thy  lust’s  security  on  mine  honour? 
C/ari.  They  that  love  this  sin  love  their 
security : 

Prevention,  madam,  is  the  nail  I knock’d  at, 
And  I have  hit  it  home,  and  so  I’il  hold  it, 


2 Qj 

And  you  must  pardon  me,  and  bo  silent  too, 
And  suffer  what  you  see,  and  suffer  patiently; 
I shall  do  worse  else. 

Cal.  Th  ai  can^t  not  touch  my  credit; 
Truth  will  not  suffer  me  to  lie  abus’d  thus. 
Ctari.  Do  not  you  stick  to  Truth,  site’s 
seldom  heard,  madntn ; 

A poor  weak  tongue  she  has,  and  that  is 
hoarse  too  ' [her: 

With  pleading  at  the  bars;  none  understand 
Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  she  say  for  you? 
Must  she  not  swear  he  came  at  midnight  to 
you,  [2en'd 

The  door  left  open,  and  vour  husband  co- 
With  a feign’d  sickness?. 

Cal.  lint,  by  niysoul,  I was  honest! 

Thou  know'st  I was  honest. 

C/ari.  That’s  all  one  what  I know; 

What  I will  testify  is  that  shall  vex  yon ! 
Trust  not  a guilty  race  with  likelihoods, 

And  on  apparent  pro  if ; take  heed  of  that, 
madam : 

If  you  wore  innocent,  as  it  may  be  yon  are, 
(I  do  not  know  ; l leave  it  to  your  conscience) 
It  were  r!ie  weakest  and  the  poorest  part  of 
you, 

Men  being  so  willing  to  believe  the  worst, 

So  open-ey’d  in  this  age  to  all  infamy. 

To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  th’ 
venture.  [honour, 

Cal.  What  do  I suffer!  Oh,  my  precious 
Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I lock’d  thee! 
Yet,  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav’d,  and  by 
My  drudge,  my  footstool,  one  that  su’d  to  ;e 
Perish  both  life, and  honour!  Devil,  thus  [so, 
I dare  tliy  worst,  defy  thee,  spit  at  thee ! 
And  in  my  virtuous  rage,  thus  trample  on 
thee  ! 

Awe  me,  thy  mistress,  whore,  to  be  thv  bawd  ? 
Out  of  my  house ! proclaim  all  that  thou 
know'st, 

Or  malice  can  invent;  fetch  jealousy 
From  hell,  and  like  a fury  breathe  it  in 
The  bosom  of  my  lord ; and  to  thy  utmost 
Blast  my  fair  fame  ! yet  thou  shalt  feel,  with 
horror 

To  thy  scar’d  conscience,  mv  truth  is  built 
On  such  a firm  base,  that  if  e’er  it  can 
Be  forc’d,  or  undermin’d  by  tliy  base  scandals, 
Heav’n  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence  ! [ L.nl. 
C/ari.  I’m  lost, 

In  my  own  hopes  forsaken;  and  must  fall 
(The  greatest  torment  to  a guilty  woman) 
Without  revenge.  *Tili  I can  fashion  it, 

I must  submit,  at  least  appear  ns  if 
I did  ropcnt,  and  would  offend  no  further. 
Monsieur  Reroute,  my  lord’s  brother,  is 
Oblig'd  unto  inc  for  a private  favour; 

*T»s  he  must  mediate  for  tne : But  when  time 
And  opportunity  bid  me  strike,  inv  wreak** 
Shall  pour  itself  on  her  nice  chastity 
Like  to  a torrent;  deeds,  not  words,  slmll 
speak  inc! 


Vox..  IT. 


My  wreak.]  i.  e.  rezengt, 

i!  M 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Alcidon  and  Berontr,  teveraUy. 

Ale.  YOU’RE  opportunely  met- 
* Bee.  Your  countenance 
Express  haste  mix'd  with  some  fear. 

Ale.  You'll  share 

With  me  in  both,  as  soon  as  you  are  made 
Acquainted  with  the  cause : If  you  love  vir- 
tue ", 

In  danger  not  secure 1 have  no  time 

For  circumstance:  Iustruct  me  it  Ltsander 
Be  in  your  brother's  house". 

Her.  Upon  my  knowledge 
lie  is  not  there. 

Ale.  I’m  glad  on’t. 

Her.  Why,  good  sir?  , 

Without  offence  I speak  it,  there  s no  place 
III  which  he  is  more  honour’d,  or  more  sale, 
Thau  with  his  friend  Cleander. 

Ale.  Iu  your  votes*  .... 

I grunt  it  true  ; hut  as  it  now  stands  wi.h  him, 
I can  give  reason  to  make  satisfaction 
For  what  l speak  : You  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  difference  between  Lisander 
And  Cloridon,  a man  in  grace  at  cojirt. 

Ber.  I do ; and  the  foul  plot  ol  Cloridon  s 

kinsmen  „ . 

Upon  Lisander’s  life,  for  a fall  given 
To  Cloridon  fore  the  king,  as  they  encoun- 
At  a solemn  tilting.  ( ttcr 

Ale.  It  is  now  reveng'd.  ».  , 

In  brief,  a challenge  was  brought  to  Lisander 
By  one.  Chrysantlies;  and,  ns  Jar  as  valour 
Would  give  him  leave,  dechn  d by  bold  Li- 

But  pTacor  refus'd,  and  braves  on  braves 
heap'd  on  him,  lr^ 

Alone  he  met  the  opposites,  ending  the  qunr- 
With  both  their  lives. 

ller.  I’m  truly  sorry  fur’ll.  [death. 

Ale.  The  king,  incensed  for  lus  favourite  s 
Hath  set  a price  upon  Lisander  s head, 

As  a reward  to  any  man  tliat  brings  it, 

Alive  or  dead:  To  gain  tins,  every  where 


He  is  pursu’d  and  laid  for ; and,  the  friend- 
ship 

Between  him  and  your  noble  brother  known, 
His  house  in  reason  cannot  pass  unsearch’d; 
And  tliat's  the  principal  cause  that  drew  me 
hither, 

To  hasten  his  remove,  if  he  had  chosen 
This  castle  for  his  sanctuary. 

Ber.  Twas  done  nobly, 

And  you  most  welcome.  This  night  ’pray  you 
take 

A lodging  with  us;  and,  at  my  entreaty, 
Conceal  this  from  my  brother:  He  is  grown 
Fxceeding  sad  of  late;  and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  so  high  a rate, 

Will  much  encrease  his  melancholy. 

Ale.  I am  tutor'd. 

'Pray  vou  lead  the  way. 

Ber'.  To  serve  you,  I will  shew  it. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleander,  with  a book. 

Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  die; 
hut  when, 

Is  most  uncertain  : If  so,  every  hour 
We  should  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  which 
Is  not  to  he  put  off.  I must  submit 
To  the  divine  decree,  not  argue  it. 

And  chearfully  I welcome  it:  I have 
Dispos'd  of  iny  estate,  confess'd  my  sins, 
And  have  remission  from  my  ghostly  father, 
Being  at  peace  too  here.  The  apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  fancy;  Dorilaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me ; it  marie  answer 
To  our  demands,  and  promis'd,  if  'mere  not 
Denied  to  him  by  Fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end.  I feel  no  symptom 
Of  sickness;  yet,  I know  not  how,  a dulluess 
Invadcth  me  all  over.  Ha ! 

Enter  Hoit. 

Hint.  I come,  sir, 

To  keep  my  promise;  and,  as  far  as  spirits 
Are  sensible  of  sorrow  for  the  living, 
l grieve  to  be  the  messenger  to  tell  you. 


**  & ■f"  all  the  copies ; hut  whether  right  or  wrong,  the  reader  mini 

judge  ToT Uto  pTace appear. manifest^  corrupt, and  I am  inclined  to  thtuk  .tough... 

run  so,  < yOU  jove  Virtue, 

< Jndanger  ought  to  tueeour  it.  Sympxon. 

€ if  you  love  Virtue 

4 In  dancer  nut  secure  *1  ... 

. . ,1  k.nken  sentence  and  »c  tluuk  signifies,  ‘If  you  are  a friend  to  Virtue, 

^dUoVt8lul‘yomtelf  mu.  a false  id.  a of  its  security,  when  it  is  in  danger.’  The  old  readms 

“ -ene  prove,  that  we  should  read,  as  Urn  Editors 

•f  1750  propose,  ‘ brothers  hou^e. 

* ](;rant7t  toSfi If  this  reading  be  genuine,  roles  must  here  signify  uixhcx,  or  opinion,. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Ere  many  hours  pass,  you  must  resolve 
To  fill  a grave. 

C/e.  And  feast  the  worms? 

Host.  E’en  so,  sir. 

Cle.  I hear  it  like  a man. 

Host.  It  well  becomes  you ; 

There’s  no  evading  it. 

Cle.  Can  you  discover 
By  whose  means  I must  die  ? 

Host.  That  is  denied  me : 

But  my  prediction  is  too  sure : Prepare 
To  make  your  peace  with  Heaven;  so  fare- 
well, sir!  [Exit. 

Cle.  I see  no  enemy  uear;  and  yet  I 
tremble 

Like  a pale  coward ! My  sad  doom  pronounc’d 
By  this  aerial  voice,  as  in  a glass 
Shews  me  my  death  in  its  most  dreadful 
shape. 

What  rampire  can  my  human  frailty  raise 
Against  the  assault  ot  Fate?  I do  begin 
To  fear  myself ; my  inward  strengths  forsake 
me; 

I must  call  out  for  help.  Within  there ! haste, 
And  break  in  to  my  rescue ! 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Co  list  a,  O/inda , Beronte, 
Atcidon,  Servants,  and  Clarinda , at  several 
doors. 

Dor.  Rescue?  where? 

Shew  me  your  danger. 

C.al.  I will  interpose 

My  loyal  breast  between  you  and  all  hazard. 
her.  Your  brother’s  sword  secures  you. 
Ale.  A true  friend 
Will  die  in  your  defence. 

C/e.  1 thank  ye ! to  all  ray  thanks ! 
Encompass’d  thus  with  friends,  how  can  I 
fear  ? [ed. 

And  vet  ( do ! Pm  wounded, mortally  wound- 
Nay,  it  is  within;  1 am  hurt  in  my  mind. 
• One  word 

Dor.  A thousand.  [you. 

Cle.  I shall  not  live  to  speak  so  many  to 
Dor.  Why?  what  forbids  you  ? 

Cle.  But  e’en  uow  the  spirit 
Of  tny  dead  Host  appear’d,  and  told  me,  that 
This  night  I should  be  with  him.  Did  you 
not  meet  it  ? 

It  went  out  at  that  door. 

Dvr.  A vain  chimera 
Of  your  imagination ! Can  you  think 
Mine  Host  would  not  as  well  have  spoke  to 
me  now, 

As  he  did  in  the  inn  ? These  waking  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  strike  a strange 
Distraction  in  your  family.  See  the  tears 
Of  my  poor  daughter,  fair  Oliuda’s  sadness, 


Your  Brother’s  and  your  friend’s  grief,  ser- 
vants’ sorrow.  [live 

Good  son,  hear  up;  you’ve  many  years  to 
A comfort  to  us  all.  Let's  in  to  supper. 
Ghosts  never  walk  ’till  after  midnight,  if 
I may  believe  my  gmnnain.  We  will  wash 
These  thoughts  away  with  wine,  spite  of  hob- 
goblins. [madam, 

Cle.  You  reprehend  me  justly.  Gentle 
And  all  the  rest,  forgive  me;  I’ll  endeavour 
To  !>e  merry  with  you. 

Dor.  That’s  well  said. 
her.  I have 

Procur’d  your  pardon.  [To  Clarinda. 

Cal . Once  more  I receive  you 
Into  ray  service;  but  take  special  care 
You  fail  no  further. 

Clari.  Never,  inndam. — Sir, 

When  you  shall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  it; 

[Apart. 

I will  make  good  what  I have  said. 

her.  Till  when, 

Upon  your  life  he  silent ! 

Dor.  We  will  have 
A health  unto  Lisander. 

Cle.  His  name,  sir, 

Somewhat  revives  me;  but  his  sight  would 
cure  me. 

However,  let’s  to  supper. 

Olin.  'Would  Clarange 
And  Lidian  were  here  too  ! as  they  should  be. 
If  wishes  could  prevail. 

Cal.  They’re  fruitless,  madam.  [Excimf. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  If  that  report  speak  truth,  Clarinda 
is  [den 

Discharg'd  her  lady’s  service,  and  what  bur- 
I then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent. 

The  crop  she  reap'd  from  her  attendance  was 
Her  bc!>t  revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
Clarinda’s  bounty,  tho’  I labour’d  hard  for’t, 
A younger  brother’s  fortune.  Must  I now 
Have  sour  sauce,  after  sweet  meats?  and  b« 
driven 

To  levy  half-a-crown  a week,  besides 
Clouts,  sope,  and  caudles36,  for  my  heir  ap- 
parent. 

If  she  prove,  as  she  swears  she  is,  with-child  ? 
Such  os  live  this  way,  find,  like  me,  tho’ 
wenching  [of ’t. 

Hath  a fair  face,  there's  a dragon  in  the  tail 
That  stings  to  th*  quick.  I must  sculk  here, 
until 

I am  resolv’d  : How  my  heart  pants,  between 
My  hopes  and  fears!  She’s  come.  Are  we 
i’  th*  port  ? 

If  not,  let’s  sink  together. 


**  Clouts,  sope,  and  candles.]  In  The  Chances,  p.  114  of  this  volume,  Don  John  says, 

‘ But  to  raise  a dairy 

‘ For  other  men’s  adulteries,  consume  myself  in  candles, 

* And  scow'ring  works ' 

The  Editor*  of  1750  alter  candles  to  caudles;  we  have  rejected  their  variation,  in  which  wa 
think  ourselves  justified  by  what  Leon  here  says,  which  proves  candles  right. 
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Enter  Clcrmda. 

Clari.  Things  go  better  [ly, 

Than  you  deserve ; you  rnrry  thing*  so  open- 
] must  hear  cy’rv  way.  I am  once  more 
In  my  lady's  grace. 

Leon.  And  I in  yours? 

Cluri.  It  may  he; 

Put  l have  sworn  unto  my  lady  never 
To  sin  again. 

T To  lie  surpriz'd.  The  sin 
Is  in  itself  excusable ; to  he  taken 
Is  a crime,  a*  the  poet  writes. 

( hi j i.  You  know  my  weakness,  [got 
And  that  trakfsyou  so  confident — You’ve 
A lair  sword  : Was  it  not  Lisandcr’s? 

Ixon.  Yes,  wench; 

And  I grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it: 

It  hath  been  the  death  of  two.  With  this 
Lisunrlcr 

Slew  Cloridon  mid  Chrysanthes:  I took  it  up, 
Broken  i'th* handle,  but  that  is  reform'd; 
And  now,  in  my  possession,  the  Inte  master 
Dates  never  come  to  challenge  it.  This  sword, 
And  all  the  weapons  that  I have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  service  : Shall  we  bill? 

I’m  very  gamesome. 

dun  I must  first  dispose  of 
The  fool  Malfort;  he  hath  smoak'd  you,  and 
is  not, 

Rut  by  some  new  device,  to  he  kept  from  me ; 
I have  it  hc.e  shall  fit  lum.  You  know  where 
You  must  expect  rne;  w ith  all  possible  silence 
Get  thither. 

Ixon.  You  will  follow? 

(Yen’.  Will  I live? 

She  that  is  forfeited  to  lust  must  dir, 

That  humour  being  un-fed.  lie  gone*  here 
comes 

.My  champion,  in  armour.  [£.n'f  Ixon . 

Enter  Malfor  t,  in  armour . 

Malf.  What  adventure 
I'm  hound  upon  I know  not,  but  it  is  [thus. 
My  mistress*  pleasure  that  1 should  appear 
I may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others. 

Rut,  a»  I am,  I’m  sure  my  shadow  frights  me : 
The  chilling  of  my  armour,  in  my  cars 
Sound*  like  a pH.v>i;ig-bcli : and  my  buckler 
puts  me  f pick -axe 

In  mind  of  a bier;  this  mv  broad-  word,  n 
To  dig  my  grave.  Oh,  love ! nbomimiblc  love  ! 
Wlmt  monsters  i*suc  from  thv  dismal  den 
Ulurinda’s  placket,  which  J mast  encounter, 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Cluri.  Here’s  a knight-errant!— 

Monsieur  Mai  tint. 

Mulf.  Stand,  stand,  or  I’ll  fall  for  you. 
Cluri.  Know  you  not  my  voice? 

Malf.  Yes,  ’twa*  at  that  I trembled. 

But,  were  my  false  friend  Leon  hue — - 
Cluri.  Tis  he. 

Mulf.  Where?  where? 

Cluri.  lie  is  not  come  yet. 

Mulf.  ’Tis  well  for  him, 

I atu  so  full  of  wrath. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

Clari.  Or  fear. — This  Leon,  [ly, 

Howe’er  my  kinsman,  hath  abus’d  you  eross- 
And  this  night  vows  to  take  me  hence  per- 
force. 

And  marry  me  to  another:  Twas  for  this, 
Presuming  on  your  love,  I did  entreat  von 
To*  put  your  armour  on,  that  with  more  safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Malf.  And  I’ll  do  it  bravely. 

Cluri.  You  must  stand  here  to  beat  Hint 
off,  and  Miffer 

No  human  thing  to  pass  you,  tho*  it  appear 
In  my  lord’s  shape  or  Indy’s*  Re  not  cozetiM 
With  a disguise. 

Mulf.  1 have  been  fool’d  already. 

Rut  now  I’m  w ise. 

Cluri.  You  must  swear  not  to  stir  hence. 
Malf.  Upon  these  lips. 

Cluri.  Nor  move  until  I call  you. 

Mulf.  I’ll  grow  here  rather. 

Cluri.  This  night’s  task  well  ended, 

I'm  yours  tomorrow.  Ket  p sure  guard.  [£xi7. 
Muff.  Adieu! 

My  honeycomb,  bow  sweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A nest  of  hornets  keep  it ! w hat  impossibilities 
Love  makes  me  utide  rtake  ! I know  myself 
A natural  coward,  and,  should  Leon  come, 
Tho*  this  were  cannon  proof,  I should  deliver 
The  wench  before  he  ask’d  her.  I hear  some 
footing! 

Tis  he:  Where  shall  \ hide  myself?  that  is 
My  best  defence. 

Enter  Oleander. 

Cfc.  I cannot  sleep;  strange  visions 
Make  this  jmor  life  I fear’d  of  late  to  lose, 

A toy  that  I grow  weary  of. 

Mulf.  Tis  Leon. 

Ctc.  What’s  that  ? 

Muf.  If  you  arc  come,  sir,  for  Clariiida, 
I'm  glnd  1 have  her  for  you;  I resign 
My  interest:  You’ll  find  her  in  her  chamber; 
I did  stay  up  to  tell  you  so. 

(Ye.  Clarmda? 

And  Leon?  there  is  something  more  in  this 
Thau  I can  stay  to  ask.  [Exit. 

Malf.  What  a cold  pickle, 

And  that  none  of  the  sweetest,  do  I find 
Mv  poor  self  hi! 

Cle.  [ai/AimJ  Yield,  villain  ! 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon  running , Clcundcr 
following. 

Clari.  Ti*  my  lord!  * 

Shift  for  ynur*<  If. 

Ixon.  His  life  shall  first  make  answer 
For  this  intrusion ! ["Kills  Oleander. 

Mulf.  1 am  going  away  ! 

I’m  gone  already ! [ Falls  in  a swoon. 

Cle.  Hcav’n  take  mercy  on 
My  soul!  too  true-presaging  Host ! [Dies 
Cluri.  lie’s  dead. 

And  this  wretch  little  better.  Do  you  star* 
Upon  your  handy-w  ork  ? 

Leon.  I am  amaz’d. 
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Act  4.  Scene  l.J 

Clari.  Get  o’er  the  garden-wall ; fly  tor  I 
your  life,  [why: 

But  leave  your  sword  behind ; enquire  not  I 
I’ll  fashion  something  out  of  it,  tho’  I perish,  | 
Shall  make  way  for  revenge. 

Lem.  These  are  the  fruits 
Of  lust,  CJarinda  ! 

Clari.  Hence,  repenting  milk-sop  ! 

[Exit  Tscun. 

Now  'tis  too  late.  Lisander’s  sword?  Ay, 
that, 

[ Puts  the  tzeord  in  Mai 'fort's  Maud. 
That  is  the  base  I’ll  build  on.  So;  1*11  raise 
The  house.  Help!  murder!  a most  horrid 
murder ! 

Monsieur  Bcronte!  noble  Doriiaus! 

All  buried  m sleep  ? All  me ! a murder! 

A most  unheard-of  murder! 

Euler  Doriiaus , us  from  bed. 

Dor.  More  lights,  knaves! 

Bcronte  ! Alcidoti ! more  lights ! 

Enter  Berunlt\  Aicidon , and  Servants  with 

light*. 

Clari.  By  this 
I see  too  much. 

Dor.  My  son  Clennder  bathing 
In  bis  own  gore.  The  devil  to  ull  truth 
J'th*  shape  of  an  host ! 
her.  My  brother? 

Alatf.  [ have  been 

J’th’  other  world,  in  hell  I think,  these  devils 
With  lire- brands  in  their  paws  sent  to  tor- 
ment me  [pose 

(Tho*  I ne’er  did  the  deed;  for  my  lewd  pur- 
To  he  a w horemaster. 

Dor.  Who’s  that? 

Ate.  *Tis  one 

In  armour.  A bloody  sword  in's  hand. 

Dvr.  S<ins  question, 

The  murderer. 

Ala  If.  Who?  I?  you  dome  wrong  : 

I never  had  the  heart  to  kill  u chicken; 

Nor  do  I know  this  sword. 

Ate.  I do,  too  well. 

Her.  I’ve  seen  Lisnnder  wear  it. 

Clari.  This  confirms 

What  yc ster-night  l whisper’d;  Let  it  work  ; 
The  circumstance  may  make  it  good. 

Muff.  My  lord? 

And  1 his  murderer  ? 

her.  Drag  the  villuiu  hence ! [him. 

The  rack  «huil  force  « free  confession  from 
Ala'/’.  I mu  struck  dumb ; you  need  not  stop 
my  mouth. 

L’tr.  Away  with  him  ! [Aiu/f ‘.  cart ied  off. 

Enter  Calista  and  Ulindu. 

Cul.  Where  is  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  Ail  that  [ject, 

Remains  of  him  lies  there.  Look  on  this  ob- 
And  then  turn  marble. 

Cat.  I am  vf  already. 

Made  til  to  k«  his  monument : But  w!  ere  fore 


f6* 

Do  you,  that  have  both  life  and  motion  left 
you,  * 

Stand  sad  spectators  of  his  death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  murderer? 

Her.  That  lies  ill  you  : 

You  must,  and  shall  produce  him. 

Dor.  She,  Bcronte  ? 
her.  None  else. 

Dor.  Thou  licst ! I’ll  prove  it  on  thy  head, 
Or  write  it  on  thy  heart. 

Ale.  Forbear ! there  is 
Too  much  blood  shed  already. 
her.  Iit*t  not  clioler 

Stifle  your  judgment ! Many  an  honest  father 
Hath  got  a wicked  daughter.  If  I prove  not. 
With  evident  proofs,  her  hand  was  in  tho 
blood 

Of  my  dear  brother,  (too  good  u husband 
for  her)  [ward. 

Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  spur  it  for- 
Dor.  In  any  circumstance  but  shew  her 
guilty, 

I’ll  strike  the  first  stroke  at  her. 
lkr.  Let  me  ask 

A question  calmly  : Do  you  know  this  sword? 
Have  you  not  seen  Lisandcr  often  wear  it? 
Dor.  The  same  with  which  lie  rescued  me. 
Cub  I do: 

What  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty? 
her.  Was  he  not  with  you  ia  the  house 
to-night  ? 

Cal.  No,  on  my  soul! 
her.  Nor  ever  heretofore  [ness, 

In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign’d  a sick- 
To  keep  your  husband  absent? 

Cal.  Never,  .sir. 

To  a dishorn  st  end 

Ber.  Was  not  this  woman 
Your  instrument?  Her  silence  docs  confess  it. 
Here  lies  Clcaudcr dead,  ami  here  the  «woid 
Of  false  Lisandc  r,  loo  long  cover'd  with 
A mask  of  seeming  truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 

The  proof  you  can  allcdge?  Lisandcr  guilty, 
Or  my  poor  daughter  an  adulteress  ? 
Suppose  that  she  hud  chanc’d  discourse  with 
To  whom  she  ow’d  much  more?  [one 

CaL  Thou  hast  thy  ends, 

| Wicked  Clarindn ! [,$$*  falls . 

Clin.  Help!  the  lady  sinks; 

Malice  hath  kill’d  her. 

Dor.  I would  have  her  live,  [time 

Since  I dare  swear  site’s  innocent  Mis  no 
Or  place  to  argue  now  ; this  cause  must  b« 
Decided  by  the  judge  ; and,  tho’  a father, 

I will  deliver  her  into  the  hands 
Of  justice:  If  she  prove  true  gold  when  tried. 
She’s  mine;  if  not,  with  curses  I'U  disclaim 
her. 

Take  up  your  part  of  sorrow;  mint*  shall  be 
Ready  to  answer  with  her  life  the  fact 
That  she  is  charg’d  with. 

Ber.  Sir,  I look  upon  you 
As  on  a father. 

Dvr.  With  the  eyes  of  sorrow, 
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[Act  4.  Scene  1. 


I see  you  as  a brother  «7.  Let  your  witnesses 
Be  ready.  m 

Ber.  Tis  my  care. 

Ale.  I am  for  Lidian : 

This  accident,  no  doubt,  will  draw  him  from 
His  hermit's  life. 

Clari.  Tilings  yet  go  right ; persist,  sir. 

[Exeunt. 

Eater  Ijsander  and  Lancelot. 

Lis.  Are  the  horses  dead  ? 

Lan.  Out-right.  If  you  ride  at  this  rate, 
You  must  resolve  to  kill  your  two  a-day, 
And  that’s  a large  proportion. 

Lis.  Will  you  please, 

At  any  price,  and  speedily,  to  get  fresh 
ones? 

You  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 
That  follows  it,  should  I he  apprehended : 
Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands 
Will  in  a better  language  speak  your  service, 
Than  your  unnecessary  and  untimely  care 
Of  my  expeuce.  . 

Lan.  I’m  gone,  sir. 

Lis.  In  this  thicket 

I will  expect  you.— Here  yet  T have  leisure 
To  call  myself  unto  a strict  account 
For  my  pass’d  life,  how  vainly  spent ! I would 
I stood  no  further  guilty ! but  I have 
A heavier  reckoning  to  make  ! This  hand, 
Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unspotted, 
Now  wears  a purple  colour,  died  in  gore; 
My  soul  of  the  same  tincture!  Purblind 
passion,  [despair, 

With  flatt’ring  hopes,  would  keep  me  from 
Pleading  I was  provok’d  to’t ; hut  my  reason, 
Breaking  such  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells 
me. 

I've  done  a double  murder;  and  for  what  ? 
Was  it  in  service  of  the  king?  his  edicts 
Command  the  contrary : Or  for  my  country  ? 
Her  genius,  like  a mourning  mother, answers, 
In  Cloridun  and  Chrysanthes  she  hath  lost 
Two  hopeful  sons,  that  might  have  done  their 
parts  [then  ? 

To  guard  her  from  invasion.  For  what  cause 
To  keep  th’  opinion  of  my  valour  upright 
P th'  popular  breath;  a sandy  ground  to 
build  on ! 

Bought  with  the  king’s  displrasure,  as  the 
breach  [torts, 

Of  I leav  Vs  decrees,  the  loss  of  my  true  com- 
In  parents,  kinsmen,  tr  ends;  as  the  fruition 
Of  all  that  1 was  horn  to,  and  that  sits 
Like  to  a hill  of  lend  here.  In  my  exile, 
(Never  to  he  repeal'd,  if  I escape  so) 

I have  cut  off  all  hopes  ever  to  look  on 


Enter  Lidian , like  a hermit. 

Divine  Calista;  from  her  sight  and  converse 
For  ever  banish'd ! 

Lid.  I should  know  this  voice. 

His  naming  too  ray  sister,  whom  Lisander 
Honour’d,  hut  in  a noble  way,  assures  ma 
That  it  can  be  no  other : I stand  hound 
To  comfort  any  man  I find  distress’d  ; 

But  to  aid  him  that  sav’d  n.y  life,  religion 
And  thankfulness  command  ! and  it  may  be 
High  Providence  for  this  good  end  budi 
brought  him 

Into  iny  solitary  walk. — Lisander! 

Noble  Lisander ! 

Lis.  Whatsoe’er  thou  art. 

That  honourable  attribute  thou  giv’st  me, 

I can  pretend  no  right  to.  Come  not  near  me; 
I am  mfectious  ; the  sanctity 
Of  thy  profession  (for  thou  appcar’St 
A rev’rend  hermit;  if  thou  fly  not  from  me, 
As  from  the.  plague  or  leprosy,  can’t  keep 
From  being  polluted.  [thee 

Lid.  With  good  counsel,  sir, 

And  holy  prayers  to  boot,  I may  cure  you, 
Tbo*  both  ways  so  infected.  You  look  wildly, 
(Peace  to  your  conscience !)  sir,  and  stare 
upon  me, 

As  if  you  never  saw  me:  Hath  my  habit 
Alter’d  my  face  so  iduch,  that  yet  you  know 
uot 

Your  servant  Lidian  ? 

Lis.  1 am  amaz’d  ! 

So  young,  and  so  religious  ? 

Mud.  I purpose  [world 

(Heav’n  make  me  thankful  for’t)  to  leave  the 
I've  made  some  trial  of  my  strengths  in  this 
My  solitary  life  ; and  yet  I find  not 
A faintness  to  go  on. 

Lis.  Above  belief ! 

Do  you  inhabit  here? 

Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice,  sir  : 

I live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly. 

Because  I find  enough  to  fee  1 mv  fortunes; 
Indeed  too  much:  These  wild  fields  arc  my 
gardens, 

The  crystal  rivers  they  afford  their  waters, 
And  grudge  not  their  sweet  streams  to  quench 
afflictions; 

The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which,  tbo* 
they’re  hard, 

(The  emblems  of  a doting  lover’s  fortune) 
Yet  they  arc  quiet  ; and  the  weary  slumbers 
The  eyes  catch  there,  softer  than  beds  of 
down,  friend  ; 

The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions; 
My  book  the  story  of  my  wand’ring  life, 


« J you  os  a brother.]  i.  e.  os  a partaker  in  sorrow , if  the  place  is  right : Otherwise, 
to  make  an  unlithesist  it  ought  to  oe, 

‘ I see  you  as  a son 

Bcronte  having  before  led  the  way  by  saying, 

* 1 look  upon  you  as  a father  * Sympson. 

Admirable  explanation  ! — Mr.  Sympson  must  have  forcot  that  Bcronte  was  the  brother 
of  Oleander;  aud  it  is  uot  clear  that  he  remembered  Doriiaus  was  Calista’s Jutker. 
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In  which  I find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 
Than  time  hath  told  ine  yet. 

Lis.  Answer  me  truly. 

Lid.  I will  do  that  without  a conjuration. 
Lis.  V th*  depth  of  meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda  ? 

Lid.  1 endeavour 

To  raze  her  from  my  memory,  as  I wish 
You  would  do  the  whole  sex  ;-for  know,  Li- 
sander,  [der, 

The  greatest  curse  brave  man  can  labour  un- 
is the  strong  witchcraft  of  a woman's  eyes. 
Where  I find  men,  I preach  this  doctrine  to 
'em:  % [mistress, 

As  you’re  a scholar,  knowledge  make  your 
The  hidden  j8  beauties  of  the  lleav'ns  your 
study ; 

There  shall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith, 
And  for  your  eye  inimitable  objects  ; 

As  you’re  a profess’d  soldier,  court  your 
honour;  [tress! 

Tho’  she  be  stern,  she’s  honest,  a brave  rais- 
The  greater  danger  you  oppose  to  win  her, 
She  shews  die  sweeter,  aud  rewurds  the  no- 
bler; 

Woman’s  best  loves  to  hers  mere  shadows  be, 
l or  after  death  she  weds  your  memory. 

These  are  my  contemplations. 

Lis.  Hcav’nly  ones ; 

And  in  a young  fc.nn  more  remarkable. 

Rut  wherefore  do  I envy,  and  not  tread  in 
This  blessed  track  ? Here’s  in  die  heart  no 
falshood 

To  a vow’d  friend,  no  quarrels  seconded 
With  challenges,  which,  answer’d  in  defence 
Of  the  word  reputation , murder  follows. 

A man  may  here  repent  his  sins,  and  tlio’ 
His  hand  like  mine  be  stain’d  in  blood,  it  may 
be  [off; 

With  penitence  and  true  contrition  wash’d 
You’ve  prov’d  it,  Lidinn  ? 

Lid.  And  you’ll  find  it  true, 

If  you  persevere. 

Lis.  Here  then  ends  my  flight. 

And  here  the  fury  of  the  king  shall  find  me 
Prepar’d  for  Heav’n,  if  I am  mark’d  to  die 
For  that  I truly  grieve  for. 

Later  Friar , and  Clarange  in  a friar's  habit. 

Friar.  Keep  yourself 
Conceal’d;  I ain  instructed. 

Clara.  How  the  sight 
Of  my  dear  friend  confirms  me ! 

Lis.  W hat  are  these  ? 

Lid.  Two  reverend  friars;  one  I know. 
Friar.  To  you 
This  journey  is  devoted. 

Lid.  Welcome,  father!  [grounded, 

Friar.  I know  your  resolution  so  well 
And  your  adieu  unto  die  world  so  constant, 
That  tho’  I am  the  unwilling  messenger 
Of  a strauge  accideut  to  try  your  temper, 


tri 

It  cannot  shake  you.  You  had  once  a friend, 
A noble  friend,  Clarangfe. 

Lid.  And  have  still, 
l hope,  good  father. 

Friar.  Your  false  hopes  deceive  you; 
lie’s  dead. 

Lis.  Clarangfe  dead  ? 

Friar.  I buried  him.  [love. 

Some  said  he  died  of  melancholy,  some  of 
And  of  that  fondness  perish’d. 

Lid.  Oh,  Clarange! 

Clara  Hast  thou  so  much  brave  nature/ 
noble  Lidian, 

So  tenderly  to  love  thy  rival’s  memory  ? 

The  bold  Lisander  weeps  too. 

Friar.  1 exported 
That  you  would  bear  this  better. 

Lid.  I'm  a man,  sir,  ' 

And,  my  great  loss  weigh’d  duly--  - 
Friar.  His  last  words  were, 

After  confession,  * Live  long,  dear  Lidian, 

* Possess’d  of  all  thy  wishes  ! * And  of  me 
He  did  desire,  bathing  my  hand  with  tears, 
That  with  iny  best  care  I should  seek  and 
find  you,  [you, 

And  from  his  dying  month  prevail  so  with 
That  you  a while  should  leave  your  hermit’s 
strictness, 

And  on  his  monument  pay  a tear  or  two, 

To  witness  how  you  lov’d  him. 

Lid.  Oh,  my  heart!  [not 

To  witness  how  I lov’d  him  ? ’Would  he  had 
Led  me  unto  his  grave,  but  sacrific’d 
His  sorrows  upon  mine.  He  was  my  friend. 
My  noble  friend  ; I will  bewail  his  ashes. 

His  fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  born  to- 
gether, [him, 

And  1 will  weep  ’em  both : I will  kneel  by 
And  on  his  hallow’d  earth  do  my  last  duties 
I’ll  gather  all  the  pride  of  spring  to  deck  him  ; 
Woodbines  shall  grow  upon  his  honour’dgrave, 
And,  as  they  prosper,  dasp  to  shew  our 
friendship, 

And,  when  Ihey  wither.  I’ll  die  too, 

Clara.  Who  would  not 
Desire  to  die,  to  be  bewail’d  thus  nobly? 
Friar.  There  is  a legacy  he  hath  bequeath’d 
you; 

But  of  what  value  I must  not  discover, 

Until  those  rites  and  pious  ceremonies 
Arc  duly  tender’d. 

Lid.  I’m  too  full  of  sorrow 
To  be  inquisitive. 

Lis.  To  think  of  his, 

I do  forget  mine  own  woes. 

Enter  Atcidon. 

Ale.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 
Th*  hast  done  thy  business.  Ha!  who  have 
we  here? 

Lisander?  Lidian?  and  two  rev’rend  friars? 
W hat  a strange  scene  of  sorrow  is  express’d 


THE  LOVERS’  PROGRESS. 


58  The  hidden  beauties.]  Hidden , i.  e.  unobserved  before.  Sampson. 
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In  different  postures,  in  their  looks  and  sta- 
tion! 

A common  painter  eying  these,  to  help 
Ilis  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  life 
The  Jhing  sous  of  Priam,  as  they  stood 
On  the  pale  walls  of  Troy,  when  Hector  fell 
Under  Achilles'  spear.  1 come  too  late; 

My  horse,  the)'  good  and  strong,  mov'd  like 
a tortoise : 

III  news  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  be- 
fore me. 

All  Pythagoreans?  not  a word"? 

Lid.  Oh,  Alcidon! 

Deep  rivers  with  soft  murmurs  glide  along, 
The  shallow  roar.  Ciarangfe! 

Lis.  C'loridon ! 

Chrysanthes  ! Spare  my  grief,  and  apprehend 
What  I should  speak. 

Ale.  Their  fates  I have  long  since 
For  your  sake  mourn’d : Clara nge's  death 
(for  so  [not* 

Your  silence  doth  confirm)  till  now  I heard 
Arc  these  the  bounds  that  are  prescrib’d  unto 
The  swelling  seas  of  sorrow  ? 

Lis.  The  hounds,  Alcidon30?  [ters, 

Can  all  the  winds  of  mischief  from  all  quur- 
Euph rates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po, 
Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ocean, 
Make  it  swell  higher?  I’m  a murderer, 
Banish’d,  proscrib'd:  Is  there  aught  else  that 
Be  added  to  it  ? [can 

Lid.  1 have  lost  a friend, 

Priz’d  dearer  than  iny  being,  and  he  dead, 

M v miseries  3'  at  the  height  contemn  the  worst 
Of  Fortune’s  malice. 

Ale.  How  our  human  weakness,  Jus 
Grown  desperate  from  small  disasters, makes 
Imagine  them  a period  to  our  sorrows, 
When  the  first  syllable  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written  ! 

Lid.  How? 

Ids.  Speak  it  at  large:  [tious 

Since  grief  must  break  iny  heart,  I am  ambi- 
It  should  he  exquisite. 

Ale.  It  must  be  told; 

Yet,  ere  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  surest  armour,  anvill'd  in  the  shop 


[Act  4.  Scene  I. 

Of  passive  Fortitude.  The  good  Cleander, 
Your  friend,  is  murder’d. 

Ids . Tis  a terrible  pang, 

And  vet  it  will  not  do;  l live  yet.  Act  not 
The  torturer’s  part ; if  that  there  he  n blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  uud  at  once  dispatch 
me. 

Ale.  Your  sword,  dyed  in  his  heart-blood, 
was  found  near  him ; 

Your  private  conference  at  midnight  urg'd 
With  fair  Culista;  which  by  her,  whose  pure 
truth 

Would  never  learn  to  tell  a lie,  being  granted, 
She  by  enrag’d  Beronte  is  accus’d 
Of  murder  and  adultery,  and  you 
(However  I dare  swear  it  false)  concluded 
tier  principal  agent. 

Ltd.  Wave  upon  wave  rolls  o'er  rae  ! 

My  sister!  my  dear  sister ! 

Clara.  Hold,  great  heart! 

Friar.  Tear  open  his  doublet. 

Lis.  Is  this  wound  too  narrow 
For  iny  life  to  get  out  at?  Bring  me  to 
A cannon  loaded,  and  some  pitying  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  while  I nail  my  breast 
Unto  his  tlitmd’ring  mouth,  that  in  the  instant 
I may  be  piece-peal  torn,  and  blown  so  far 
As  not  one  joint  of  mv  dismember'd  limbs 
May  ever  he,  by  search  of  man,  found  out. 
Cleander!  Yet  why  name  l him  ? However 
His  fall  deserv'd  an  earthquake,  if  compar’d 
With  what  true  honour  in  Calista  suffers, 

Is  of  no  moment.  My  good  angel,  kre  p me 
From  blasphemy,  and  strike  me  dumb,  be- 
fore, 

P th*  agony  of  my  spirit,  I do  accuse 
The  pow’rs  above,  for  their  unjust  permission 
Of  virtue,  innocent  virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  least  vicious  mark ! 

Clara.  I never  saw 
A man  so  far  Transported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way ; 

Tis  now  no  time  to  stop  it. 

- Enter  Lancelot, 

Jjtn.  Sir,  I’ve  bought  • 

Fresh  horses;  and,  as  you  respect  your  life. 


53  AH  Pythagoreans  ? not  a word  ?]  Alluding  to  tin'  five  years’  silence  enjoined  by  Pytha- 
goras to  his  disciples,  before  they  were  admitted  to  his  conversation,  or,  as  some  say,  even 
to  the  sight  of  him.  li. 

The  same  expression  occurs  in  Ben  Jonson's  Silent  Woman,  on  the  entrance  of  Truewit 
to  Morose:  * Fishes?  Pythagoreans  f*  alluding  to  their  muteness  and  taciturnity. 

y> The  bounds,  Alcidon  i 

Con  all  the  w inds  of  mist  hit  f from  all  quarters , 

Euphrates,  Ganges , Tigris,  fVe«,  l'o, 

Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ureen.]  Mr.  Seward  wishes  to  read  ./foods  for  nitid?: 
which  Mr.Sympson  does  not  agree  to,  hut  puts  the  two  last  lines  in  a parenthesis.  Wc  think 
the  passage  requires  no  assistance,  mid  that  the  simple  sense  is,  ‘ neither  u tnds  nor  sealers 
can  add  to  this  sea  of  calamity.* 

3‘  Aly  misery's  the  height  contemn,  &c.J  So  first  folio.  Second  reads,  miseries.  Octa'0 
1750, 

« and  he  dead, 

* My  misery  at  ill*  height,  contemn  the  worst,’  &c. 
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Speedily  hack  ’em ; the  archers  of  the  king’s 
guard 

Are  every  where  in  q*-St  of  you. 

Lis . My  life?  [Strikes  Lancelot. 

Perish  all  such  with  thee  that  wish  it  longer! 
Let  it  but  clear  Calistn’s  innocence, 

And  Nestor’s  age  to  mine  was  youth.  I’ll  fly 
To  meet  die  rage  of  my  incensed  king,  ^ 

And  wish  his  favourite’s  ghost  appear  d in 
flames, 

To  urge  him  to  revenge.  Let  all  the  tortures 
That  tyranny  e’er  found  out  circle  me, 
Provided  Justice  set  Calista  free  ! 


Ale.  I’ll  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Lis.  Ale.  and  Imh. 
Lid.  I’m  rooted  here. 

Friar.  Remember  [dangers, 

Your  dear  friend's  last  request,  your  sister’s 
With  th’  aids  that  you  may  lend  her. 

Lid.  ’Pray  you  support  me; 

My  legs  deny  their  otHce. 

Clara.  I grow  still 

Further  engag’d  unto  his  matchless  virtues; 
And  1 am  dead  indeed,  until  I pay 
The  debt  I owe  him  in  a noble  way, 

[Exeunt* 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Doriluus  and  Servant . 

Dvr.  rT,IIOU  hast  him  safe?  [him:, 

* Serv.  As  last  ns  locks  can  make 
He  must  break  thro’ three  doors,  and  cut  the 
throats 

Of  ten  tall  fellows,  if  that  he  escape  us. 
Besides,  as  far  as  I can  apprehend. 

He  hath  no  such  intention®9,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dur . 'Trust  not  a knave’s  looks; 

They're  like  a whore’s  oaths.  How  does  my 
poor  daughter 
Brook  her  restraint? 

Serv.  With  such  a resolution 
As  well  becomes  your  lordship’s  child. 

[Knock  within. 

Dur.  Who’s  that? 

Enter  Lemure . 

Serv.  Monsieur  Lemure. 

Dur.  This  is  a special  favour. 

And  may  stand  an  example  in  the  court 
lor  courtesy:  It  is  the  client’s  duty 
To  wait  upon  his  patron;  you  prevent  me. 
That  ain  your  humhle  suitor. 

Lem.  Mv  near  place 

About  the  king,  tho*  it  swell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  worth  and  age,,  which 
may  * [sorry 

Challenge  much  more  respect:  And  I am 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met 
with 

The  guod  success  I wish’d;  I mov’d  the  king 
With  my  best  advantage,  both  ot  time  and 
I’  th’  favour  of  your  daughter.  [place, 

Dor.  1 low  d*  you  find 
His  majesty  atTecw  d ? 

Lem  Not  to  be 

S\v  a y’d  from  tv  rigour  of  the  law ; vet  so  far 
The  rarity  o’  th’  chi  -c  hath  won  upon  him. 
That  he  resolves  to  have  in  bis  own  person 
The  hewing  uf’t;  her  trial  will  be  noble, 


And  to  my  utmost  strength,  where  I may 
serve  iier, 

My  aids  shall  not  be  wanting. 

Dor.  I’m  your  servant. 

Ixm.  One  word  more:  If  you  love  Li- 
sandcr’s  life. 

Ad  vise  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  toe  way  ; if  lie  be  apprehended. 

This  city  cannot  ransom  him.  So,  good  mor- 
row ! [ Exit. 

Dor.  All  happiness  attend  you!  Go  thy 
ways ; [sake. 

Thou  hast  n clear  and  noble  soul.  For  thy 
; I’ll  hold  that  man  mine  enemy,  who  dares 
mutter  [moves. 

The  court  is  not  the  sphere  where  Virtue 
Humanity  and  Nobleness  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  Servant. 

Scrr.  Two  gentlemen  (but  what  they  are 
1 know  not, 

Their  faces  are  so  muffled)  press  to  sec  you, 
And  will  not  be  denied. 

Dor.  Whatc’er  they  are, 

I am  too  old  to  fear. 

Serv.  They  need  no  usher; 

: They  make  their  own  way. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Alcidom 
Dor.  Take  you  yours. — Lisnnder! 

[Dr//  Savant, 

My  joy  to  sec  you,  and  my  sorrow  for 
The  danger  you  arc  in,  contend  so  here, 
(Tho*  different  passions,  nay,  oppos’d  in  na- 
I know  not  which  to  entertain.  [lure) 

Lis.  Your  hate  [ti<  e 

Should  win  the  victory  from  both:  With  jus- 
Yuu  may  look  on  ine  as  a homicide, 

A man  whose  life  is  forfeited  to  th’  law ; 

But  if,  !iow  e’er  l stand  accus’d,  in  thought 
I sinu’d  against  Cleandcr's  life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  the  dishonour  of  vour  daughter, 

M iy  all  tlic  misori<  that  can  tall  on  lunu 
! li  ft’,  nr  hereal'icr,  circle  me! 


»j  1 Vo  such  invention.]  Mr.  Seward  incurred  with  me  in  the  present  alteration.  St/mpsin. 
Voi_  II.  ' 2 N 
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Dor.  To  me 

This  protestation's  u«e!o«s ; l embrace  you, 
As  the  preserver  of  my  life,  the  man 
To  whom  my  son  owes  his;  with  life,  his 
honour : 

And  howsoever  vnur  after  non 

To  my  unhnppv  daughter,  tho*  it  were 

(For  I have  sifted  her)  in  a noble  w av, 

Hath  printed  some  taint  on  her  fame,  and 
brought 

Her  life  in  question;  yet  I would  not  purchase 
The  wish’d  recovery  of  Iter  reputation, 

With  strong  assurance  of  her  innocence 
Be  fore  the  king  her  judge,  w ith  certain  loss 
Of  my  Lisander,  for  whose  life  »,  if  found, 
There’s  no  redemption : My  excess  of  love 
(Tho*  to  enjoy  you  one  short  day  would 
lengthen 

My  life  a dozen  .years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  kine  and  Heaven,  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  lienee  with  all  possible  speed,  and  leave 
Calistn  to  her  fortune, 

Lis.  Oh,  hless’d  saints ! 

Forsake  her  in  affliction?  Can  you 
Be  so  unnatural  to  your  own  blood, 

To  onr  so  well  deserving,  as  to  value 
My  safety  before  hers?  Shall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  mv  guilt  escape 
Unpunish’d?  Does  she  suffer  so  much  for  me, 
For  me  unworthy,  and  shall  I decline 
F.uting  the  hitter  bread  of  banishment. 

The  course  of  justice,  to  draw  out  a life? 

A life?  I stile  it  false,  a living  death. 

Which  being  uncompell’d  laid  down,  will 
clear  her, 

And  write  her  name  anew  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  best  women.  Seek  not  to  dissuade 
I will  not,  like  a careless  poet,  spoil  [me  ! 
The  last  act  of  mv  play,  ’til!  now  applauded, 
By  giving  the  world  just  cause  to  say  I fear’d 
Death,  more  than  loss  of  honour. 

Dor.  But  suppose 

Heav’n  hath  design’d  some  other  saving  means 
For  her  deliv’rnnce? 

Lis.  Other  means?  That  is 
A mischief  above  all  I have  groan’d  under  : 
Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  nivself  bankrupt  ? or  Calistn  owe 
The  least  beholdingness  for  that  which  she. 
On  all  the  bonds  of  gratitude  I’ve  seal’d  to, 
May  challenge  from  me  to  he  freely  tender’d  ? 
Avert  it,  mercy  ! I’ll  go  to  mv  grave 
Without  the  curses  of  my  creditors; 

I’ll  vindicate  her  fair  name,  and  so  cancel 
My  obligation  to  her:  To  the  king, 

To  whom  I stand  accountable  for  the  loss 


[^cf  3.  Scene  1. 

Of  two  of  his  lov’d  subjects’  lives.  I’ll  offer 
Mine  own  in  satisfaction;  to  Heav’n 
I’ll  pay  my  true  repei  lance;  to  the  times 
Present,  and  future,  I’ll  be  register’d 
A memorable  precedent  to  admonish 
Others,  however  valiant,  not  to  trust 
To  their  abi.ities  to  dare  and  do  ; 

And  much  less  for  the  airv  words  of  honour, 
And  false-stamp’d  reputation,  to  «hakc  off 
The  chains  of  the  ir  religion  and  alfeginnce, 
The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 
Societies  and  kingdoms**.  [Exit. 

Dvr.  Let’s  not  leave  him  ; 

His  mind’s  much  troubled. 

Ale.  Were  your  daughter  free, 

(Since  from  her  dangers  his  distraction  ri«es) 
II  is  cause  is  not  so  dt  speratc  for  the  slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthcs,  hut  it  ninv 
Find  passage  to  the  mercy  of  the  king,  [him 
The  motives  urg’d  in  his  defence,  that  forc’d 
To  act  that  bloody  scene. 

Dor.  liwav’n  can  send  aids. 

When  they  are  least  expected.  Let  us  walk  : 
The  hour  of  trial  draws  near. 

Ale.  May  it  end  well!  f£rr«nf. 

Enter  Olinda  and  Lidian. 

Olin . That  for  my  love  you  should  turn 
hermit,  Lidian, 

As  much  amazes  me  as  your  report 
C la  range’s  dead. 

Lid.  Me  is  so,  and  ail  comforts  [buried  ; 
My  youth  can  hope  lor,  madam,  with  him 
Nor  had  I ever  left  my  cell,  hut  that 
He  did  enjoin  me  at  his  death  to  shed 
Some  tears  of  friendship  on  his  monument; 
And  those  last  rites  perform’d,  he  did  b<> 
queatli  you, 

As  the  hest  legacy  a friend  could  give. 

Or  I indeed  could  wish,  to  mv  embraces. 
Olin.  ’J  is  still  more  strange;  is  there  no 
foul  play  in  it? 

I must  confess  I am  not  sorry,  sir, 

For  your  fair  fortune  ; yet  ’tis  lit  I grieve 
I he  most  untimely  death  of  such  a gentleman; 
lie  was  my  worthy  servant. 

Lid.  And  for  this 

Acknowledgment,  if  I could  prize  you  at 
A higher  rate,  1 should ; he  was  my  frit  nd. 
My  dearest  friend. 

Olin.  But  how  should  I he  assur’d,  sir, 
f For  slow  belief  is  the  best  friend  of ‘truth) 

( )f  this  gr  ntleinan’s  death  ? If  I should  credit 
And  afterward  it  full  out  couu*ry,  [it, 
I low  am  I shunt'd!  how  is  your  virtue  tainted! 

I .id.  There  js  a friar  that  came  along  with 
His  business,  to  deliver  you  a letter  |me. 


**  For  whole  ///ir,  if  found.]  T(  hose  is  the  right  reading,  the  other  a manifest  error  of  the 
press.  Symplon. 

Both  folios  read  whose  ! ! ! 
a*  . appointed  to  prefer 

Societies,  etc.]  The  Editors  of  1730  think  it  probable  we  should  read  preserte  instead 
of  prtfcr.  Wo  do  not  conceive  any  variation  necessary,  prefer  meaning  ruoMuiE  the  nr 
tsrut  and  welfare  tf  societies  and  knigdvvt. 
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Act  5.  Scene  1.] 

From  Head  C’larangfe:  You  shall  hear  his 
testimony. 

Father ! my  reverend  father  ’ I/>ok  upon  him ; 
Such  lioly  men  are  authors  of  no  fables. 

Enter  Cl  a range  and  Friar. 

Olin.  They  should  not  lie  ; their  lives  and 
their  opinions, 

Like  brightest  purest  flames,  should  still  burn 
% upwards. 

To  me,  sir  ? [ Cfaratigc  delivers  a letter. 

Clara.  If  you  are  the  fair  Olinda. 

Fnar.  I do  not  like  these  cross  points. 
Clara.  Give  me  leave; 

I'm  nearest  to  myself:  What  1 have  plotted 
Shall  ue  pursu'd;  you  must  not  over-rule  me. 
Olin.  1)' you  put  the  lirst  hand  to  your 
own  undoing  ? 

Play  to  betray  your  game?  Mark  but  this 
letter! 

‘ Lady,  I’m  come  to  claim  your  noble  promise : 

[Reads. 

* If  you  be  mistress  of  your  word,  you’re 

mine ; 

* I’iu  last  return'd.  Your  riddle  is  dissolv’d 

‘ And  I attend  your  faith.  Your  humble  ser- 
vant, Clarange.’ 

Is  this  the  friar  that  saw  him  dead  ? 

Lid.  ’ ris  he ; 

Clarangfe,  on  my  life!  I am  defeated! 

Such  reverend  habits  juggle?  my  true  sorrow 
For  a false  friend,  not  worth  a tear,  derided  ? 
Friar.  You  have  abus’d  my  trust. 

Olin . It  is  not  we!?, 

Nor  like  a gentleman. 

Clara.  All  stratagems 

In  love,  and  that  the  sharpest  war,  are  law  ful, 
liy  your  example,  1 did  change  my  habit, 
Caught  you  in  your  own  toil,  and  triumph 
in  it; 

And  what  by  policy’s  got,  I will  mnintain 
With  valour ! No  i.i sunder  shall  come  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  olf. 

Lid.  Ills  honour’d  name, 

Pronounc’d  by  such  a treacherous  tongue,  is 
tainted. 

Maintain  thy  treason  with  thy  sword?  With 
what 

Contempt  I hear  it!  in  a wilderness 
1 durst  encounter  it,  and  would,  hut  that 
In  my  retired  hours,  (uot  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  shape  was)  I have  learu’d, 
When  justice  may  determine,  such  a cause, 
And  of  such  weight,  as  this  fair  lady  is, 

Must  not  be  put  to  Fortune.  1 appeal 
Unto  tiic  king;  and  he  whose  wisdom  knows 
To  do  his  subjects  right  in  their  estates. 

As  graciously  with  judgment  will  determine 
In  points  of  h mour. 

Olin.  I’ll  steer  the  same  course  with  you. 
Clara.  I'll  stand  the  trial. 


Friar.  What  have  you  done?  or  what 
Intend  you  ? 

CIuki.  Ask  not;  I’ll  come  off  with  honour. 

[ Exeunt . 

Enter  Rcrimtc , Clarinda , Muljurl ; a bar  set 
forth , Officers. 

Ber.  He  constant  in  your  proofs:  Should 
you  shrink  back  now, 

Your  life  must  answer  it ; nor  am  I safe, 

My  honour  being  engag’d  to  make  that  good 
\V  licit  you  affirm 

Cluri.  1 in  confident,  so  dearly 
1 honour'd  my  dead  lord,  that  no  respect. 

Or  of  my  lady’s  bounties,  (which  were  great 
ones, 

I must  confess)  nor  of  her  former  life,  [her) 
(For  w bile  that  she  was  chaste,  indeed  I lov’d 
Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  assistance 
Unto  your  just  revenge — mine  own  I mean.— 

f Aside. 

If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all’s  secure: 
Lisandcr  dares  not  come  in;  modest  blushes 
Parted  with  me  long  since,  and  impudence, 
Arm’d  with  my  hate  unto  her  innocence, 
Shall  he  the  weapou  1 will  tight  with  now. 
Her.  The  rack 

Doing  presented  to  you,  you'll  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  vet. 

AL  iff'.  Conceal?  1 know  nothing 
But  that  I shall  be  bang’d,  and  that  1 look  for: 
It  is  in v destiny ; 1 ev*  r hud 
A hanging  look;  and  a wise*  woman  told  me, 
Tlw*  I hail  not  the  heart  to  do  a deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youth  or  age, 

1 should  take  a turn  with  a wry  mouth;  and 
now  [ballad 

Tis  conic  about.  I have  penn’d  mine  ow  n 
Before  my  condemnation,  in  fear 
Some  rhiiuer  should  prevent  me. — Here’s  my 
lad  y : [hence, 

’Would  I were  in  Heaven, or  a thousand  miles 
That  I might  uot  blush  to  look  on  her! 

Enter  Din-ilaus , Ca/ista,  and  Olinda , 
Dor.  You 

Behold  this*preparatio  *,  and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  right  against  your  life  ; yet  if 
You  bring  no  w itness  here,  that  may  convince 
you  • [hold  up 

Of  breach  of  faith  to  your  lords  bed,  and 
Unspotted  hands  before  the  king,  this  trial 
You  are  to  undergo  w ill  but  relinc, 

And  not  consume,  your  honour. 

Cat.  How  co  . firm’d 
1 am  here,  whatsoever  Ape  falls  on  me, 

You  shall  have  tunple  testimony.  ’1  ill  the 
death 

Of  my  dear  lord  (to  whose  sad  memory 
I pay  a mourning  widow's  tears)  I Jiv’d 
l oo  happy  in  my  holiday  trim  of  gloi  v, 


» Your  riddle  is  Dissolv'd.]  This  confirms,  we  apprehend,  the  conjecture  offered  in  p.  2$7. 
But  should  not  we  read  litre, 

‘ - your  riddle  is  REsolv’d.*  * 
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Anri  courted  with  felicity  that  drew  on  me, 
V i tii  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune, 

1 he  envy,  not  the  love,  of  most  that  knew 
me ; 

Thisinnde  me  to  presume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud  j hut  I aiu  humbled  : And  if  now 
I do  make  it  apparent,  I can  bear 
Adversity  with  such  n constant  patience 
As  will  set  off  my  innocence,  1 hope,  sir. 

In  your  declining  ape,  when  I should  live 
A coinfort  to  you,  you  shall  have  no  cause, 
Howe’er  1 stand  accus’d,  to  hold  your  honour 
Shipwreck’d  in  such  a daughter. 

Olin.  Oh,  best  friend  ! 

My  honour’s  at  the  stake  too;  for 

Dor.  Be  silent; 

The  king ! 

Enter  King,  Lcmurc,  and  Allcndantt. 
IsCin.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  look  upon 
The  prisoner,  and  the  many  services 

llcr  lather  hath  done  for  you 

King.  We  must  look  on  [holding. 

The  cause,  and  not  the  persons.  Vet  be- 
With  an  impartial  eye,  th’  excelling  beauties 
Of  this  fair  lady,  (w  hich  we  did  believe 
Upon  report,  but  till  now  never  saw  'em) 

It  moves  a strange  kind  of  compassion  in  ine. 
Ix*t  us  survey  you  nearer ! bile's  a l«iok 
To  be  with  care  perus’d;  and  ’tis  my  wonder, 
If  such  mishapen  guests  as  Lust  and  Murder, 
At  any  price,  should  ever  find  a lodging 
In  such  a beauteous  inn  ! Mistake  us  not; 
Tho*  wc  admire  the  outward  structure,  if 
The  rooms  be  foul  within,  expect  no  favour. 
I were  no  man,  if  I couldlook  on  beauty 
Distress’d,  without  some  pity;  but  no  king. 
If  any  superficial  gloss  of  feature  [tice. 
Could  work  me  to  decline  the  course  of  jus- 
But  to  the  cause,  Oleander’s  death ! what 
proofs 

Can  you  produce  against  her? 

Bcr.  Royal  sir,  [build 

Touching  that  point,  my  brother's  death,  wc 

On  suppositions 

King.  Suppositioks  ? how? 

Is  such  a lady,  sir,  to  be  condemn’d 
On  suppositions? 

Bcr.  They’re  well-grounded,  sir; 

And  if  wc  make  it  evident  she’s  guilty  [tery, 
Of  the  first  crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adul- 
Tbat  being  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief 
That  murder  was  the  issue. 

King.  We  allow 

It  may  lie  so  ; hut  that  it  may  be,  must  not 
Infer  a necessary  consequence 
To  cast  aw-ay  a lady’s  life.  What  witnesses 
To  make  thw  good  ? 

Bcr.  The  principal,  this  woman. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1, 

For  many  years  her  servant;  she  hath  talon 
Her  oath  in  court.  Come  forward  ! 

King.  By  my  crowu, 

A lying  face ! 

Clari.  1 swore,  sir,  for  the  King; 

And  if  you  are  the  party,  as  I do 
Believe  you  are,  (for  you  have  a good  fare. 
Howeve  r mine  appears)  swearing  for  you,  sir, 
I ought  to  have  my  oath  pass. 

King.  Impudent  too? 

Well,  w’hat  have  you  sworn? 

Clari.  That  this  Indy  was 
A goodly  tempting  lady,  ns  she  is  : [vanf. 

How  thinks  your  majesty?  And  I her  ser- 
Her  othcer,  as  one  would  say.  and  trusted 
With  her  closest  chamber-service;  that  Li- 
sandcr 

Was  a fiue-timber’d  gentleman,  and  active  ; 
That  he  could  do  fine  gambols 
To  make  a lady  merry ; that  this  pair, 

A very  loving  couple,  mutually 
Affected  one  another : So  much  for  them,  sir! 
That  1,  a simple  waiting-woman,  having 
taken 

My  bodily  oath,  the  first  night  of  admittance 
Into  her  ladyship’s  service,  on  her  slippers, 

( That  was  the  book ) to  serve  her  will  in  nil 
things. 

And  to  know  no  religion  hut  her  pleasure, 
(’Tis  not  yet  out  of  fashion  with  some  ladies) 
That  I,  as  the  premises  shew,  being  com- 
manded 

To  do  my  function,  in  conveyance  of 
Lisander  to  her  chamber,  (my  lord  absent. 
On  a pretended  sickness)  did  the  feat, 
fit  cannot  be  denied)  and  at  dead  midnight 
Left  ’em  together:  What  they  did,  some  here 
Can  easily  imagine.  1 have  said,  sir. 

Dor.  1 he  devil’s  oratrix  ! 

King.  Then  you  confess 
You  were  her  bawd? 

Clari.  That's  coarse;  her  agent,  sir. 
King.  So,  goody  Agent!  And  you  think 
there  is 

No  punishment  due  for  your  agentship  ? 

Clari.  Let  her  suffer  first. 

Being  ray  better,  for  adultery. 

And  I’ll  endure  the  mulct  impos'd  on  bawds, 
Call  it  by  the  worst  name. 

Cal.  Live  I to  hear  this? 

King.  Take  her  aside.  Your  answer  to 
this,  Indy. 

Cal.  Hcav  ii  grant  me  patience  ! To  bo 
thus  confronted 

(Oh,  pardon,  royal  sir,  a woman’s  passion  !) 
By  one  (and  this  the  worstof  ray  misfortunes) 
That  was  roy  slave,  but  never  to  such  ends, 
sir>  . 

Would,  give  a statue  motion  into  fury. 


36  Courted  with  felicity."]  The  whole  seusc  of  die  passage  calls  manifestly  for  a change  of, 
‘ Courted  with  felicity.’ 

Into  ‘ Sported  with  felicity.’  Sympson. 

4 Courted  with  felicity*  is  here  used  (rather  licentiously)  for  ‘courted  hy  felicity,’  gives 
very  good  sense*,  and  calls  for  no  change. 
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Let  ray  past  life,  my  actions,  nay  intentions, 
Be  by  my  grand  accuser  justly  censur’d, 

(For  her  1 scorn  to  answer)  and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  truth 
In  that  she  urges,  then  I will  confess 
A guilty  cause.  The  people’s  voice,  which  is 
The  voice  of  truth,  iny  husband’s  tenderness 
In  bis  affection  to  me,  fthnt,  no  dotage, 

But  a reward  of  humbleness)  the  friendship 
Echo'd  thro’  Frauce  between  him  and  Li- 
sander,  [sence, 

All  make  against  her.  For  him  in  his  ab- 
( Whatever  imputation  it  draw  on  me)  [me, 
I must  take  leave  to  speak : 'Tis  true,  he  lov’d 
But  not  in  such  a wanton  way;  his  reason 
Master’d  his  passions:  I grant  I had 
At  midnight  couf’rcncc  with  him ; hut  if  he 
Ever  receiv’d  a further  favour  from  inc 
Than  what  a sister  might  give  to  n brother, 
May  I sink  quick ! And  thus  much,  (did  he 
know 

The  shame  I suffer  for  him,  with  the  loss 
Of  his  life  for  appearing)  on  my  soul, 
lie  would  maintain. 

Enter  Lisander  and  Alcidon, 

Lis.  And  will,  thou  clear  example 
Of  women’s  pureness ! 

King.  Tho’  we  hold  her  such, 

Thou  hast  express'd  thyself  a desp'rate  fool, 
To  thrust  thy  head  into  the  lion's  jaws, 

The  justice  of  thy  king. 

Lis.  I came  prepar’d  for’t, 

And  offer  up  a guilty  life  to  clear  ["to ; 

Her  innocence  : The  oath  she  took,  I swear 
And  for  Oleander's  death,  to  purge  myself 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me, 

Or  that  she  had  a hand  in't,  I ran  prove 
That  fatal  night  when  he  in’s  own  house  fell, 
And  many  days  before,  I was  distant  from  it 
A long  day’s  journey. 

dart.  I am  caught.  [Aside, 

her.  If  so, 

How  came  your  sword  into  this  steward’s 
Stand  forth.  [hnnds? 

Mat/.  I have  heard  nothing  that  you  spake ; 
T know  I must  die;  and  what  kind  of  death 
Tray  you  resolve  me;  I shall  go  away  else 
In  a qualm ; I’m  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon , Servants , and  Guard. 
King.  Carry  him  off; 

His  fear  will  kill  him.  [Mat/,  carried  oft'. 

Dor.  Sir,  ’twas  my  ambition, 

My  daughter’s  reputation  being  wounded 
1'  tli’  general  opinion,  to  have  it 
Cur’d  by  a public  trial;  l had  else 
Forborne  your  majesty's  trouble.  I’ll  bring 
forth 

Clcander's  murderer ; in  a wood  I heard  him, 
As  I rode  sadly  by,  unto  himself,  [none, 
With  some  compunction,  tho’  this  devil  bad 
Lament  what  he  had  done,  cursing  her  lust 
'I'hat  drew  him  to 'that  bloody  fact. 

Leon.  To  lessen 


The  foulness  of  it,  (for  which  I know  justly 
I am  to  suffer)  and  with  my  last  breath 
To  free  these  innocents,  I do  confess  all, 
This  wicked  woman  only  guilty  with  roe. 
Clari.  I s' t come  to  this?  Thou  puling  rogue ! 
die  thou  [laws 

With  ‘prayers  in  thy  mouth  ; I'll  curse  the 
By  which  I suffer!  All  I grieve  for  is. 

That  I die  unreveng’d. 

Ison.  But  one  word  more,  sir, 

And  I have  done  : I was  by  accident  where 
Lisander  met  with  Cloridon  and  Chryaanthes, 
Was  an  ear-witness  when  he  sought  t or  peace, 
Nay,  begg'd  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
Almost  find  credit,  his  past  deeds  consider’d; 
But  they,  deaf  to  his  reasons,  sev’rally 
Assaulted  him ; but  such  was  his  good  fortune. 
That  both  fell  under  it.  Upon  my  death 
I take  it  uncompell'd,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  ends  ; and  he,  uguinst 
His  will,  the  instrument. 

Ate.  This  I will  swear  too; 

For  I was  not  far  off. 

Dor.  They  have  ail  edg'd 
As  much  to  wake  your  sleeping  mercy,  sir, 
As  all  the  advocates  of  France  can  plead 
In  his  defence. 

Kingi  The  criminal  judge  shall  sentence 
These  to  their  merits.  With  mine  own  hand, 
lady, 

I take  you  from  the  bar,  and  do  myself 
Pronounce  you  innocent. 

[Leon  and  darinda  taken  away  guarded. 
Alt.  Long  live  the  King ! 

King.  And,  to  confirm  you  stand  high  in 
our  favour, 

And  as  some  recom pence  for  what  you  have 
With  too  much  rigour  in  your  trial  suffer'd, 
Ask  what  you  please,  becoming  me  to  grant. 
And  be  possess’d  uf't. 

Cal.  Sir,  I dare  not  doubt 
Your  royal  promise;  in  a king  it  is 
A strong-  assurance ; that  emboldeus  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon 
Lisander's  pardon  ! 

Dor.  My  good  genius 
Did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Lcrn.  At  your  feet  thus  prostrate, 

I second  her  petition. 

Ale.  Never  king 

Pour’d  forth  his  mercy  on  a worthier  subject. 
Her.  To  witness  my  repentance,  for  the 
wrong 

In  my  unjust  suspicion  I did  both, 
l join  in  the  some  suit. 

Lis.  The  life  you  give, 

Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  service, 
Shall  be  against  your  enemies  employ’d, 

Not  hazarded  in  brawls. 

Alt.  Mercy,  dread  sir!  [reasons 

King.  So  many  pressing  me,  and  with  such 
Moving  compassion,  1 hope  it  will  not 
Be  censur’d  levity  in  me,  tho’  1 borrow 
In  this  from  justice,  to  relieve  my  mercy; 

I grant  bis  panion  at  your  intercession, 


Digitized  by  Google 


fra 


THE  LOVERS’  PROGRESS. 


[Act  5.  Scene  1. 


But  still  on  this  condition  : You,  Lisandcr, 

In  expiation  of  your  guilt,  shall  huild  [thes; 
A monument  for  my  Cloridou  and  Chrysan- 
And  never  henci  forth  draw  a sword,  hut  when 
By  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  FIower-de-Luce ; and,  after  one  year’s 
Sorrow  j fate, 

For  your  dear  friend  (Meander's  wretched 
Marry  Cahsta. 

Enter  IJdian. 

Lis.  On  your  sacred  hand, 

I vow  to  do  it  seriously. 

Lid-  Great  sir,  stay  ! 

Leave  not  your  seat  of  justice,  ’till  vou  have 
Giv’n  sentence  in  a cause  as  much  important 
As  this  you  have  determin'd.  ^ 

King.  Lidian  ? 

Enter  Clarangr  and  Friar. 

Lid.  He,  sir, 

Your  humblest  subject.  I accuse  C la  range 
Of  falshood  in  true  friendship  at  the  height ; 
We  both  were  suitors  to  this  lady,  both 

Enjoin'd  one  penance 

Clara . Trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unnecessary  repetition, 

Of  what  the  court’s  familiar  with  already. 

31  Interest  to  /icr.] 


King.  Claranpb! 

Dor.  With  a shaven  crown  P 
Olin.  Most  strange ! 

Clara.  Look  on  thy  rival — your  late  ser- 
vant. madam. 

But  now  devoted  to  a better  mistress. 

The  ( hurch,  whose  orders  I have  took  upon 
me : 

I here  deliver  up  my  interest  in  her37, 

And  what  was  got  with  cunning  (as  yon 
thought) 

F simply  thus  surrender.  Heretofore, 

You  did  outstrip  me  in  the  race  of  friendship ; 
I am  your  equal  now. 

Dor.  A suit  soon  ended  ! 

Clara.  And  joining  thus  your  hands,  (I 
know  both  willing) 

I may  do  in  the  church  my  friar’s  office 
In  marrying  you. 

Lid.  The  victory  is  yours,  sir. 

King,  it  is  a glorious  one,  and  well  sets  off 
Our  scene  of  mercy.  To  the  dead  w e tender 
Our  sorrow  ; to  the  living,  ample  wishes 
Of  future  happiness.  Ti*  a King's  duty 
To  prove  himself  a father  to  his  subjects  ; 
And  1 shall  hold  it,  if  this  will  succeed, 

A meritorious  and  praise-worthy  deed. 

[ Exeunt. 

Former  editions. 


EPILOGUE. 


STILL  doubtful,  and  perplex’d  too,  whether 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  history,  [he 
The  Poet  sits  within;  since  he  must  know  it, 
}Je,  with  respect,  desires  that  you  would 
shew  it 


Bv  some  accustom’d  sign ; if  from  our  action, 
Or  his  endeavours,  you  meet  satisfaction, 
With  ours  he  hath  his  ends;  we  liope  llit 
best. 

To  make  that  certainty  in  you  doth  rest. 
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THE  PILGRIM: 

A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  GarJincr  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  alone.  In  the  year 
1 700,  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  altered  it,  at  the  desire  of  Mr.  Dryden,  for  whose  benefit  it  was 
then  represented  at  the  Theatre- Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Mr.  Dryden  added  to  it  a Pro” 
logue,  Epilogue,  Dialogue,  and  Masque,  which  were  the  Inst  productions  of  his  Muse. 
The  Play,  with  Vanbrugh's  alterations,  hath  been  performed  at  Covent-Garden  Theatre 
within  a very  few  years  past.  It  was  acted  at  Drury-Lano  Theatre  also,  while  under  Mr. 
Garrick’s  management.  The  Pilgrim  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  of  i047. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Governor  <tf  Segovia. 

Verdugo,  a Captain  under  him. 

Alphonso,  an  old  ungry  Gentleman. 

ClTRlo,  ) tuo  Gentlemen , Friends  to  Al- 
Seberto,  \ phonso. 

Pedro,  The  Pilgrim,  a noble  Gentleman, 
Si'rvant  to  Alinda . 

An  Old  Pilgrim.  [Ort//<m\<. 

Ronmioo,  Rival  to  Pedro,  Captain  of  the 

J \QCFS  } Outlaws  under  Rodtrigo. 

A Gentleman  of  the  Country . 


M aster  and  Keepers  of  the  mad  Folks . 

A Scholar, 

A Parson, 

An  Englishman, 

Jen  KIN,  a Welshmun , 

Courtiers , Porter , three  Gentlemen , and 
four  Peasants. 

Alinda,  Daughter  to  A/phonsn. 

JULLTTA,  Alttidu  s Aluid,  a witty  Lmss. 
Fool. 

Ladies. 


Mud  men. 


SCENE,  Spain. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  A l phonso.  Curio,  and  Scberto. 
Curio.  CIGNOR  Alpbonso,  ye’re  too  rug- 
^ god  to  her, 

Believe't.  too  full  of  harshness. 

A/ph.  Yes,  it  se  ems  so  ! 

Sth.  A father  ofso  sweet  a child,  so  happy, 
(Fy,  sir!)  so  excellent  in  all  endowments, 

In  blessedness  of  beauty,  such  a mirror. 
Afph.  She  is  a fool;  away  • 

Stb.  Can  you  he  angry  ? 
fan  any  wind  blow  rough,  upon  a blossom 
So  fair  an  1 tender?  Can  a father’s  nature, 

A noble  father’;!  too 

Aiuh.  All  this  is  hut  prating: 

Ix*t  her  be  rul’d ; let  her  observe  my  humour; 
With  my  eyes  let  her  see;  with  my  ears  list- 
en : 

I am  her  father ; I begot  her,  bred  her, 

And  [ will  make  her  - - — 

Curio.  No  doubt,  you  may  compel  her ; 
But  what  a mischievous  unhappy  fortune 


as  com- 


May  wmt  upon  this  wnl  of  yours! 
moldy 

Such  forcings  ever  end  in  hates  and  ruins 

Alph.  L’t  not  uinan  I wish  her  to?  a strong 
»'»n?  (gentleman  * 

\\  hut  can  she  have?  what  would  she  have?  u 
A young  man?  and  an  aide  man  ? a rich  man  ? 
A handsome  man?  a valiant  man?  d'you 
mark  me?  _ [gallant,. 

None  ol  your  piecd  companions,  your  pin'd 
l liat  fly  to  litters',  with  cv'ry  flaw  of  weather- 
None  of  your  impt  bravadoes:  What  can  she 
ask  more  ? 

Is't  not  a mettled  man,  fit  for  a woman  ? > 

A strong-chin'd  mail  ? I'll  not  be  fool'd,  nor 
Hurled ! 


Seb.  1 grant  you,  Hoderigo  is  all  these. 
And  a brave  gentleman  : Alust  it  therefor, 
follow 

Upon  necessity  she  must  dote  upon  him? 
Wdl  you  allow  no  liberty  in  ctiusiug  ? 

Curio.  Alas!  she's  tender  vs t. 

Alph.  Enough,  enough,  enough,  sir; 


1 Fitters .J  See  n ite  « on  Ti.e  Custom  of  the  Country. 
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She's  malleable,  she’ll  endure  the  hammer: 
And  why  not  that  strong  workman  that  strikes 
deepest?  [vantage, 

Let  me  know  that:  She’s  fifteen,  with  the 
And  if  she  he  not  read  v now  for  manage — — 
Seb.  You  know  he  js  a banish'd  man,  an 
outlaw,  * [bloody 

And  how  he  lives;  his  nature  rough,  and 
By  customary  rapines : Now,  her  sweet  hu- 
mour, 

That  is  as  easy  as  a calm,  and  peaceful ; 

All  her  affections,  like  the  dews  on  roses; 
Fair  as  the  tlowers  themselves,  a*  sweet  and 
gentle; 

llow  would  you  have  these  meet? 

Alph.  A-hed,  a-bed.  sir: 

Let  her  he  the  fairest  rose,  and  the  sweetest, 
Yet  1 know  this  lair  rose  must  have  her 
prickles. 

I grant  you,  Roderigo  is  an  outlaw  ; 

An  easy  composition  calls  him  in  again, 
lie  is  a valiant  man,  and  he’s  a rich  man, 
And  loves  the  fool ; a little  rough  by  custom; 
She'll  like  him  ten  times  better.  She’ll  dote 
upon  Inin,  [him: 

(If  e’er  they  come  to  grappling)  run  mad  for 
Hut  there's  another  in  the  w ind,  some  cas- 
trel,  , 

That  hovtVs  over  her,  and  dares  her  daily  \ 
Siime  fiickriug  slave ! 

Curio.  I dare  not  think  so  poorly. 

Alph.  Something  there  is,  and  must  be; 
but  I shall  scent  it. 

And  hunt  it  narrowly. 

Seb.  I never  saw  her  yet 
Make  offer  at  the:  least  glance  of  affection, 

Hut  still  so  modest,  wise 

Alph.  They’re  wise  to  gull  us. 

There  was  a fellow,  old  Fernando's  son, 

(1  must  confess  handsome,  but  iny  enemy, 
And  the  whole  family  I lm?e) young  Pedro; 
That  fellow  1 have  seen  her  gaze  upon, 

And  turn,  mid  gaze  again,  and  make  such 
offers 

As  if  she’d  shoot  her  eyes  like  meteors  at  him : 
But  that  cause  stands  remov'd. 

Curio.  You  need  not  doubt  him, 

For  long  since  (as  ’twos  thought,  on  a griev’d 
couscier.ee) 

He  left' his  father,  and  his  friends;  more  pity ! 
For  truth  reports  he  was  a noble  gentleman. 

Alph.  Let  him  be  w hat  he  will,  he  was  a 
And  there  I’ll  leave  him.  [beggar  ! 

Seb.  The  more  the  court  must  answer. 

But  certainly  1 think,  tho’  she  might  favour 
him,  [man) 

And  love  his  goodness,  (as  he  was  an  honest 
She  never  with  loose  eyes  stuck  on  his  person. 
Alph.  She  is  so  full  of  conscience  too,  and 
charity, 

And  outward  holiness,  she  will  undo  me; 


[Act  i.  Scene  l. 

Relieves  more  beggars  than  an  hospital; 

And  all  poor  rogues,  that  can  but  say  their 
prayers. 

And  turn  tiieir  pipes  to  lamentations, 

Enter  Alinda  and  Julclla. 

She  thinks  she's  bound  to  dance  to. — Good" 
morrow  to  you  ! [mind, 

And  that’s  as  you  deserve  too ! You  know  my 
And  study  to  observe  it;  do  it  chearfully, 
And  readily,  anti  home  ! 

Alin.  I shall  obey  you; 

But,  noble  sir [tones, 

Alph.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  flat- 

Ami  your  fine  phrases 

Curio.  ’Pray  you  be  gentle  to  her. 

Alph.  1 know  ’em,  and  know  your  feats! 
If  you  will  find  me 

Noble  and  loving,  seek  me  in  your  duty ; 
You  know  I'm  too  indulgent! 

Seb.  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 

Alph.  To  your  devotions ! I take  no  good 
tiling  from  you. 

Come,  gentlemen,  leave  pitying  and  moan- 
itl£  of  her,  [whams: 

And  praising  of  her  virtues,  and  her  whiui- 
It  makes  her  proud,  and  sturdy.  [Exit. 

Scb.  Curio.  Good  hours  wait  on  you! 

[Exeunt. 

Alin.  I thank  ye,  gentlemen : I want  such 
comforts.  [city 

I would  thank  you  too,  father,  but  your  cru- 

Hath  almost  made  me  senseless  of  my  duty; 
Yet  still  I must  know — 'would  I had  known 
nothing ! 

What  jmor  attend  my  charity  to-day,  wench? 
Jul.  Of  all  sorts,  madam ; your  opeu- 
handed  bounty 

Makes  'em  flock  every  hour:  Some  worth 
your  pity, 

Rut  others  that  have  made  n trade  of  begging. 
Alin.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  I must 
give  it : 

It  takis  away  the  holy  use  of  charity 
To  examine  wants. 

Jul.  I would  you  wrould  be  nierrv  ! 

A chearful-giving  hand,  as  I think,  madam, 
Requires  a heart  as  chearful. 

Alin.  Alas,  Julettu, 

What  is  there  to  be  merry  at?  what  joy  now. 
Unless  we  fool  our  own  afflictions. 

And  make  them  shew  ridiculous? 

Jul.  Sure,  madam,  [married, 

You  could  not  seem  thus  serious,  if  you  wer« 
Thus  sad,  and  full  of  thoughts. 

Alin.  Married?  to  whom,  wench? 

Thou  think'st  if  there  be  a young  handsome 
fellow,  [then. 

As  those  are  plentiful,  our  cares  are  quench'd 
Jul.  Mudam,  I think  a lusty  handsome 
fellow. 


* And  dares  her  duily.~\  i.  e.  makes  her  afraid.  Sympxon. 

This  is  a strange  way  of  acquiring  a preference. — A caslrel  is  a mean  kind  of  hawk,  and 
dare , in  terms  of  hawkiug,  signifies  to  allure. 
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Act  1.  Scene  2.] 

IT  he  he  kind  and  lovinc,  and  a right  one, 

Is  ev'n  as  good  a pill  to  purge  this  melancholy, 
As  ever  Galen  gave;  I’m  sure  more  natural, 
And  merrier  lor  the  heart,  than  wine  and 
saffron : 

Madam, a wanton  youth  is  such  a cataplasm — 
Aiin.  WV  has ’Leon  thy  tutor,  wench? 
Jut . F.v'n  my  own  thoughts,  lady; 

For  tito*  I be  harr'd  the  liberty  of  talking. 
Yet  I can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the 
murk,  madam : 

’Faith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

At  in.  Who  will  have  me? 

Who  will  be  troubled  with  a tettish  girl?[ful) 
(It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  vice  expence- 
Who  can  assure  himself  l shall  live  honest? 
Jut.  Let  ev’ry  man  take  his  fortune. 

Aiin.  And,  o’  my  conscience, 

■ If  once  I grow  to  breeding,  a whole  kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  stock. 

Jut.  The  more  the  merrier: 

Tis  brave  to  be  a mother  of  new  nations. 
Aiin.  Why,  [ should  bury  a hundred 
husbands. 

Jut.  Tis  no  matter,  • * [you. 

As  long  as  you  leave  sufficient  men  to  stock 
Alin.  Is  this  thy  mirth?  are  these  the  joys 
of  marriage  ? [menu? 

Away,  light- headed  fool!  are  these  conteut- 

If  1 could  find  a man 

Jut.  You  may,  a thousand. 

Aiin.  Mere  men  I know  1 may : And  there 
a woman 

Has  liberty  (at  least  she’ll  venture  for  it) 

To  be  a monster,  and  become  the  time  too  ; 
But  to  enjoy  a man,  from  whose  example, 

A»  from  a compass,  we  may  steer  our  for- 
tunes. 

Our  actions,  arid  our  age,  and  safe  arrive  at 
A memory  that  siiali  Become  our  allies, 

Such  things  are  few,  and  far  to  seek  ; to  find 
one  [Woman, 

That  can  hut  rightly  manage  the  wild  beast 
And  sweetly  govern  her* — Rut  no  more  of 
this,  wench; 

’Tis  not  for  thy  discourse:  Let’s  in,  and  see 
What  poor  afflicted  wait  our  charity. 

[Eeeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  a Porter,  Jour  Beggars,  Pedro , and 

Old  Pilgrim. 

Por.  Stand  off,  and  keep  your  ranks! 
Twenty  foot  further;  [cretiou. 

There  louse  yourselves  with  reason  and  d s- 
Thc  sun  shiues  warm  ; the  further  still  the 
better:  Igerous. 

Your  beasts  will  boltonon,  and  then  Vis  dau- 
i Peg.  Ileav’n  bless  our  mistress! 

Par.  Does  the-  crack  go  thut  way  ? 

Twill  be  o'  tb’  other  side  anon. 

* And  sweetly  govern  with  her.]  We  have,  c< 
ted  the  word  with,  as  materially  injuring  the 
Mol.  II. 


2  Beg.  Tray  you,  friend 

Por.  Your  friend  ? and  why  your  friend  ? 
Why,  good  man  Turncoat,  [me  ; 

What  dost  thou  see  within  me,  or  without 

Or  what  itch  dost  thou  know  upon  me,  tell 
me,  [like? 

That  1 should  be  thy  friend  ? What  do  I look 

Any  of  thy  acquaintance  hung  in  gibbets? 

Hast  thou  any  friends,  kindred,  or  alliance. 

Or  any  higher  ambition  than  an  alms-basket  ? 

2 Beg.  I would  he  your  worship’s  friend. 

Por.  So  you  shall,  sirrah, 

When  I quarter  the  same  louse  with  you. 

3 Beg.  * I’is  twelve  o’clock. 

Por.  Tis  ever  so  with  thee,  when  th’  hast 
done  scratching, 

For  that  provokes  thy  stomach  to  ring  noon. 

Oh,  the  infinite  seas  of  porridge  thou  hast 
swallow’d  ! 

And  yet  thou  look’st  as  if  they  had  been  but 
clistcrs: 

Thou  feed's!  abundance,  thou  hadst  need  of 
sustenance. 

Alms  do  you  call  it  to  relieve  these  rascals? 

Nothing  but  ugeii'rai  rot  of  sheep  can  satisfy 
’em ! 

Enter  Alphvnto,  Curio , and  Seberto. 

Alph.  Did  not  I tell  you,  how  she  would 
undo  me? 

What  marls  of  rogues  and  beggars ! 

Scb.  It  is  charity: 

Methinks  jrou  are  bound  to  love  her  for — — 

Alph.  \es,  I warrant  you  ! 

If  men  could  sail  to  Ileav’n  in  porridge-pots, 

With  masts  of  beef  and  mutton,  what  a 
voyage  should  I make  ! 

What  are  ail  these? 

1 Beg.  Poor  people,  an’l  like  your  wor- 
ship ! 

2 Beg.  Wretched  poor  people ! 

3 Big.  Very  hungry  people ! 

Alph.  And  very  lousy. 

4 Beg.  Yes,  forsooth,  so,  so. 

Por.  I’ll  undertake  five  hundred  head 
about  ’em, 

And  that’s  no  needy  grasier. 

Alph.  What  arc  you  ? 

Old  Pit.  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder 
at  your  charity, 

Yet  people  poor  enough  to  beg  a blessing. 

Curio.  Use  them  with  favour,  sir;  their 
shows  are  reverend. 

It  seems  ye’re  holy  pilgrims? 

Old  PH.  You  euess  right,  sir ; 

And  hound  fur  off,  to  offer  our  devotions. 

Alph.  What  make  ye  this  way?  We  keep 
no  relics  here, 

Nor  holy  shrines. 

OU  Pit.  The  holiest  we  e’er  heard  of; 

You  keep  a living  monument  of  goodness, 

A daughter  of  that  pious  excellence, 

trary  to  the  authority  of  all  the  copies,  ouiit- 
ene  of  this  passa^<.-. 
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The  very  shrines  of  saints  sink 4 at  her  virtues. 
Anil  sweat  5 they  cannot  hold  pace  wit!)  her 
pieties.  feyes, 

'Ve  come  to  see  this  lady  ; not  with  prophanc 
Nor  wanton  hiood»,  to  dote  upon  her  beau- 
ties, [nigs. 

But,  thro* our  tedious  ways,  to  beg  her  bless- 
Alph.  This  is  a new  way  of  begging,  and 
a neat  one,  [too: 

And  this  cries  money  for  reward  ; good  store 
These  commendations  beg  not  with  bag,  and 
bottle.  [men, 

Well, well,  the  sainting  of  this  woman, gcntlc- 
I know  what  it  must  come  to ; these  women- 
saints  fhe-eaint 

Are  plaguy  heavy  saints,  they  out-weigh  a 
Three  thousand  tfiick  ; I know,  I feel. 

Seb'.  You’re  more  afraid  than  hurt,  sir. 
Alph.  Have  you  your  commendations 
ready  too? 

He  bows  and  nods. 

Curio.  A handsome  well-built  person.1  t 
* Alph.  What  counti'y-craver art*  you  i — No- 
thing but  motion  ? 

A puppet-pilgrim  ? 

Old  Pit.  He’s  a stranger,  sir  ; 

This  four  days  1 have  travclfd  in  his  company, 
But  little  of  his  business,  or  his  language, 

As  yet  I’ve  understood. 

Seb.  Both  young  and  hnndsoine  ; 

Only  the  sun  has  been  too  saucy  with  liim. 
Alph.  Would  you  have  m-mey,  sir,  or 
meat?  what  kind  of  blessing 
Does  your  devotion  look  for? — Still  more 
ducking!  [only? 

Be  there  any  saints  that  understand  by  signs 
More  motion  yet? — This  is  the  prettiest  Pil- 
_ Brim»  ’ 

The  pink  of  Pilgrims  1 I’ll  be.  for  you,  sir: 
Do  you  discourse  with  signs?  You're  heartily 
welcome, 

A poor  viaticum  ! — Very  good  gold,  sir ; 

But  holy  men  affect  a better  treasure:  [less, 
I kept  it  for  your  goodness ; but,  neverthc- 
Since  it  can  prove  but  burdensome  to  your 
holiness, 

.And  you  affect  light  prayer,  fit  for  carriage, 
I'll  put  this  up  again. 

Curio  You're  too  unrevcrcut ; 

You  talk  too  broad*. 


[Act  t.  Secret. 

Alph.  Must  I give  wav,  and  wealth  too, 
To  every  toy,  that  carries  a grave  seeming? 
Must  my  good  angels  wait  on  him  ?— If  the 
proud  lidding  7 [duty, 

Would  yield  but  to  my  will,  and  know  her 
I know  what  I would  suffer. 

Seb.  Good  sir,  be  patient!  [you, 

The  wrongs  you  do  these  men  may  light  on 
Too  heavy  too;  and  then  you’ll  wish  you’d 
said  less : 

A comely  and  sweet  usage  heroines  strangers. 
Alph.  We  shall  have  half  the  kingdom 
strangers  shortly, 

An  this  fond  prodigality  he  suffer’d  ; [rah. 
But  I must  be  an  ass  ! See  ’em  reliev’d,  sir- 
If  I were  young  again,  I would  sooner  get 
hr  nr- whelps, 

And  safer  too,  than  any  of  these  she-saints! 
But  I will  break  her. 

Curio.  Such  a face,  for  certain  ! [cozen'd. 
Stb.  Mr  thinks  I've  seen  it  too  ; hut  we  are 
But  fair  !»efall  thee,  Pilgrim  ! thou  lookVt- 
lovely.  [ F.nt. 

Por.  Will  ye  troop  up,  yc  porridge  res- 
ident ? 

Captain  PoorVrpiarter,  will  ye  move? 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juletta. 

Alin.  You  dull  knave. 

Are  not  these  wretches  served  vet? 

Beggars.  ’Bless  my  mistress : [miseries? 

Alin . Do  you  make  sport,  sir,  with  their 
You  drowsy  rogue! 

Por.  They  are  too  high  fed,  madam  ; 
Their  stomachs  are  asleep  yet. 

Alin.  Serve  ’em  plentifully,  [sirrah! 

Or  I’ll  sene  you  out  next;  e’en  out  of  doors, 
And  serve  ’em  quickly  too. 

Beggar*.  Ileav’n  bless  the  Indy! 

A/in.  Bless  the  good  end  I mean  it  for. 
Jut.  I would  1 knew  it!  [too. 

If  it  he  for  any  man's  sake.  I’ll  cry  1 Amen* 
Well,  madam,  you’ve  e’en  as  pretty  a port 

of  pensioners*' [handsomer; 

Alin.  Vain-glory  would  seek  more,  and 
But  i appeal  to  Virtue  what  my  end  is. 

[ Exeunt  Beggar*. 

What  men  arc  these? 

Jul.  It  seems,  they’re  holy  Pilgrims,  [ance ! 
That  handsome  youth  should  suffer  such  a peu- 


4 Shrines  of  mints  sink  at ] The  Poet  probably  designed  to  say  shrink.  Sytnpson. 

a And  swear  they  cannot  &c.]  S neat  is  undoubtedly  the  true  word,  being  the  proper  me- 
taphor to  shrines.  Serrard. 

* Alph.  Ye  talk  too  broad.  J These  words  arc,  we  think,  the  conclusion  of  Curio's  speech, 
and  that  Alphonso's  begins  with,  Must  1 give  way,  dec. 

7 /Hiding.]  i.  c.  A pitiful  mean  woman.  The  word  is  used  in  Shakespeare’s  Romeo  and 
Juliet: 

* Out  on  her,  /aiding  !* 

(speaking  of  Juliet)  says  Capulet. 

Port  of  pensioners The  sense  of  the  place  is  plain,  though  the  manner  of  expression  i* 
difficult.  In  cases  of  criticism,  of  such  a nature  ns  this  before  us,  we  may  oftener  say  with 
certainty,  this  or  that  is  wrong,  than  what  we  would  substitute  in  its  room  is  right.  So  here, 
though  I think  1 may  justly  condemn  port9  yet  whether  sort , or  cohort,  or  neither,  is  the 
true  lection,  must  be  left  to  the  judgement  of  the  candid  and  ingenious  reader.  Symptom 
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Act  1.  Soenc  t.] 


•Would  I were  c’cn  the  saint  they  make  their 

TOWS  to! 

How  easily  I would  grant ! 

Old  Pit.  licavVs  grace  in-wheel  you, 

Ami  all  good  thoughts  and  prayers  dwell  a- 
bout  you ! 

Abundance  l»e  your  friend  ! and  holy  Charity 
Be  ever  at  your  hand,  to  crown  you  glorious  ! 

Alin.  I thank  you,  sir.  Peace  guide  your 
travels  too,  [bios ! 

And  what  youwish  for  most, end  all  your  trou- 
Reraeniher  me  by  this;  and  in  your  prayers, 
When  your  strong  heart  melts,  mediate  my 
poor  fortunes.  [service! 

Old  Pil.  All  my  devotions  wait  upon  your 

Alin.  Are  you  of  this  country,  sir? 

Old  IJil..  Yes,  worthiest  lady, 

But  far  olT bred;  my  fortunes  further  from  me. 

A tin.  Gentle®,  1 dare  believe? 

Old  Pil.  i have  liv’d  freer.  [rious. 

Alin.  Pin  no  inquisitor  ; that  were  too  cu- 
Whatever  vow  or  penance  pulls  you  on,  sir, 
Conscience,  or  love, or  stubborn  disobedience, 
The  saint  you  kneel  in,  hear,  and  case  your 
travels ! 

CiJ  Pit.  Yours  ne’er  begin ! and  thus  I 
seal  my  prayers.  [Kiit. 

Alin.  How  constantly  this  man  looks  ! how 
he  sighs ! 

Some  great  afflic  tion  hutches  his  devotions. 
Right  holy  sir— -How  young,  and  sweet  he 
suffers  ! 

Jut.  'Would  I might  suffer  with  him! 

Alin.  He  turns  from  us. 


Alas,  he  weeps  too!  Something  presses  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not.  Sir,  be  com- 
forted; - [sir, 

You  conic  for  that,  and  take  it.  If ’t  lie  waut, 
To  me  you  appear  so  worthy  of  relieving, 

1 am  your  steward:  fepeak,  and  take,  lie’s 
dumb  still ! 

Now,  as  1 have  a faith,  this  man  so  stirs  me, 
His  modesty  makes  me  afraid  1 have  tres- 
pass’d. 

Jul  'Would  he  would  stir  ine  too ! I like 
his  shape  well. 

Alin.  Maybe  he’d  speak  alone  : Go  off, 
Juletta. 

(Afflicted  hearts  fear  their  own  motions) 

Be  not  far  off. 

Jul.  ’Would  I were  nearer  to  him! 

A young  smug  handsome  holiness  1ms  no  fel- 
low. [ Exit. 

Alin.  Why  do  you  grieve?  Do  you  find 
your  penance  sharp?  [you  ? 

Or  are  the  vows  you’ve  made  too  mighty  for 
Does  not  the  world  allure  you  to  look  hack. 
Ami  sorrow  for  the  sweet  time  you  have  lost? 
You’re  young,  and  fair:  Be  not  deluded,  sir; 
A tuaniy  made-up  heart  contemns  these  sha- 
dows, [fears. 

And  yours  appears  no  less:  Griefs  for  your 
For  hours  i!!-spent,  for  wrongs  done  rash  and 
rudely, 

l or  foul  contempts,  for  faiths  ill  violated,' 
Become  tears  well10;  (1  dare  not  task  you$ 
goodness) 

And  then  a sorrow  shevys  in  his  true  glory, 


• Gentle .]  i.  e.  (according  to  the  old  acceptation)  a gentleman , 

" Griefs  for  your  fears, 

For  hours  ill  spent,  fitr  wrongs  done  rush  und  rudely , 

Fur  foul  contempts,  for  faiths  ill  violated. 

become  fears  urll; J Fears  in  the  last  line  is  undoubtedly  corrupt,  and  /ears  evi- 

dently the  true  word.  But  years  also  in  the  first  line  looks  very  suspiciously:  Sins  is  tiia 
properest  word ; and  i have  often  found  the  late  editions  make  as  great  changes  in  words 
as  from  sins  to Jean,  and  the  first  editor  or  transcriber  might  do  the  same:  But  as  there  is  a 
word  often  used  by  our  Author,  which  changing  only  an  / to  a /,  gives  propriety  to  the  text, 
that  seems  most  probable : I conjecture  therefore, 

« Griefs  for  your feats,f 

i.  e.  actions,  as  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen, 

*  give  me  words, 

* Such  as  you’ve  shew ’d  inn  feat  J Seward. 

Mr.  Seward’s  conjecture,  however  ingenious,  1 cannot  entirely  agree  to  ; the  reasons  are 
not  many,  nor  difficult  to  he  conceived. 

My  good  friend,  by  rcading/eufr,  was  not  aware  of  making  the  Poet  guilty  of  tautology, 
seeing  wrongs  done  rash  und  rudely,  must  he  some  of  thett*  very  feats  he  is  here  contending 
for.  Besides  this,  by  admitting  feats  into  the  text  we  shall  still  he  at  a loss  for  something 
easy  and  natural  to  precede  and  introduce  hours,  to  which  the  participle  spent  may  he 
common,  and  with  which  both  the  substantives  may  agree:  The  correction  1 would  offer 
has  botli*lhcse  last-mentioned  qualities,  and  it  is  this: 

*  Grief  for  your  years, 

* For  hours  ill-spent/ &c. 

*.  e.  the  grieving  for  the  ill-spending,  nol  only  of  the  larger  hut  lesser  portions  of  your  life 
past,  becomes,  &c.  Sympson. 

The  last,  fear*  is  very  properly  changed  to  tears  ; hut 1 Griefs  for  your  fears*  is,  wc  think 
right ; and  * Griefs  for  your  feats  become  tears  well,’  signifies  chat  ‘sorrow  for  fearing  that 
* lie  could  not  endure  the  severity  of  the  penance  he  hud  imposed  ou  himself  was  (mnong 
‘ bid  other  fadings)  a proper  cause  for  tears.’ 
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When  the  whole  heart  is  excellently  sorry. 

I pray  you  he  comforted. 

Pedro.  I ntn,  dear  lady ; 

And  such  a comfort  you  have  cast  upon  me, 
lhat,  tho'  I struggle  with  mine  own  calami- 
ties. 

Too  mighty  and  too  many  for  my  itiauage; 
And  tho’,  like  angry  waves,  they  curl’d  upon 

[me, 

Contending  proudly  who  should  first  devour 
\et  I would  stem  their  danger1'. 

Alin.  I Jo  speaks  nobly  ! 

What  do  you  want? 

Pedro.  All  that  can  make  me  happy; 

I want  mvself! 

Alin.  Yourself?  Who  rohb’d  you,  Pilgrim? — 
W by  dors  he  look  so  constantly  upon  me  ? 

‘I  want  myself.’ — Indeed  you  holy  wanderers 
Are  said  to  seek  much;  but  to  seek  your- 
sclvc*- . 

Pedro.  ‘ I seek  myself,  and  am  hut  my- 
self’s  shadow; ' 

Have  lost  myself,  and  now  am  not  so  noble. 
A/in.  ‘I  sek  myself?’  Something  I yet 
remember  [younger. 

That  hears  that  motto.  *Tis  not  lie  ; he’s 
Am!  far  more  tender.— For  that  self-sake, 

Pilgrim, 

Be  who  it  will,  take  this!  [Offers  him  money. 

Pedro.  Your  hand  I dare  take; 

(1  hat  he  far  from  111c,  lady  \)  thus  I kiss  it, 
And  thus  I Ijjess  it  toe.  Be  constant,  fair, 
still ; 

Bo  good,  and  live  to  le  a great  example  ! 

[ Exit. 

Alin.  One  word  more,  Pilgrim  ! — 11’  has 
arouzM  me  strangely ! 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 

* Be  constant,  fair,  still?’  ’Tis  the  posy  here; 

And  here  without,  * Be  good.’  He  wept  to  see 
Julctta ! [me. 

Enter  Julelta. 

Jul  Madam. 

Alin.  Take  this  key,  and  fetch  me 
The  in  ary  gold-jewel  that  lies  in  my  little  ca- 
binet : 

£ think  *tis  that.  What  eyes  had  T,  to  miss 
him ! [Bxif  Jufetta. 

Oh  me,  what  thoughts ! He  lmd  no  heard  thou, 
and, 

As  I remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy. 

If  this  he  he,  lie  has  a manly  face  yet, 

A goodly  shape. 

Enter  Julctta. 

Jul.  Here,  madam. 

Alin.  Let  me  see  it ! 

*Tis  so ; too  true  ! It  must  he  he,  or  nothing  t 
lie  spake  the.  -words  just  as  they  stand  en- 
grav'd  here; 

* I seek  myself, and  atn  butirysclf  *a  shadow/ 
Alas,  poor  man ! Didst  thou  not  meet  him, 

Julctta? 

The  Pilgrim,  wench ! 

Jul.  He  went  by  long  ago,  madam. 

A/in.  I forgot  to  give  him  something. 

Jul.  ’Twas  ill  done,  lady  ; 

For,  o'  my  troth,  he  is  the  handsom’st  man 
I saw  this  many  a day:  'Would  he’d  all  my 
wealth, 

And  me  to  boot ! What  ails  she,  to  grow  sul- 
len ? 

Alin.  Come,  I forgot;  but  I will  recom- 
pense it.  [£jresnt. 


" Yet  T would  stem  their  danger  ] Though  danger  is  sense  here,  especially  if  we  rend  the 
danger , yet  anger  carries  on  the  metaphor  so  much  more  poetically,  that  I have  little  doubt 
of  its  being  the  true  word ; and  w hat  almost  make  s it  certain  is,  that  the  old  edition  has 
put  the  d <juite  distant  from  the  rest  of  the  word  danger;  the  setter  of  the  press,  taking  it 
first  for  danger , began  with  a d , then,  seeing  his  mistake,  put  anger  by  itself,  but  forgot  to 
take  away  the  d.  Seward. 

This  is  doubtful;  and  yet  the  expression  of  ‘ angry  waves'  seems  to  countenance  the 
conjecture. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  T. 

Enter  Alphonso , Curio,  Seberto,  Julctta , 
Porter , and  Servants. 

A f jdi.  AN  she  slip  thro’  a cat-hole?  tell 

me  that ! 

Resolve  me,  can  slit*  fly  i*  th'  p.ir?  is  she 
A thing  invisible?  Gone,  and  none  know  it? 
Sch.  You  amaze  your  servants. 

Alpu.  Some  pelting  rogue  has  watch'd  her 
hour  of  itching, 

Ami  claw’d  her,  claw’d  her;  do  you  mark  me  ? 

claw’d  her! 

Soiuc  that  I foster  up. 


Curia.  They  arc  nil  here,  sir. 

A/ph.  ht  ’em  be  where  they  will,  they’re 
arrant  rascals, 

And,  by  this  hand,  I’ll  hang  ’em  all  I 

Stb . Deal  calmly: 

You  will  not  give’ein  time  to  answer  you. 
Alph.  I’ll  choke  ’em,  famish  ’em  ! What 
say  you,  wagtail  ? [her ; 

You  knew  her  nund,  you  were  of  council  with 
Tell  mo,  and  tell  me  true. 

Curio.  Ask  with  discretion.  fall ! 

Al\di.  Discretion  ? hang  discretion ! hang  ye 
Let  me  know-  where  she  is. 

Jul.  Would  you  know  o’  me,  sir? 
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THE  PILGRIM. 


Art  2.  Scone  1.] 


Alph.  O’ thee,  sir!  ay,  o’ thee,  sir!  What 
art  thou,  sir? 

Jul.  Her  woman,  sir,  nn’t  like  your  wor- 
ship, sir. 

Alph.  Her  bawd,  her  fiddle-stick, 

Her  lady-fairy,  to  oil  the  doors  o’  nights, 
That  they  inav  open  with  discretion, 

Her  tin,  her  nut-crack  ! 

Jul.  ’Tis  very  well,  sir. 

Alph.  Thou  licst!  ’tis  damnable  ill,  ’tis 
most  abominable ! 

Will  you  coufess,  thing? 

Jul.  Say  1 were  guilty,  sir, 

I would  be  bang'd  lielbre  I would  confess: 

Is  this  a world  to  confess  in  ? 

Curio.  Deal  directly. 

Jul.  Yes,  if  my  matter  lie  direct  before  me; 

But  when  I'm  forc’d  and  ferreted 

Alph.  Tell  me  the  truth, 

And,  as  1 live.  I’ll  give  thee  a new'  petticoat. 
Jul.  An  you  would  give  me  ten,  I would 
not  tell  you ; * [of. 

Truth  bears  a greater  price  than  you’re  aw  are 
Seb.  Deal  modestly. 

Jul.  I do  not  pluck  my  cloaths  up. 

Alph.  What  say  you, sirrah?  you  ? or  you? 
are  ye  dumb  all  ? 

For.  I saw  her  last  night,  an’t  shall  like 
your  worship, 

When  l serv’d  iu  tier  livery. 

Alph.  V»  iiat’s  that,  sirrah? 

1 or.  Her  chumher-pot,  an’t  please  you. 

A new  livery. 

Alph.  Where  lay  she?  who  lay  with  her? 
For.  In  truth,  not  I,  sir:  [chamber; 

I lay  with  my  fellow'  Frederick,  in  the  fiea- 
Au  t like  your  worship,  we  are  almost  wor- 
ried. 

Jul.  1 lef t her  by  herself,  in  her  own  closet, 
And  there  1 thought  sh’  had  slept. 

Alph.  Why  lay  you  from  her?  [mistress, 
Jul.  It  was  her  will  l should;  she  is  iny 
And  my  part  is  obedience. 

Alph.  Were  all  the  doors  lock’d? 

For.  All  mine. 

Strr.  Ami  mine:  She  could  not  get  out 
those  w'ays  [higher 

Unless  she  leap’d  the  walls;  and  those  are 
Than  any  woman’s  courage  dare  a pirc  at. 
Alph.  Come,  you  must  know  ! 

Curio.  Conceal  it  not,  hut  deal  plain,  [nic, 
Jul.  If  I did  know,  and  her  trust  lay  upon 
Not  all  your  nngers,  nor  your  flatteries, 
•Should  make  me  speuk;  but  having  no  more 
interest 

Thau  I may  well  deliver  to  the  air. 

I’ll  tell  you  v hut  I know,  and  tel!  it  liberally  : 

I think  she’s  gone,  because  we  cannot  find  her; 

1 think  she’s  weary  of  your  tyranny, 


And  therefore  gone;  may-bo,  she  is  in  love ; 
May-lie,  in  love  where  you  shew  no  great 
liking,  [conscience. 

And  therefore  gone;  may-be,  some  point  of 

Or  vow’d  devotion 

Alph.  These  are  nothing,  minion  ! 

\ou  that  can  aim  at  these,  must  know  the 
truth  too. 

Jul.  Anv  more  truth  than  this,  if  I know, 
hang  me, 

Or  where  to  search  for’t  I If  T make  a lie 
To  gain  your  love,  and  envy  my  best  mistress1*. 
Pin  ine  against  a wall,  with  my  heels  upwards. 
Alph.  Out  of  my  doors ! 

Jul.  That’s  all  my  poor  petition; 

For  if  your  house  were  gold,  and  she  not  in  it, 
Sir,  I should  count  it  but  a cage  to  u histle  in. 
Alph.  Whore!  if  she  be  above  ground,  I 
w ill  have  her.  [daughter. 

Jut.  I’d  live  in  a coal-pit,  then,  were  I your 
Seh.  Certain  she  does  not  know,  sir. 

Alph.  Ilang  her,  hang  her. 

She  knows  too  much!  Search  all  the  house 
all  corners, 

And  where  ’tis  possible  she  may  go  out ! 

[Exeunt  Serf. 

If  I Ho  find  your  tricks 

Jul.  Reward  me  for  ’em. 

Or,  if  I had  such  tricks  you  could  discover, 
So  weak,  and  slightly  woven,  you  might  look 
thro*,  [parish. 

All  the  young  girls  should  hoot  me  out  o’  th' 
You  are  my  master,  but  you  o\<n  an  anger 
Becomes  a school-boy  that  hath  lost  his  ap- 
ples! 

Will  you  force  things  into  our  knowledges? 
Alph.  Come  hither,  Julctta;  thou  didst 
love  me. 

Jul.  And  do  still;  [you. 

\ ou  are  my  lady’s  father,  and  I reverence 
Alph.  Thou  wouidst  have  pleas’d  my  hu- 
Jul.  Any  good  way,  [mouf — 

That  carried  not  suspicion  in’t,  or  flattery. 
Or  fail  of  trust. 

Alph.  Come,  come,  thou  wouidst  have 

Jul.  Stay,  sir! 

Alph.  And  thou  hast  Jell  my  bounty  for’t, 
and  siialt  do. 

Do^t  thou  want  cloaths,  or  money? 

Jul.  Both. 

A»ph.  Shalt  have  lx>th.  [Adamite, 

Jul.  But  not  thi-s  way  ; I had  rather  he  an 
And  bring  tig  leaves  into  fashion  again. 

If  you  were  young,  sir. 

Handsome,  and  fitted  to  a woman’s  appetite; 
And  I a giddy-headed  girl,  that  car’d  lor  no- 
thin::. 

Much  might  he  done ; then  you  might  fumble 
I with  me, 


•*  To  coin  pour  love,  and  envy  my  best  mistress.]  Mr.  Seward,  thinking  enrt/  corrupt,  would 
substitute  injure  ; and  Mr.  Sympson  would  rend  * und  my  best  mist  rtr  f envy;  which  trans- 
position, lie  savs,  * will  make  the  sense  very  clear.’  V\  c do  not  chink  so,  and  believe  the 
old  reading  genuine,  but  that  the  verb  enry  admitted  a different  construction  formerly  t« 
vfiat  it  bears  at  present:  It  scans  here  to  signify,  to  Home  or  accuse. 
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And  think  to  grope  out  matters  of*  some  mo- 
ment. 

Which  now  you  will  put  too  short  for: 

For  wiwt  you  have  seen  hitherto,  [vice, 
And  known  liy  me  has  keen  but  honest  ser- 
Which  l dare  pin  i’  t!»r  market-place  to  an- 
swer; [it; 

And  let  the  world,  the  flesh  anti  devil  examine 
And  come  you  in  too,  i dure  stand  your 
strictest.  | dreams 

And  so,  much  good  may  do  von  with  your 
Of  courtesy  ! 

Alph.  'lius  inmost  monstrous! 

Enter  Porter  and  Servants. 

Seb.  Sure  she  does  not  know,  sir; 

She  durst  not  be  so  coutidcut,  and  guilty. 
Alph.  I low  now?  wbatnews?  wi»ut  hopes 
and  steps  discover'd  '*?  [matter. 

Speak  any  thing  that's  good,  that  tends  to  tV 
l)o  you  stand  staring  still? 

i Serv.  Wc  arc  no  gods,  sir,  .[doing; 

Tossy  she's  here,  or  there,  and  what  she’s 
But  we  hate  search’d. 

Por.  I'm  sure  she’s  not  i’  th*  cellar  ; 

For,  look  you,  sir,  if  she  had  been  i’  th*  cel- 
lar— 

Alph.  J’m  sure  thou  hast  been  there. 

Por.  As  1 carried  the  matter,  [sir. 

For  l search'd  every  piece  of  wine  ; yes,  sure, 
And  every  little  tierce  that  could  hut  testify  ; 
Ami  I drew  hard  to  holt  her  out. 

Alph.  Away  with  him!  [ing ; 

I'ling  him  i'  th' hay-mow,  let  hitn  lie n-meliuwr 
lie  stinks  of  inuskadcl  like  an  English  Christ- 
Are  thest  your  cares?  your  services?  finn*. 

•2  Serv.  Tray  you  hear,  sir ; [footing. 
We’ve  found  where  she  went  out;  her  very 
Alph.  Where?  where?  gu  on. 

Curio.  Observe  then  witu  more  staidness. 
V Set  r.  .Searching  the  gulden,  at  the  little 
• postern 

That  opens  to  the  park,  we  first  discover'd  it. 
Alph.  A little  foot? 

1 Serv.  It  must  be  liers,  or  none,  sir. 
Alph.  How  far  beyond  that? 

H Serv.  To  the  park  it  leads  us; 

But  there  the  ground  being  hard,  we  could 
not  mark  it.  [coxcomb, 

Alph.  She  always  kept  that  key;  i was  a 
A fool,  an  ass,  to  give  a uirl  that  liberty ! 
Saddle  my  horses,  rogues ! ye  drunken  \ arlcts, 
Your  precious  diligence  lies  in  pint-pots. 
Your  brains  in  butts  ! Mv  horses,  ye  pm-but- 
You’ll  bear  me  company)  [locks! 

Stb . We  dare  not  leave  you, 

Unless  we  found  a quieter  soul  within  you. 

Curio.  If  we  may  do  the  Indy  any  service, 
Sweet  gentle  soul ! — 

Alph.  I say  again,  my  horsea! — 

Arc  you  so  hot r lime  you  your  private  pil- 
grimages? 


[Act  t.  Scene  2. 

Must  you  be  Jumping- Joan  ? I’ll  wander  with 
you, 

I’ll  jump  you,  and  I’ll  joggle  you! — My 
horses!  [doors. 

And  keep  me  this  young  lirry-poop  within 

I will  discover,  dame- 

Jul.  T’is  tit  you  should,  sir. 

If  you  knew  what. — \V  ell,  Love,  if  thou  be  St 
with  her, 

Or  what  power  else  lhaf  arms  her  resolution, 
Conduct  her  fair,  and  keep  her  from  this 
madnuui ; 

Direct  her  to  her  wishes,  dwell  about  her, 
That  no  dishonourable  end  o’er- take  her. 
Danger,  or  want ; and  let  me  try  iny  fortune! 
Alph.  Yon  know  the  place  we  meet  in? 
Stb.  We  shall  hit  it. 

Alph  And,  us  you’re  honest  gentlemen, 
endeavour — 

Curio.  W e’ll  search  the  best  wc  can ; if  >i.f 

light  in  our  bands 

Alph.  Tie  her  to  th*  horse-tail ! 

.Si//.  We  kuuw  how  to  use  her; 

But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  state. 

Alph,  Make  haste  there! — 

And  get  you  in,  uud  look  to  th’  house.  If  you 
stir  out,  damsel. 

Or  set  o’  foot  any  new  motion  this  way. 
When  1 come  home,  (which  shall  be  suddenly) 
You  know  my  mind — if  you  do  play  the  ias- 
cal—  — 

I have  my  eyes  a ml  ears  in  sundry  places; 

If  you  do  prance 

Jut.  1 shall  do  that  that’s  fit,  sir  — 

And  fit  to  cross  your  fooleries;  I’ll  fail  else. 

And  so  I’ll  to  my  chamber.  [ Exit, 

Alph . lo  your  players, 

Ami  leave  your  slubboru  tricks  ! — Slie  is  not 
far  yet. 

She  cannot  hr  ; ami  wc  dividing  suddenly— 
Curio  Keep  her  from  thy  hands,  I Ihm 
seech ! [Aside. 

Alph.  Our  horses! — 

Come,  chcurfully.  I'll  teach  her  In  run  gad- 
ding! [J&rttfiff, 

SCENE  H. 

Enter  Rodcrigo  and  Jour  Out  Ions. 

1 Out/.  Captain,  you  arc  not  merry. 

Rod.  We  get  nothing, 

We  have  no  sport  ; whoring  and  drinking 
spoils  us, 

Wo  keep  no  guards. 

2 Out!.  There  come  no  passengers. 
Merchants,  nor  gentlemen,  nor  whosoever, 
But  wc  have  tribute. 

Rod.  And  whilst  wc  spend  that  idly, 

Wc  let  those  pa -s  that  carry  the  best  purchase, 
i'll  have  all  search'd  and  brought  in:  Rogues 
and  beggars  [ttrs. 

Have  got  the  trick  now  to  become  bank-mas-. 


THE  HLGHIM. 


*3  What  hopes  and  steps  discover'd  f J Sympson  supposes  the  Author  wrote, 
‘ Whal  hops  and  steps.’ 
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The  pilgrim. 


Art  G.  Qcenc*  G] 

I’ll  have  none  scape;  only  my  friends,  and 
neighbours,  , 

That  iusvy  deliver  to  t!ie  Linz  my  innocence, 
Those  I wou5d  have  regarded  ; (it  is  policy) 
But  otherwise,  nor  gravities,  nor  shadows. 
Appear  they  how  they  will,  that  may  have 
purses, 

Tor  they  shall  pay. 

^ Outl.  You  speak  now  like  a captain ; 
And  if  we  spare,  day  us, and  coin  our  cassocks! 
Will  you  look  blithe? 

JM.  You  hear  no  preparation 
The  king  intends  against  us  yet  ? 

4 Outl.  Not  a word,  sir: 

Good  mail,  he’s  troubled  with  matter  of  more 
moment;  [sir. 

Huimnings  of  higher  nnture  vex  his  brains, 
Do  not  we  fee  bis  garrisons  ? 

Rod.  Who  are  out  now  ? 

4 Outl.  Good  fellows,  sir,  that,  if  there 
be  any  purchase  stirring. 

Will  strike  it  dead  ; Jaqucs  and  Lopez,  lads 
That  know  their  quarters,  as  they  know 
their  knapsacks, 

Anri  will  not  off. 

/{or/.  Where  is  the  boy  yon  brought  tne? 

A pretty  lad,  ami  of  a quick  capacity, 

And  bred  up  neatly. 

1 Outl.  He’s  within  at  meat,  sir1*; 

The  knave  is  hungry;  yet  he  seasons  all 
lie  eats  or  drinks  w ith  many  tears  and  sigh- 
ting. 

1'he  saddest  appetite  J ever  look'd  on  ! 

Rod.  The  hoy  is  young ! 'tis  fear,  and  want 
of  company 

He  knows  and  loves ; use  him  not  rough, 
nor  harshly, 

He  w ill  Le  quickly  boid.  I’ll  entertain  him  : 
I want  a pretty  hoy  to  wait  upon  me,  [me. 
Anri,  when  lbn  sad  or  sleepy,  lo  prate  to 
Besides,  there’s  something  hi  ins  face  L like 
well  ; 

And  still  the  more  \ look,  more  like.  Let 
him  want  nothing. 

And  use  him  gently,  ali. 

't  Outl,  Here's  a small  box,  sir,  [with  ; 
Wc*  took  about  him,  w inch  be  griev’d  to  part 
Id  a v- be,  some  wealth. 

Rod.  Alas,  some  little  money 
The  poor  knave  earned  to  defray  his,  lodg- 
ings : 


ffl? 

I ll  give  it  him  again,  ami  add  unto  it. 
TVere  sin  to  open  such  a petty  purchase. 

Kilter  Ijopez  and  Jnqurs,  with  Pedro. 
How  now  ? who’s  this?  wli.it  have  you  brought 
me,  soldiers? 

Iai/icz.  We  know  not  well  what;  a strange 
staving  fellow  •*; 

Sullen  enough,  1 am  sure. 

Rod.  Where  took  ye  him  ? 

Juq.  Upon  the  skirt  oTii*  wood,  viewing 
and  gaping,  [meant 

And  some  time  standing  still,  as  if  h’b  uJ 
To  view  the  best  accesses  to  our  quarters. 
Money  hr-  has  enough;  anil,  when  wethrent- 
• en  d him,  [ter’d. 

He  smil'd  and  yielded,  hut  not  one  word  ut- 
l.opez.  His  habit  says  he’s  holy ; it* his  heart 
Keep  that  proportion  too,  ’tis  best  you  free 
him, 

WVII  keep  his  wallet  here ; I'm  sure  ’tis  heavy. 
Rod.  Pilgrim  ! come  hither,  sir!  Are  )oa 
a Pilgrim  ? [sir? 

A piece  of  pretty  holiness  ! D*  you  shrink, 
A smug  young  saint ! What  country  wercyoti 
horn  in?  [vince? 

You  have  a Spnnish  face.  In  a dumb  pro- 

And  had  your  mother  too  this  excellent  vir- 
tue? [woman? 

No  tongue,  d’ye  say  ? sure  she  was  a matchless 
What  a hue  family  is  this  man  sprung  from  f 
Certain,  he  was  begotten  in  a culm. 

When  all  uashuslit;  the  midwife  was  dumb 
Midnight.  [swer? 

Are  you  seal'd  up?  or  do  you  scorn  to  an* 

Y’ou’rc  in  my  hands,  and  [ have  med’eines 
for  you  [soldiers  \ 

Can  make  you  speak.  Pull  off  liis  bonnet. 
You  have  a speaking  face. 

Lo/kz.  i 'in  sure  a handsome : [to. 

This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  shc-suints  to  pray 
Rod.  .Stand  nearer;  ha! 

Pedro.  Come,  do  your  worst!  I'm  ready. 
Rod,  Is  your  tongue  found?  Go  off,  auJ 
let  uie  talk  with  him; 

And  keep  vour  watches  round. 

All.  We're  ready,  ca plain.  [ fire.  Outlaw. 
Rod.  So;  now  what  are  you? 

Pedro.  Am  I? 

My  habit  shews  me  what  I aui. 

Rod.  Thy  heart, 


14  lit  a within  at  meat , *ir,  &c.]  This  line  and  the  twelve  following  (ending,  uie  him  gently, 
all,  nre  in  the  folios  made  one  speech,  and  given  to  the  First  Outlaw.  The  octavo  l/il 
gives  Rndcrigo  the  latter  part  of  it  (beginning.  I'll  enter  tain  him)',  as  do  the  Editors  of 
3750,  who,  however,  think  that  Roderigo  should  speak  all  but  the  first  four  lines,  as  printed 
in  our  text,  which  wc  have  no  doubt  is  the  true  reading. 

A strange  staving  fellow.]  Mr.  Seward  agrees  with  me  in  explaining  staving,  i.  e.  Hav- 
ing a pilgrim's  staff  in  his  hands,  as  in  adding  further,  that  if  the  reader  is  still  dissatisfied 
with  the  piuce,  he  may  suppose  tiie  poet  to  have  wrote, 

* a strange  staring  fellow/ 

And  there  may  he  some  reason  for  it  from  Jaqucs's  speech  a little  lower,  where,  speaking 
of  this  ucw  captive,  he  says,  they  took  him, 

‘Upon  die  skirt  o’tlf  wood,  vicuing , and gupingy'  &c.  Symptom, 
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A desp’rate  Tool ,s,  find  so  thy  fate  shall  tell 
thee. 

Wlrat  devil  brought  thee  hither?  for  I know 
thee.  [fortune 

Pedro.  I know  thou  Host. ; and  since  it  is  m y 
To  light  into  thy  fingeis,  I must  think  too 
The  most  malicious  of  all  devils  brought  me : 
Yet  some  men  say,  thou’rt  noble. 

Rod.  Not  to  thee ; 

That  were  a bcnetii  to  mock  the  giver. 

Thv  father  hates  mv  friends  and  family, 

And  thou  hast  been  the  heirof  all  his  malice: 
Can  two  such  storms  meet  then,  and  part 
with  kissing  ? 

Pedro.  You  have  the  mightier  hand. 

U(td.  And  so  i’ll  use  it 
Pedro.  1 cannot  hinder  von  : less  can  I beg 
Submissive  at  his  knees  that  knows  not  ho- 
nour ; [nature. 

That  bears  the  stamp  of  man,  and  not  his 
Yo»r  may  do  wlmt  you  please. 

Hod.  I will  do  all. 

Pedro.  And  when  you’ve  done  all,  which 
is  iny  poor  ruin, 

(For  further  your  base  malice  cannot  venture) 
Dishonour’s  self  will  cry  you  out  a coward. 
Hadst  thou  been  brave,  and  noble,  and  an 
enemy. 

Thou  wouldst  have  sought  me  whilst  I car- 
ried arms, 

Whilst  my  good  sword  was  my  profession. 
And  then  havecri^d  out, 4 Pedro,  I defy  thee  P 
Then  stuck  A Ipbouso’s  quarrel  on  the  point, 
Tim  mercenary  anger  thou  serv’st  under 
To  get  his  daughter ; then  thou  should*  have 
brav’d  inc,  [me 

And,  arm’d  with  all  thy  family’s  hate,  upon 
Done  something,  worthy  feat *7:  Now,  poor 
and  basely  [fieasant 

Thou  set’st  toils  to  betray  me;  and,  like  the 
That  dare  not  meet  the  lion  in  the  face, 
Dig’st  crafty  pit-falls  ! thou  sham’st  the  Spa- 
nish honour;  [in  thee. 

Th’  hast  neither  point  of  man,  nor  conscience 
Rod.  Sir,  sir.  you’re  bru\e  ! you  plead  now 
in  a sanctuary, 


[Act  (?.  Scene  9. 

Yon  think  your  Pilgrim’s  bulwark  can  defend 
You  will  not  find  it  so.  [you: 

Pedro.  I look  not  for’t : [it ! 

The  more  uutmllow'd  soul  hast  thou  to  offer 
Rod.  W hen  you  were  bravest,  sir,  and  your 
sword  sharpest,  [you, 

I durst  affront  you ; w hen  the  court-sun  gilded 
And  every  cry  was  the  young  hopeful  Pedro, 
Fernando's  sprightly  sou  ! then  durst  1 meet 
y<»u,  * | fashion, 

When  you  were  master  of  this  fame  ami 
And  nil  your  glories  in  the  full  meridian, 
The  king’s  proof-favour  buckled  on  your 
Had  we  then  come  to  competition,  [body 

Which  I have  often  nought 

Pedro.  And  I desir’d  ton. 

Rod.  You  should  have  seen  this  sword, 
(howe’er  you  slight  it) 

And  felt  it  too,  sharper  than  sorrow  felt  it, 
In  execution  quicker  tliun  thy  scorns; 

Thou  shouhlsl  have  seen  all  this,  and  shrunk 
to  st «•  it!  [tb.ee, 

Then,  like  a Lcntlemnn  I would  have  us'd 
And  giv’n  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thy  being* 
Then  with  u soldier’s  arm  I had  honour’d 
thee: 

But  since  thou  steal’**  upon  me  like  a spv. 
And  thief-likc  tliink’st  that  holy  ease  shall 
carry  thee 

Thro’  air  my  purposes,  and  so  betray  me. 
Base  as  the  act  *8,  thy  end  be, and  1 forget  thee. 
Pedro.  Wlmt  poor  evasions  thou  biiild’st 
on,  t’nbme  me!  [principles. 

The  goodness  of  a man  ne’er  taught  thest 
I come  a spy?  Durst  any  iiol.le  spirit 
Put  on  this  habit,  to  become  a traitor? 

Ev’n  in  an  enemy  shew  me  this  antipathy. 
Where  there  i*>  Christian  faith,  and  this  not 
reverenc'd. 

I comcn  spy?  No,  Roderii'.o,  no, 

A hater  of  thv  person,  a maligner?  [me, 
So  far  from  that.  I brought  no  malice  with 
Butruthcr,  when  1 meet  thee,  tears  to  soften 
When  I put  on  this  habit,  I put  off  [thee. 
All  fires,  all  angers,  all  those  starts  of  voutli 
That  c.Japt  too  rank  '»  a bias  to  my  being. 


*®  Thy  heart 

A desperate  fool.]  This  passage  surely  ought  to  run  so, 

4 Thou  art 

* A des; fruit  fool  * Ike. 

In  th  is  Mr.  Sewnrd  likewise  concurred,  Sympson. 

J am  bv  no  menus  think  so:  the  old  text  is  not  only  sense,  but  spirited  : while  the  varia- 
tion is  insipid.  • My  habit,’  says  Pedro,  ‘ ah  cut  1 am  a Pilgrim.’  4 Thy  heart * (i.  e.  thy 
notify),  replies  Roderigo, 4 shews  thou  art  a desperate  fool,  and  so  thv  fate,'&c.  J.  N. 

•7  Done  something  worthy  feat.]  A comma  or  two  here  will  put  all  to  right,  thus, 

4 Done  something,  worthy  feat.’ 

But  Mr.  Seward  thinks  that  something  further  is  requisite;  and  to  make  the  whole  run  more 
naturally,  we  ought  to  read  thus  : 

. 4 Have  done  some  w orthy  feat,’  Sampson. 

•»  Rase  as  you  net,  thy  end  be. J First  folio  says,  4 you  act;’  second,  * the  act.’  Sympson 
thinks  n variation  necessary,  which  should  he  either,  *your  or  this  net.'  4 The  act*  is  a good 
reading,  and  being  that  of  the  second  folio,  should  be  preferred. 

Clap l too  rank  a biu$.\  i.e.  Strong,  great,  <$r.  Sympson. 
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Act  2.  Scene  £.] 

And  drew  me  from  the  right  mark  all  should 
aim  at; 

Instead  of  stubborn  steel,  I put  on  prayers; 
For  rash  and  hasty  heats,  a sweet  repentance; 
Long  weary  steps,  and  vows,  for  my  vain- 
glories. 

Oh,  Rodcrigo! 

Rod.  If  thy  tongue  could  save  thee. 
Prating  be  thy  bail,thou  hast  u larc  benefit! — 
Soldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a halter  w ith 
yc.  [you. 

1*11  forgive  your  holy  habit,  sir,  hut  I’ll  hang 

Enter  Outlines , Lopez , and  Juques. 

1 Outl.  Wherefore  this  halter,  captain? 
For  this  traitor. 

Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

1 Outl.  IV  you  want  a baud,  sir?  This  is 
a coarse  wearing; 

'Twill  sit  hut  seurvily  upon  this  collar: 

£ut  patience  is  a#  goi»d  as  a French  pick  a* 
del*. 

Jjopez.  What's  his  fault,  captain  ? 

Rod,  *Tis  my  will  he  perish, 

And  that's  his  fault. 

Pit  tv.  A captain  of  good  government ! 
Come,  soldiers,  come  ; ye  Ye  roughly  bred, 
and  bloody; 

Shew  your  obedience*  and  tlie  joy  yc  take 
In  executing  impious  commands; 

Ye  have  a captain  seals  your  liberal  pardons. 
Be  no  more  Christians,  put  religion  by, 
'TuijJ  make  ye  cowards  ; feel  no  tenderness, 
Nor  let  a thing  call’d  Conscience  trouble  ve; 
Alas,  ’twill  breed  delay.  Bear  no  respect 
To  w ho*  i seem  ; were  I a saint  indeed, 
Why  should  that  stagger  ye?  ye  know  not 
iioli  ness ; 

To  be  excellent  in  evil,  is  your  goodness; 
And  l>c  so,  ’twill  become  ye.  Have  no  hearts, 
For  fear  you  should  repent ; that  will  be 
dangerous  ; 

fo f if  there  be  a knocking  there,  a pricking, 
AikI  that  pulse  beat  back  to  your  conside- 
rations, 

Flow  je  have  laid  a stiff  hand  on  religion— r— 
Rod.  Truss  him,  I say ! 

Pedro.  And  violated  faith 

Rod.  Here  him  not  prate! 

Pedro.  Why,  what  a thing  will  this  be  ! 
What  strange  confusion  then  will  breed 
among  ye— 

Rod.  Will  none  of  yc  obey? 

Pedro.  What  dev  ils  vex  ye  ? 

The  fears  ye  live  in,  and  the  hourly  dangers. 
Will  be  delights  to  these ; those  have  their 
cuds,  [mice: 

But  these  out-livc  all  timo,  and  all  repent- 


And  if  it  creep  into  your  conscience  once, 

Be  sure  vc  lock  that  close. 

Rod.  Why  stand  ye  gazing? 

Pedro.  Farewell,  sleep,  peace,  all  that  ar* 
human  comforts!  [happier; 

Better  ye  had  been  trees,  or  stones,  and 
For  those  die  here,  and  seek  no  further  being! 
Nor  hopes,  nor  punishments. 

Rod.  Rots  take  ye,  rascals ! 

Juq.  What  would  you  have  us  do? 

Rod.  Dispatch  the  prater. 

Jug,  And  have  religious  blood  hang  on  our 
consciences?  ^ 

We’re  bad  enough  already;  sins  enough 
To  make  our  graves  cv'n  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  man  love  ine?  [man  j 

Lopez.  Altho'  I be  a thief,  I am  no  hang* 
They’re  two  men’s  trude6,  and  let  another 
execute. 

Lav  violent  hands  on  holy  thiugs? 

Rod.  Base  cowards  1 [ye  5 

Fut  to  your  powers,  ye  rascals,  I command 
Holy,  or  unholy,  ifl  say  it. 

I’ll  have  it  done. 

1 Outl.  if  I do’t,  let  me  starve  for’t. 

% Outl.  Or  I.  [some, 

Outl.  Or  I.  We  will  obey  things  hancK 
And  bad  enough,  and  over-do  obedience  ; 
But  to  l>e  made  such  instruments  of  mis* 
chief 

Jag.  I've  done  as  many  villainies  as  anotlier. 
And  with  as  little  rt  luctatiou  ; 

Let  me  come  dear  of  these,  and  wipe  that 
score  off. 

Put  me  upon  a felt  and  known  perdition? 
Rod.  Have  ye  conspir’d,  yc  slaves? 

Pedro.  How  vilely  this  shews,  [per, 

In  one  that  would  command  another’s  tem- 
And  hear  no  hound  in’s  ntifn. 

Rod.  Am  I thus  jaded?  fdcrigo? 

Pedro.  Is  it  my  life  thou  long's*  for,  Rq? 
And  can  no  sacrifice  appease  thy  malice. 

But  my  bio  3d  spilt?  Do  it  thyself,  dispatch  it; 
Ami,  as  thou  tak'st  the  whole  revenge  unto 
thee, 

Take  tlio  whole  sin  upon  thee,  and  he  mighty, 
Mighty  in  evil,  as  thou  art  in  nngcr;  [sake. 
Ami  let  not  these  poor  wretches  howl  for  thy 
Those  things  that  in  thine  own  glass  seeny 
most  monstrous, 

Wouldst  thou  abuse  their  weak  sights  with! 
for  amiable  ? 

Is  it,  thou  tliink’st  to  fear  me  with  thy  teryori, 
And  into  weak  condition  draw  my  virtue  ? 

If  I were  now  to  learn  to  die,  I’d  sue  to  thee ; 
Of  did  I fear  death,  then  I’d  make  the® 
glorious ; 

Rut  knowing  what  and  how  far  I can  suffer, 


ft0  P'fkadtl.]  Cfjtgrave,  in  his  Dictionary  of  the  French  and  English  Tongues,  1611,  ct» 
plams  the  worn  piccadiUju  as,  ‘ the  several!  divisions  or  pecres  fastened  together  about  the 
4 hr i mine  of  tl»e  collar  of  a doublet,  And  a late  author  informs  us,  that  in  PiccodiUyf 

ju  the  I lay  market,  ‘There  were  formerly  no  houses,  ayd  only  one  shop  for  Spanish  ruffs, 
Hindi  was  called  the  Piccadilly  or  ruff-shop/  bee  London  and  ns  Luvirpus  dcKffbfd/ 
rob  v.  ' j*, 

V ou  lb  # P 
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[Act  2.  Scene  t. 


And  all  my  whole  life  being  but  death’s  pre- 
face, 

Mv  sleep  but  at  next  door 

Rod.  Are  you  so  valiaut  ? 

I'll  make  you  feel.  I’ll  make  you  know  and 
feel  too ! [here, 

And,  rascals,  ye  shall  tremble!  Keep  him 
And  keep  him  safe  too;  if  he  'scape  your 
guards— 

Pedro.  Fear  not,  I will  not. 

Rod.  As  l live,  ye  die  for’t! 

I will  not  be  thus  baffled.  [Erit. 

Jaq.  What  a devil  have  ye  done,  Pilgrim? 
or  what  mischief 

Have  you  conspir'd,  that  he  should  rage  and 
rave  thus? 

Have  you  kill’d  his  father,  or  his  mother? 

Or  strangled  any  of  his  kindred  ? 

Lopez.  Has  he  no  sisters?  have  you  not 
been  bouncing 
About  their  beliy-pieres? 

Jaq.  Why  should  that  be  dangerous, 

Or  any  wav  deserve  death?  is't  not  natural  ? 
Bar  us  the  Christian  liberty  of  women, 

And  build  us  up  with  brick,  take  away  our 
free-stone. 

1 Outl.  Because  thou’rt  holier  than  be, 
upon  iny  conscience, 

He  does  not  envy  thee ; that's  not  his  quarrel ; 
For,  look  you,  that  might  be  compounded 
without  prayers. 

Lopez.  Nor  that  thou  seem’st  an  honester 
man ; for  here 

We  have  no  trading  with  such  tinsel-stuff ; 
To  be  ail  excellent  thief  i9  all  we  aim  at. 
Wilt  thou  take  a spit  and  stride,  and  see  if 
thou  canst  out-run  us  ? [obedience ; 
Pedro.  I scorn  to  shift  his  furv;  keep  your 
For  tho'  your  government  admit  no  prece- 
Kc ep  yourselves  careful  in’t.  [dent, 

Jaq.  Thou  wilt  be  bang’d  then.  [me. 
Pedro.  I cannot  die  with  fewer  faults  upon 
£ Outl.  T’is  ten  to  one  he’ll  shoot  him;  for 
the  devil's  in  him 
If  he  hang  him  himself. 

Lopez.  He  has  too  proud  a nature  ; 

'lie  will  compel  some  one. 

Jaq.  I'm  confident. 

Lopez.  And  so  are  all,  I think. 

Pedro.  Be  not  molested ; 

If  1 must  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you  ; 

It  stirs  not  me;  *tis  the  end  1 was  born  for. 
Only  this  honest  office  I desire  ye, 

If  there  be  courtesy  in  men  of  your  breed, 
To  see  me  buried ; not  to  let  his  fury 
Kxpose  my  body  to  the  open  violence 
Of  beasts  and  fowls;  so  far  I urge  humanity. 

Enter  Ruder  igo  and  Alinda. 

Jaq.  He  sha'n't  deny  us  that;  we'll  sec  you 
under  ground, 

A ml  give  you  a volley  of  as  good  cups  of  sack, 

For  that's  our  discipline 

Lopez.  lie  comes  again. 

As  high  iu  rage  as  ever ; the  boy  with  him. 


1 Outl.  Will  he  compel  the  child? 

Ijopez.  He's  bent  to  do  it, 

And  must  have  somebody. 

Rod.  If  thou  lov’st  me,  do  it ! [it! 

Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I say  thou  shalt  do 
Stare  not,  nor  stagger,  sirrah ! if  yc  deny 
me — 

Do  you  see  this,  rogue  ? 

Alin.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 
Ileav'n's  gO'idness  bless  me  ! 

Rod.  Do  ? why,  hang  a rascal. 

That  would  hang  me. 

A /in.  I am  a boy,  and  weak,  sir. 

Rod.  Thou’rt  strong  enough  to  tie  him  to 
a bough,  [ jewel, 

And  turn  him  off.  Come,  thou  shalt  be  my 
And  I’ll  allow  thee  horse,  and  all  thy  plea- 
sures, 

And  twenty  gallant  things;  I'll  teach  thee 
anus  too; 

Make  thee  mine  heir. 

A/in.  Let  ine  inherit  death  first! 

Rod.  Make  me  not  angry,*  sirrah  ! 

Alin.  Which  is  the  man,  sir? 

I’ll  pluck  up  the  best  heart  I can ; yet 
Rod.  Fear  not ; 

It  is  my  will.  That  in  the  Pilgrim's  coat  there, 
That  devil  in  the  saint's  skin. 

Aim.  < Juard  me,  goodness ! 

Rod.  Dispatch  him  presently. 

Pedro.  I wait  your  worst,  sir. 

Jaq.  Will  the  boy  do  it  ? is  the  rogue  sa 
confident? 

So  young,  so  deep  in  blood? 

Lopez.  He  shakes  and  trembles. 

Pedro.  Dost  thou  seek  more  coals  still  to 
scar  thy  conscience? 

Work  sacred  innocence  to  be  a devil  ? [it. 
Do  it  thyself  for  shame,  thou  best  hecom'sl 
Rod.  .Sirrah,  I scorn  my  finger  should  be 
'fil’d  with  thee; 

And  yet  I’ll  have  it  done;  this  child  shall 
strangle  thee : [thee. 

A crying  girl,  if  she  were  here,  should  master 
Alin.  How  should  I save  him?  how  mvself 
from  violence?  [/fstdi. 

Pedro.  Leave  your  tongue-valour,  and 
dispatch  your  hate,  sir; 

Tlie  patience  of  iny  death  shall  more  torment 
thee,  [ backward) 

(Thou  painted  honour,  thou  bast  man  made 
Than  all  iny  life  has  fear'd  thee. 

Rod.  Gag  him,  sirrah  ! 

Jaq.  The  boy  looks  chearfully  now;  sure 
he  will  do  it. 

Lopez.  He’ll  maul  him  else. 

Alin.  Are  you  prepar'd  to  die,  sir  ? 

Pedro.  Yes,  boy,  and  ready;  prithee  ta 
thy  business.. 

Alin.  Why  are  you  then  so  angry  ? so  per- 
plex'd, sir? 

Patience  wins  Heaven,  and  not  the  heat  of 
passion. 

Why  do  you  rail? 

Lopez,  The  boy's  a pretty  priett# 


TIIE  PILGRIM. 


291 


Act  t.  Scene  *.] 

. Pedro.  I thank  you,  gentle  child ; you 
tench  me  truly. 

A^n.  You  seem  to  fear  too. 

Pedro.  Thou  seest  more  than  I feel,  boy. 
Alin.  You  tremble,  sure. 

Pedro.  No,  sure,  boy;  *tis thy  tenderness. 
Prithee  make  haste,  and  let  that  gulph  be 
satisfied. 

Alin.  Are  yon  so  willing  to  go  to’i? 

Pedro.  Most  willing : 

I would  not  borrow  from  his  courtesy 
One  hour  of  life,  to  gain  an  age  of  glory. 
Alin.  And  is  your  reckoning  straight,  sir? 
Pedro.  As  straight  an  truth,  boy  ; 

I cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a wedding. 

Aim.  Then  to  your  prayers;  I’ll  dispatch 
you  presently. — 

Now  guide  my  tongue,  thou  blessedness! 

[Aside. 

Rod.  A good  hoy ! 

A/in.  But  hark  you,  sir,  one  word ; and 
'pray  you  resolve  me. 

Let  mo  sneak  privately. 

Rod.  YV  hat  wouldst  thou  have,  child? 
Alin.  Shall  this  ‘man  die  ? 

Rod.  Why  dost  thou  innke  that  question? 
Alin.  ’Pray  you  be  not  angry;  if  be  mu§t, 
III  do  it. 

But  must  he  now  ? 

Rod.  YV  bat  else?  who  dare  reprieve  him  ? 
Alin.  ’Pray  you  think  again  ; and  as  your 
injuries  [fellow. 

Are  great,  and  full,  you  suffer  from  this 
Do  not  vou  purpose  so  tosuit  your  vengeance? 
Rod.  I do,  and  must. 

Alin.  You  cannot,  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cannot?  [find  it. 

Alin.  No,  cannot;  be  not  vex'd;  you’ll 
I h.rve  consider’d,  and  I know  it  certain, 

You  suitor  below  him;  lose  all  your  angers. 
Rod.  YVhy,  my  best  boy  ? 

Alin.  I love  and  tender  you, 

I would  not  tell  you  else.  Is  that  revenge, 
To  slight  your  cause,  and  saint  your  enemy  ? 
Clap  the  dove’s  wings  of  downy  peace  unto 
him,  [sighing? 

And  let  him  soar  to  Heaven,  whilst  you  arc 
Is  this  revenge  ? 

Rod.  I’d  have  him  die. 

Alin.  Prepar’d  thus  ? 

The  blessing  of  a father  never  reach’d  it ! 

His  contemplation  now  scorns  you,  contemns 
you. 


And  all  the  tortures  you  can  use:  Let  him 
die  thus, 

And  these  that  know  and  love  revenge  will 
laugh  at  you. 

Here  lies  the  honour  of  a wcllrbred  anger. 
To  make  his  enemy  shake  and  tremble  under 
him,  . 

Doubt,  nay,  almost  despair,  and  then  con- 
found him. 

This  man  you  rock  asleep,  nnd  all  your  rages 
Are  requiems  to  bis  parting  soul,  mere  an- 
thems. 

Rod.  Indeed  he’s  strongly  built. 

Alin.  You  cannot  shake  him; 

And  the  more  weight  you  put  on  his  foun- 
dation, [stronger. 

Now  as  he  stands,  you  fix  him  still  the 
If  you  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap 
upon  him 

Friendships  and  benefits  beyond  example, 
Hope  him  a star  in  Heaven,  and  there  would 
stick  him, 

Now  take  bis  life. 

Rod.  I’d  rather  take  mine  own,  boy. 

Alin.  I'll  ease  him  presently. 

Rod.  Stay,  be  not  nasty. 

Alin.  Bless  my  tongue  still ! [Aside. 

Lopez.  YVJmt  bus  the  boy  done  to  him  ? 
How  dull  and  still  he  looks! 

Alin.  Yon  arc  a wise  man, 

And  long  have-  buckled  with  the  world’s  ex- 
tremities, 

A valiant  man,  and  no  doubt  know  both 
fortunes;  [madly. 

And  would  you  work  your  master-piece  thus 
Take  the  bare  name  of  bo uour,  time  will  pity 
you 

When  the  world  knows  you’ve  prey’d  on  a 
poor  Pilgrim  ? 

It**/.  The  boy  has  stagger'd  me:  What 
wouldst  thou  have  me 

Alin.  Have  you?  d’yoo  not  feel,  sir?does’t 
uot  stir  you  ? [bravely, 

D*  you  ask  a child?  I’d  have  you  do  most 
(Because  I most  affect  you)  like  yourself,  sir; 
Scorn  him,  and  let  bun  go;  seem  to  contemu 

him. 

And,  now  you’ve  made  him  shake,  seal  him 
his  pardon. 

When  lie  appears  a subject  fic  for  anger, 
And  fit  for  you,  his  pious  armour  off, 

His  hopes  no  higher  than  your  sword  may 
reach  at, 


**  Take  the  hare  name  of  Honour , that  Kill  pity  ye. 

When  the  world  knowtye  have  prey'd  on  a poor  Pilgrim  ?]  Mr.  Seward  supposes  a trans- 
position here,  and  would, read, 

* Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour?  when  the  world  knows 

* Ye’ve  peev’d  on  a poor  Pilgrim,  they,  will  pity  ye.* 

Mr.  Sympson  * can’t  allow  of  so  bold  a proceeding  against  the  text,*  which  he  tliinks  1 may 
* be  set  right  with  less  trouble,  so:* 

* Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  it  will  pity  you 

* When  the  world  knows  you’ve  prey'd  on  a poor  Pilgrim.* 

We  think,  the  text  gives  the  same  sense  with  Seward’s  transposition ; and  do  not  like  ,Symg- 
juu’s  reading. 

H Pa 
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THIS  PILGlttM.  [Act  5.  Scene  1. 


Then  strike,  and  then  you  know  revenge, 
then  take  it. 

I hope  I’ve  turn’d  his  mind.  [Aside. 

Rod.  Let  the  fool  go  there. 

I scorn  to  let  loose  so  base  an  anger 
May  light  on  thee  j Sec  me  no  more,  but 


quit  me ; 

And  when  we  meet  again 

Pedro.  1*11  thank  you,  cnptcin.  [JEr/l. 
Alin.  Why,  this  was  like  yourself. — But 
which  way  goes  he? 

Shall  we  ne’er  happy  meet?  [Aside. 

Rod.  I’m  drowsy,  boy ; [puny; 

Go  with  me,  and  discourse : I like  thv  com- 
Oh,  child!  I love  thy  tongue.  LFrif. 

Alin.  I shall  wait  on  y ou.  [£ril. 


Lopez.  The  boy  has  done’t ; a plaguy  wit- 
ty rascal ! 

And  1 shall  love  him  terribly. 

Juq.  Twas  he,  most  certain ; [him, 

For,  if  you  mark,  how  earnest  he  was  with 
Ami  how  he  labour’d  him  ! 

Jjtpcz.  A cunning  villain ! 

But  a good  rogue.  This  hoy  will  make’s  all 
honest. 

1 Outl.  I scarce  believe  that;  but  I like  the 
boy  well. 

Come,  let’s  to  supper ; then  upon  our  wfttcln  s. 

Lopez.  This  Pilgrim  ’scap’d,  a joyful  one**. 

Juq.  Let's  drink  round 
To  the  hoy's  health,  and  then  about  our  bu- 
siness. [ Ei  cunt. 


M This  Pilgrim  'scap’d  a joyful  one.]  This  may  be  understood  as  if  this  Pilgrim  was  joyful 
on  account  of  his  escape,  but  it  is  more  in  character  to  make  one  relate  to  supper , and  then, 
though  joyful,  understood  ironically,  may  stand,  yttwoful  seems  n more  humourous  word, 
I read  therefore, 

* This  Pilgrim  ’scap’d  a trqfttl  one.’  Seward. 

A comma  at  the  word  ’ scap'd  will,  I believe,  give  tis  the  Author’s  meaning?  The  Outlaw 
•Ays,  ‘ Let’s  to  our  watches.*  ‘Mine,’  says  Lopez,  ‘will  be  a.  joyful  wutch,  as  lids  Pilgrim 
has  escap'd his  cxecutiuu  would  have  made  it  melancholy.  J.  N. 


ACT 

SCENE  I. 

tenter  Rode ri go,  Jaquct , Lopez,  and  three 
Outlaws. 

hod.  "M” ONE  of  you  know  her  ? 

Jaq.  Alas,  sir,  we  ne’er  saw  her, 
Kor  e’er  heard  of  her,  but  from  yuur  report. 
Rod.  No  happy  eye? 

Lopez.  1 do  not  think  ’tis  she,  sir ; 
Methinks,  a woman  dares  not — — 

Rod.  Thou  speak’st  poorly  ; 

What  dares  not  woman,  when  she’s  provok’d  ? 
Or  what  seems  dangerous  to  love  or  fury? 
That  it  is  she,  this  has  confirm’d  me  certain, 
These  jewels  here,  a part  of  which  I sent  her, 
And,  tho*  unwilling,  yet  her  father  wrought 
To  take  and  wear.  [her 

Lopez.  A wench,  and  we  not  know  it  r 
And  among  us  ? Where  were  our  understand* 
ines  ? 

I cdulcf  have  guess’d  unhappily,  have  had 
some  feeling 

In  such  a matter : Here  are  as  pretty  fellows, 
At  the  discovery  of  such  a jigambob! 

A handsome  wcncli  too  ? Sure  we’ve  lost  our 
faculties,  [here,  sir? 

We  have  no  notions  aJ.  What  should  she  do 
Rod.  That’s  it  that  troubles  me.  Oh,  that 
base  rascal ! 

There  lies  the  misery!  Ilow  cunningly  she 
quit  him, 

v We  have  no  motions.]  The  n and  the  m hi 
Rend, 

* Wc  have  no  notio 


III. 

And  how  she  urg’d  ! Had  ye  been  constant  ta 
I ne’er  hnd  suffer’d  this.  [me# 

1 Outl.  You  might  have  bang’d  him; 

And  ’would  he  hud  been  hang’d ! that’s  all 
wc  care  for’t, 

So  our  hands  had  not  done't. 

Rod.  She’s  pone  again  too; 

And  what  cafe  have  ye  for  that?  gohe,  and 
contemn’d  me; 

Master’d  my  w ill  and  power,  and  now  laughs 

at  me. 

Lnjtes.  The  devil  that  brought  her  hither# 
sir,  I think 

Has  carried  her  back  again  invisible,  [ture. 
For  we  ne’er  knew  nor  heard  of  her  depar- 
Jnq.  No  living  thing  came  this  night  thru' 
our  watches; 

She  went  with  you. 

Rod.  \Y as  by  me  till  I slept, 

But  when  I wak’d,  and  call'd — Oh,  my  dull 
pate  here  ! 

If  I had  open’d  this  when  it  was  given  me. 

This  roguy  box 

Lopez.  We  could  but  give  it  you. 

Rod.  Pilgrim  ? a pox  o’  Pilgrims ! there  die 
game  goes,  [it. 

There’s  all  iny  fortune  fled ; I know’t,  I feel 

Enter  Al plum  so  and  two  Outlaws. 

A/ph.  Bring  me  unto  thy  captain  ! where’s 
thy  captain  ? 

ve  taken  die  same  turn  here  as  in  Shakes  peart, 
i.’  Sympson . 
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TOE  PILGRIM. 


Act  5.  Scene  3.] 

I’m  founder’d,  melted  ; some  fairy  thing  or 
other  [me 

lias  led  me  dancing ; the  devil  has  haunted 
I*  tli’  likeness  of  a voice.— Give  uie  thy  cap- 
tain ! , 

Q Oittl.  He’s  here,  sir  ; there  he  stands. 

Alph.  How  dost  thou,  captain?  [holt! 
I have  been  fool’d  and  jaded,  made  a dog- 
My  daughter’s  run  away;  1 have  been  haunt- 
ed  too ; 

I’ve  lost  iny  hofsc;  I’m  hungry,  and  out  of 
n»y  wits  also. 

Rod.  Come  in;  I’ll  tell  you  what  I know  ; 
strange  things! 

And  take  your  ease;  I’ll  follow  her  recovery : 
These  shall  be  yours  the  whilst,  and  do  you 
service. 

Alph.  Let  me  have  drink  enough ; I’in 
almost  choak'd  too. 

Rod.  You  shall  have  anv  tiling.  What 
think  you  now,  soldiers? 

Jag.  I think  a woman,  is  a Woman,  that’s 
any  thing. 

The  next  we  take,  we’ll  search  a little  nearer ; 
We’ll  not  be  boy ’d  agaiu  with  a pair  of 
breeches.  [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Sul.  He’s  gone  in  here : This  is  Rodcrigo’s 
quarter, 

And  I’ll  be  with  him  soon,  I’ll  startle  him 
A little  better  than  1 have  done.  All  this  long 
night 

I ve  led  him  out  o’th*  way, to  try  his  patience, 
And  made  him  swear,  and  curse,  and  pray, 
and  swear  again, 

And  cry  for  auger;  I made  him  leave  his 
horse  too,  [to  him. 

Where  he  can  never  find  him  more;  whistled 
And  then  he’d  run  thro’  thick  and  thin  to 
reach  me;  [him. 

And  down  in  this  ditch,  up  again,  and  shake 
And  swear  some  certain  blessings ; then  into 
that  bush  [over, 

Pop  goes  his  pate,  and  all  his  face  is  romh’d 
And  I sit  laughing:  A hundred  tricks  I’ve 
serv’d  him. 

And  I will  double  ’em,  before  I leave  him  : 
I’ll  teach  his  anger  to  dispute  with  women. 
But  all  this  time  I cannot  meet  my  mistress, 
I cannot  come  to  coinfort  her,  that  grieves  me, 
For  sure  she’s  much  aillicted  ; till  1 do. 

I’ll  haunt  thy  ghost,  Alphonso;  I’ll  keep  thee 
waking.  [weary, 

Yes,  I must  get  a drum : I am  villainous 
And  yet  I’ll  trot  about  these  villages 
*Till  I have  got  my  will,  and  then  have  at  you! 
I’ll  make  your  auger  drop  out  at  your  elbows, 
ere  I leave  you.  [Exit. 


403 

SCENE  Itt.  - 
Enter  Scbtrto  and  Curio. 

Scb.  *Tis  strange,  in  all  the  circuit  wchava 
ridden, 

Wo  cannot  cross  her  ;,rto  way  light  upon  her. 
Curio.  I don’t  think  she  is  gone  thus  far, 
or  this  way; 

For  certain,  if  she  had,  we  should  have 
reach’d  her, 

Made  some  discovery,  heard  some  news; 
we’ve  seen  nothing. 

Scb.  Nor  pass’d  by  any  body  that  could 
promise  any  thing. 

She’s  certainly  disguise! ; her  modesty 
Durst  never  venture  else. 

Curio  Let  her  take  any  shape, 

And  let  me  see  it  once,  I can  distinguish  it. 
Sib.  So  should  I think  too.  Has  not  her 
father  found  her?  [patience 

Cujio.  No,  i’ll  he  bang’d  then  ; he  has  no 
(Unless  she  light  in’s  teeth ) to  look  about  him  : 
lie  guesses  now  and  chafes,  and  fa  ts  like 
tinsel.  . [out  it ; 

Stb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  witli- 
But  keep  her  from  him,  Heav’n!  Where  are 
we,  Curio? 

Curio.  In  a wood,  I think  ; hang  me,  if  I 
know  rise  ! [hours, 

And  vet  J’ve  ridden  all  these  coasts  at  all 
And  had  an  aim. 

Sib.  ( would  wc  had  a guide  [berto, 

Curio.  And  if  I be  not  much  awry,  Sc- 
Not  far  off  should  be  Rodcrigo’s  quarter; 
For  in  this  fastness,  if  I be  not  cozen'd, 

He  and  bis  Outlaws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  place  then 
We  uppoiuted  him  to  meet  in. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Curio.  Yes,  I think  so. 

Scb.  ’Would  we  could  meet  some  living 
thing  ' — What’s  that  there? 

Curio.  A hoy,  l think.  Stay ; why  mayn't 
he  direct  us? 

A/in.  I’m  hungry,  und  Fin  weary,  and  ( 
can  nnj,  find  him. 

Keep  rny  wits,  llcav’n!  I feci  ’em  wavering. 
Oh,  God,  inv  head  ! ' 

Sib.  Boy f dost  thou  hour?  thou  stripling  ! 
Alin.  Now  i hey  will  tear  me,  torture  me  ! 
now  Roderigo 

Will  hang  him  without  mercy.  Ha! 

Curio.  Come  hither ! 

A very  pretty  hoy.  What  place  is  this,  child  ? 
And  whither  dost  thou  travel?  How  lie  stares? 
Some  stubborn  master  hus  abus'd  the  hoy. 
And  beaten  him:  How  he  complains!^* 
Whither  goest  thou  ? fthcr ; 

Alin.  1 go  to  Segovia,  sir,  to  my  sick  mo- 
I huve  been  taken  here  by  drunken  thieves. 


*«  He  guesses  now,  and  chafes  and  frets  like  tinsel .]  Mr.  Synipson  proposes  reading, 
1 lie  guesses  not,  but  chafes  and  frets  like  tinsel/ 

We  are  of  opinion  that  guesses  is  corrupt. 
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THE  PILGRIM. 


And,  (oh,  my  bones !;  I have  been  beaten, 
sir,  | tleinen. 

Alis-us'd  and  rohh'd;  extremely  beaten,  gen- 
Ob,  (iod,  my  side! 

Seb.  What  beasts  would  use  a hoy  thus? 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  cheer. 

Alin.  Oh,  I cannot. 

My  hack,  my  bark,  my  back ! 

Curio  What  thieves? 

Aim.  I know  not, 

But  they  call  the  captain  Roderigo. 

Curio.  Look  you ! 

I knew  we  were  thereabouts. 

Scb.  Oust  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

Alin * Nothing  but  ease-,  but  euse,  sir. 
Curio.  There’s  some  money, 

And  get  thee  to  thy  mother. 

A/in.  I thank  ye,  gentlemen.  [thus. 
Scb.  This  was  extremely  foul,  to  vex  a child 
Come,  let’s  along;  we  cannot  lose  our  way 
now.  ' f Etc  uni. 

A/in.  Tho*  ye  are  honest  men,  I fear  your 
fingers, 

And  glad  I am  got  off.  Oh,  how  I tremble! 
Send  me  but  once  within  his  arms,  dear  For- 
tune, 

And  then  come  all  the  world!  What  shall  I 
do  now  ? ■ 

T’is  almost  night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me 
Or  get  me  meat,  or  any  thing,  I know  not. 
These  wild  woods,  and  the  fancies  l have  in 
Will  ruu  me  mad.  [me, 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Bov  ! boy ! 

A/in.  More  set  to  take  me  ? 

Jul.  Dost  thou  hear,  boy?  thou  pointer! 
Alin.  *Tis  a boy  too, 

A larky-hoy;  I need  not  fear  his  fierceness. 
Jul.  Canst  thou  heat  a drum? 

Alin.  A drum? 

Jul.  This  thing,  a drum  here- 
Didst  thou  ne’er  see  a drum?  Canst  thou 
make  this  grumble? 

A/in.  Juletta’s  face  and  tongue!  Is  she 
run  mad  too  ? 

Here  may  be  double  craft.  [j4siift\]  — I have 
no  skill  in’t 

Jul.  I'll  give  thee  a ryal  hut  to  go  along 
with  rut*.  [business. 

Alin.  I care  not  for  thy  ryal ; I’ve  other 
Drum  to  thyself,  and  dance  to’t. 

Jul.  Sirrah,  sirrah ! 

Thou  scurvy  sirrah  ! thou  snottv-nos’d  scab  ! 
dost  thou  hear  me? 

If  I lay  down  my  drum 

Alin.  Here  comes  more  company  ! 

I fear  a plot;  Heav*n  send  aic  fairly  from  it. 

[£r<7. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  two  Out  lows. 

Jul.  Bust  a!  who’s  here? 

Lopez.  Captain,  do  you  need  me  further? 


[Act  3.  Scene  4 

Rod.  No,  not  a foot.  Give  me  the  gown ; 

the  sword  now.  [me, 

Jul.  This  is  the  devil  thief;  and,  if  he  take 
Woe  be  to  my  gall v-gask ins  ! 

Ijopez.  Certain,  sir,  [habit. 

She’ll  take  her  patches  off,  and  change  her 
Rod.  Let  her  do  what  she  please.  No,  no, 
Alinda, 

You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a boy’s  figure, 
Nor  hide  the  beauty  of  that  face  in  patches. 
But  I shall  know't. 

Jul.  A boy?  his  face  ip  patches? 

Rod.  Nor  shall  your  tongue  again  betwitch 
mine  anger. 

If  she  he  found  i’  tb*  woods,  tend  me  word 
presently, 

And  Pll  return;  (she  cannot  be  far  gone  yet) 
If  she  be  not,  expect  me  whe  n you  see  me. 
Use  ail  your  service  to  my  friend  Alphonso, 
And  have  a care  to  your  business.  Farewell! 
No  more:  Farewell!  [ Exeunt. 

Jul.  I’m  heartily  glad  thou’rt  gone  yet. 
This  hoy  in  patches  was  tlu*  hoy  came  by  me, 
The  very  same  ; bow  hastily  it  shifted  ! 
What  a mope-cy’d  ass  was  I *s,  1 could  not 
know  her!  fberher; 

This  must  he  she,  this  is  sl»e,  now  I remein- 
llow  loth  she  was  to  talk  too,  how  she  fear'd 
me ! [anger. 

I could  now  piss  mine  eyes  out  for  mere 
I’ll  follow  her— But  w ho  shall  ve  x her  father 
then  ? [age. 

One  flurt  at  him,  and  then  I’m  for  the  voy- 
Ifl  can  cross  the  captain  too — Come,  labor ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Joqucs  and  First  Outlaw. 

Juq.  Are  they  all  set  ? 

1 Quit.  All,  and  each  quarter  quiet. 

Juq.  Is  the  old  man  asleep? 

1 Outl.  An  hour  ago,  sir.  [scncc, 

Juq.  We  must  hg  very  careful  in  his  ub- 
And  very  watchful. 

1 Outl.  It  concerns  us  nearly. 

He  will  not  be  long  from  us. 

Juq.  No,  he  cannot. 

1 Out/.  A little  heat  of  love,  which  he 
must  wander  out ; 

And  then  again — Hark  ! [ Drum  afar  off. 

Juq.  What?  ■ 

1 Outl.  ’I  is  not  the  wind,  sure  ; [waters. 
That’s  still  and  calm;  no  noise  nor  flux  of 
Juq.  I hear  a drum,  I think. 

1 Outl.  Hint,  that;  it  beats  again  now. 
Juq.  Now  it  comes  nearer.  Sure  we  art 
surpris'd,  sir; 

Some  from  the  king’s  command.  We’re  lost, 
we’re  dead  all ! 

1 Outl.  liark,  hark!  a charge  now ! my 
captain  has  betray’d  us, 

And  left  us  to  this  ruiu,  run  away  from  u>? 


What  a mop -cy'd  ass,  &c.]  Former  editions. 
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Act  S.  Scene  5.] 

Enter  two  Outlaws. 

Tsopez.  Another  bents  o*  that  side. 

2 Outl.  Flv,  fly,  Jnques  ! 

We’re  taken  in  a toil,  suapt  in  a pitfall; 
Mcthiuks  I feel  a sword  already  shave  me. 

Jl  Outl.  A thousand  horse  and  foot,  a thou- 
sand pioneers, 

If  we  get  under  ground,  to  fetch  us  out  again ; 
And  every  one  an  axe  to  cut  the  woods  down. 

Lopes.  This  is  the  disuiai’st  night 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Alphoruo. 

Alph . Where  is  my  nag  now?  [devil 
And  what  make  I here  to  be  bang'd?  what 
Brought  me  into  this  danger  ? Is  there  ne’er 
a hole,  [quickly  ? 

That  I nmv  creep  in  deep  enough,  and  die 
Ne’er  an  old  ditch  to  choke  in?  I shall  be 
taken 

For  their  commander  now,  their  general, 
And  have  a commanding  gallows  set  up  for 
me  [on  me; 

As  high  ns  a may-pole,  and  na«*ty  songs  made 
Be  printed  with  a pint-pot  and  a dagger. 
They  are  all  kill’d  hy  this  time.  Can  1 pray? 
Let  u*c  see  that  first  — I’ve  too  much  fear  to 
be  faithful.  [daughters, 

Where's  all  my  state  now  ? I must  go  bunt  for 
Daughters, and  damsels  of  the  lake*8,  damn'd 
daughters ! 

A hundred  crowns  for  a good  tod  of  hay, 

Or  a h..e  hollow  tree,  that  would  contain  me. 
1 hear  ’em  coming  ; I feci  the  noose  about  me  ! 

Enter  Stberto , Curio , Oullurtsy  and  Jtnjues. 
Seb.  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly?  here  are 
no  soldiers. 

Nope  from  the  king  to  vex  you. 

1 Outl.  The  drum,  the  drum,  sir ! 

Curio.  I never  saw  such  pigeon-hearted 
people ! 

What  drum?  what  danger?  who's  that  that 
shakes  behind  there? 

Mercy  upon  me,  sir,  why  are  you  fear'd  thus? 
Alph.  Are  we  ull  kill'd  ? no  mercy  to  be 
Imp'd  for! 

Ami  not  shot,  d’you  think  ? 

Seb.  You’re  strangely  frighted ; [you? 
Shot  with  a flddle-stick ! Who’a  here  to  shoot 
A drum  we  saw  indeed ; a boy  was  beating  it. 
And  bunting  squirrels  by  moon-light. 

Lopes.  No  tiling  else,  sir  ? [stirring. 

Curio.  Not  any  thing;  no  other  person 
Alph.  Oh,  that  I had  that  hoy ! this  is  that 
devil. 

That  fairy  rogue,  that  haunted  me  last  night ! 
H*  has  sleeves  like  dragon's  wings. 


to$ 

Scb.  A little  foot-bov. 

Alph.  Come,  let’s  go  in,  and  let  me  get  my 
cloaths  on. 

If  e’er  1 stay  here  more  to  he  thus  martyr’d  — 
Did  ye  not  meet  the  wench? 

Sib.  No,  sure,  we  met  her  not. 

Alph.  She  has  been  here  in  boy’s  apparel, 
gentlemen,  [woman) 

( A gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  u gentle* 
And  ull  her  face  patch'd  over  for  discovery ; 
A Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  bungs  a circum- 
stance, [one. 

That  she  hath  play’d  her  master-prize,  a rare 
I came  too  short. 

Curio.  Such  a young  boy  we  met,  sir, 
Alph.  In  n grey  hat? 

Curio.  The  same;  his  face  all  patch'd  too, 
Alph.  Twas  she,  a rot  run  with  her ! she, 
that  rank  she ! [again: 

Walk  in,  I’ll  tell  ye  all;  and  then  we’il  part 
But  get  some  store  of  wine;  this  fright  sits 
here  yet.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Met  la, 

Jul.  What  a fright  I've  put  ’em  in;  what 
a brave  hurry ! 

If  this  do  bolt  him r,  I’ll  be  w ith  him  again 
With  a new  part,  was  never  play’d  : I'll  firk 
him;  [him. 

As  he  hunts  her.  so  I’ll  hunt  him;  I’ll  claw 
Now  will  i see  if  I can  cross  her  footing. 

Vet  still  I’ll  watch  his  water,  he  shall  pay 
for’t;  [worse, 

And  w hen  lie  thinks  most  malice,  and  means 
I’ll  make  him  know  the  mare’s  the  better 
horse.  [£r«Y0 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Pedro  and  a Gentleman. 

Gent.  You  nre  a stranger,  sir;  and,  for 
humanity,  [something* 

Being  come  within  our  walls.  I’d  shew  you 
You’ve  seen  the  castle? 

Pedro.  Yes,  sir ; tis  a strong  one, 

And  well  maintain'd. 

Gent.  Why  are  you  still  thus  sad,  sir? 
IIow  do  you  like  the  walks? 

Pedro.  They’re  very  pleasant ; 

Your  town  stands  cool  and  sweet. 

Gent.  But  that  I would  not  [yoa 

Affect  you  with  more  sadness,  I could  shew 
A place  worth  view. 

Pedro.  Shows  seldom  alter  me,  sir; 

'Pray  you  speak  it,  and  then  shew  it. 

Gent.  Tis  a house  here  [visited 

Where  people  of  all  sorts,  that  have  been 
With  lunacies  aud  follies,  wait  their  cures: 


*®  Damsels  of  the  lake.]  This  alludes  to  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  a famous  character  in  the 
old  romances;  particularly  the  very  popular  one  called  Morte  Arthur;  where  many  mi- 
racles are  performed,  and  much  enchantment  is  conducted,  bv  means  of  tbe  interposition 
of  the  Lady  of  the  I^ike.  See  Wartuu  on  Spenser,  vol.  i.  p.  Uli.  H. 

*"  lj' this  do  bolt  him.]  Probably  the  negative  is  tvauting, 

* If  this  don't  bolt  huu.’  Sympson. 
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Tlieir  fancies,  of  a thousand  stamps  and 
fashions,  [ye, 

Like  flics  in  several  shapes,  buz  round  about 
And  twice  as  many  gestures ; some  of  pity, 
That  it  would  make  you  melt  to  see  their 
passions « 

And  some  as  light  aguin,  that  would  content 
you. 

Hut  1 see,  sir,  your  temper  is  too  modest, 
Too  much  inclin'd  to  contemplation, 

To  meet  with  these. 

Pedro.  You  could  not  please  me  better; 
And  1 Ijcseech  you,  sir,  do  me  the  honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  you. 

Gent.  Since  you're  willing. 

To  mc4t  shall  lie  a pleasure  to  conduct  you. 

Pedro.  1 ne'er  had  such  a mind  yet  to  6ce 
misery!  * [.£>*««/. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  tun  Keepers, 

1 Keep.  Carry  Mad  Hess  some  meat,  she 
roars  like  thunder;  [full, 

And  tie  the  parson  short,  the  moon's  i*  lh’ 
II*  lias  a thousand  pigs  in’s  brums.  \\  bo 
looks  to  the  'prentice? 

Keep  bim  from  women,  lie  thinks  h'has  lost 
Ins  mistress ; [mad. 

And  talk  of  no  silk  stuffs,  "twill  ninhini  horn- 

U Keep,  The  justice  keeps  such  u stir  yon- 
der with  his  charges, 

And  such  a coil  with  warrants! 

1 Keep.  Take  away  his  statutes; 

The  devil  has  possess'd  him  in  the  likeness 
Of  penal  laws;  keep  him  from  oquu-vita, 
For  if  that  spirit  creep  into  his  <piorum, 
lie  will  commit  us  all.  llow  is  jt  with  the 
scholar? 

2 Keep.  For  any  thing  I see,  he’s  in  his 
right  wits. 

1 Keep.  Thou  art  on  u*s  ! in's  right  wits, 
good  man  coxcomb? 

As  tho*  any  man  durst  he  in's  right  wits,  and 
be  here: 

It  is  as  much  os  we  dare  be,  that  keep ’em* 

Enter  English  nutdmon . 

En pi.  Give  me  some  drink  ! 

t Keep.  Oh,  tlicrrk  tlic  Englishman. 

Engl.  Fill  me  a thousand  pots,  and  frotli 
’em,  froth  'em ! 

Dow  n o'  your  knees,  ye  rogues,  and  pledge 
me  roundly ! 


[Act  3.  Scene  6. 

One,  two,  three,  and  four ; 

We  shall  all  he  ir  erry  w itliin  this  liour. 

To  the  great  Turk ! [ard ! 

1 Keep.  Peace,  peace,  thou  heathen  drunk- 
These  English  arc  s>  malt-mad,  there’s  no 

meddling  with  'em ; 

When  they've  a fruitful  year  of  barley  there, 

All  the  whole  island’s  thus. 

Engl.  A snuff,  a snuff,  a snuff, 

A lewd  notorious  snuff!  give’thim  ugain,  boy. 

Enter  Site- Fool. 

Find.  God  ye  good  even,  gaffer! 

2 Keep.  Wiio  let  the  Fool  loose  ? 

1 Keep.  If  any  of  the  m.idmcn  take  her, 
she  is  pepper'd ; 

Then’ll  bounce  her  loins. 

Fool.  Will  you  walk  into  the  coal-house?  ! 

1 Keep.  She  ir>  as  lecherous  too  as  a she* 
ferret. 

2 Keep.  Who  a vcngeunce  looks  to  her! 

Go  in,*Katc, 

I'll  give  tliee  a tine  apple. 

Fool.  Will  you  buss  me. 

And  tickle  me,  mid  make  me  laugh? 

1 hup.  I'll  whip  you. 

Eng/.  Fool,  Fool  ! come  up  to  me,  Foul, 

Fool.  A re  you  peeping  ? 

Engl.  I’ll  get  thee  with  fire  fools. 

Foot.  Oh,  fine,  oh,  dainty  ! 

Engl.  And  thou  slmlt  be-in  in  a horse* 
cloth,  like  a lady. 

Fool.  And  shall  i liavo  a roach? 

, Engl.  Drown  with  four  lurkics ; 

And  they  sliuii  tread  thee  too. 

Fool.  We  shall  have  eggs  then ! 

And  shall  1 sit  upon  ’em  r 

Engl.  Ay,  nv,  and  1 1 rev  shall  be  all  addle. 

And  make  an  admirable  tansey  for  thederif. 
Come,  come  away;  I’m  taken  with  thy  low, 

And  will  mightily  belabour  thee.  [Fool, 

1 Keep . How  the  Foul  1 r idles!  how  si* 

twitters  at  him  ! [man, 

These  Englishmen  would  stagger  a w ise  wp* 

If  wc  should  suffer  her  to  have  her  w ill  now, 

We  should  have  all  the  women  in  8pain  us 
mad  as  she  here, 

2 Keep.  1 hey  w mild  strive  who  should  b« 
most  fool.  Away  with  her  ! 

• 

Enter  Master,  three  Gentlemen,  Scholar , and 
Pedro. 

Fool.  'Pray  yc  stay  a little ! let's  hear  bin* 
sing;  h*  has  a lint  bieast3*. 


* Let  * hear  him  ting;  h'  has  u fine  breast.]  In  6ir  John  Hawkins's  History  of  Mustek, 
▼ol.  iii.  p.  466,  he  ntes  part  of  Tusser’s  * Five  Hundred  Pojuts  of  Husbandry,  1360/  m 
which  the  following  hue  occurs : 

* The  better  brest,  the  lesser  rest;* 

upon  which  he  makes  this  observation : ‘ in  singing,  the  sound  is  originally  pn*lurcd  by  tha 

* action  of  the  lungs;  which  ore  so  essential  an  organ  in  this  respect,  that  to  bate  i gt*od 

* breast  was  formerly  a common  periphrasis  to  denote  a good  singer.  Tin?  Italians  make  use 

* ol  fhe  terms  l me  fa  1 city  and  I oce  (it  lnlu)  toijguify  |\yo  kiuds  of  voice,  of  winch  iM 

* foi 


Digitized  by  Google 


tllE  PILGRIM. 


297 


Act  $.  Scene  <5.J 

1 Keep.  Here  cornea  my  master.  To  the 
spit,  you  whore,  [business; 

And  stir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your 
You  shall  bavt?  no  more  sops  i’  th’  pan  else, 
nor  no  porridge : 

Besides,  I’ll  whip  your  breech. 

Foot.  I’ll  go  in  presently. 

1 Gent.  I’ll  assure  you,  sir,  the  Cardinal’s 
angry  with  you 

For  keeping  this  young  man. 

Mast.  I’m  heartily  sorrv.  [ye. 

If  ye  allow  him  sound,  'pray  ye  take  him  with 
D Gent.  This  is  the  place,  and  now  observe 
their  humours. 

2 Gait.  We  can  find  notiiing  in  him  light, 
nor  tainted ; 

No  startings,  nor  no  rubs,  in  all  his  answers; 
In  all  his  letters,  nothing  hut  discretion, 
Learning,  and  l.\ndsonie  stile. 

Must.  He  not  deceiv’d,  sir; 

Mark  but  his  look. 

1 Gent.  His  grief,  and  his  imprisonment, 
May  stamp  that  there. 

Must.  'Pray  talk  with  him  again  then. 

2 Gent.  That  will  be  needless;  we  have 

tried  him  long  enough,  [with’t. 

And  it  he  hail  a taint  we  should  have  met 

Yet  to  discharge  your  care 

Pedro.  A sober  youth ! 

Pity  so  heavy  a cross  should  light  upon  him. 

2 Gent.  You  find  no  sickness? 

, Sehol.  None,  sir,  I thank  Heaven, 

Nor  nothing  that  diverts  my  understanding. 

1 Gent.  Do  you  sleep  o* nights? 

Sehot.  As  sound,  win  sweet,  as  a.iy  man. 

2 Gent.  Have  you  no  fearful  dreams? 
Schof.  Sometimes,  as  all  have 

That  go  to  bed  with  raw  and  windy  stomachs; 
Else,  I'm  all  one  piece. 

1 Gent.  Is  there  no  unkindness  [rent? 
Tou  have  conceiv’d  from  any  friend,  or  pa- 
Or  scorn  from  what  you  lut'd? 

Sehol.  No,  truly,  sir : 

I never  yet  was  master  of  a faith 
So  poor,  nnd  weuk,  to  doubt  my  friend  or 
kindred; 

And  what  love  is,  unless  it  lie  in  learning, 

J think  l*m  ignorant. 

1 Gent.  This  man  is  perfect; 

A civiler  discoiirscr  l ne’er  talk’d  with. 
Must.  You’ll  find  it  otherwise. 

2 Gent.  I must  tell  you  true,  sir,  [ness! 
J think  you  keep  him  here  to  teach  him  nmd- 
I lore’s  his  discharge  from  my  lord  cardinal. 
And  come,  sir,  go  with  us. 

Sehol.  I’m  hound  unto  ye’; 

And  farewell,  master. 


Mast.  Farewell,  Steplmno. 

Alas,  jmor  man ! 

1 Gent.  What  flaws  and  whirls  of  weather; 
Or  rather  storms,  have  been  aloft  these  three 

days ; 

How  dark,  and  hot,  and  full  of  mutiny  ! 

And  still  grows  louder. 

Must.  It  has  been  stubborn  weather. 

2 Gent.  Strange  work  at  sea;  I feat  me 

there’s  old  tumbling.  ■* 

1 Gent.  Bless  my  old  uncle’s  bark ! I have 
a venture. 

2 Gent.  And  I,  more  than  I’d  wish  to  lose. 
Sehol.  Do  you  fear  ? 

6.  Gent.  Ha!  how  he  looks! 

Mast.  Nay,  mark  him  better,  gentlemen. 

2 Gent.  Mercy  upon  me,  how  his  eyes  aro 
alter’d ! 

Must.  Now  tell  me  how  you  like  him; 

% whether  now 

lie  he  that  perfect  man  ye  credited? 

Sehol.  Docs  the  sea  stagger  ye  ? 

Mast.  Now  ye  liave  hit  the  nick. 

Sehol.  Do  ye  fear  the  billows? 

1 Gent.  Whatails  him?  who  has  stirr’d  him? 

Schof.  Be  not  shaken,  [ye  ; 

Nor  let  the  singing  of  the  storm  shoot  thro* 
Let  it  blow  on,  blow  on ! let  the  clouds 
wrestle,  [nous. 

And  let  the  vapours  of  the  earth  turn  inuti- 
Tlit  sea  in  hideous  mountains  rise  and  turn* 

We,  t . . 

Upon  a dolphin  s back  III  make  all  tremble, 
For  I am  Neptune  ! 

Must.  Now  what  think  ye  of  him? 

2 Gent.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Sehol.  Your  bark  shall  plough  thro’  all, 
And  not  q surge  so  saucy  to  disturb  her; 

I’ll  see  her  sale,  my  power  shall  sail  before 
her ! 

Down,  yc  angry  waters  all; 

Y'c  loud  whistling  whirlwinds,  fall: 
Down,  yc  proud  waves  ; ye  storms; 
I command  ve,  be  at  peace.  [cease; 
Fright  not  with  your  churlish  notes'. 

Nor  bruise  the  keel  of  bark  that  floats; 
No  devouring  fish  come  nigh, 

Nor  monster  in  my  empery 
Once  shew  his  head,  or  terror  bring  ; 
But  let  the  weary  sailor  sing  i 
Amphitrite  w ith  white  arms 
Strike  my  lute,  I’ll  sing  thy  charms. 
Mast.  He  nu.* 'l  have  musick  now  : I must 
observe  him ; 

H is  fit  will  grow  too  full  Msc.  [ Musickt  son£. 
2 Gent.  I must  pity  him. 


1 first  is  the  best.  In  Shakes, ware’s  comedy  of  Twelfth  Night,  after  tlm  Clown  is  asked  to 
4 sing,  Sir  Andrew  Aguechcck  says, 

* By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  nn  excellent  breast 

4 And  in  the  statutes  of  Sioke-College,  ill  Suffolk,  founded  by  Parker,  archbidiop  of  Cun- 
4 terbury,  is  a provision  in  these  words : “ Of  which  said  cjucristcrs  after  their  breasts  are 
**  changed  ( ».  e.  their  voices  broke)  we  will  the  most  apt  of  wit  and  capacity  be  belpen  w ifW 
“ exhibitions  of  furry  shillings,”  &c.  Stfvpe’s  Life  of  Parker,  p.  9.’  R. 

*u\.  if.  ' * 
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Matt.  Now  he  will  in  himself,  most  qui- 
etly, 

And  clean  forget  all,  as  he  had  done  nothing. 
1 Gent.  We’re  sorry,  sir,  and  we  have 
seen  a wonder. 

From  this  hour  we’ll  believe ; and  so  we’ll 
leave  ye. 

Pedro.  This  was  a strange  fit. 

[ Esc unt  taio  Gent. 
Mast.  Did  you  mark  him,  sir  ? 

Pedro.  He  might  have  cozen’d  me  with 
his  behaviour. 

Matt.  Many  have  sworn  him  right*",  and 
I have  thought  so ; 

Yet  on  a sudden,  from  some  word  or  other, 
When  no  man  could  expect  a fit,  he  has 
flown  out  : 

I dare  not  give  him  will. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Pedro.  Tray  Hcav’n  recover  him  ! T 
A tin.  Must  I come  in  too  ? 

Mast.  No,  my  pretty  lad;  [supper. 

Keep  in  thv  chamber,  hoy;  ’shalt  have  thy 
Pedro.  1 pray  you  what  is  he,  sir? 

Must.  A strange  boy,  that  last  night 
Was  found  i’  th*  town,  a little  craz’d,  dis- 
And  so  sent  hither.*  [tracted, 

Pedro.  How  the  pretty  knave  looks. 

And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me  ! — Sure  such 
eyes 

I’ve  seen,  and  lov*d  ! — What  fair  hands!— 
Certainly 

Matt.  Good  sir,  you’ll  make  him  worse. 
Pedro.  1 pray  believe  not:  [smiles! — 

Alas,  why  should  1 hurt  him? — llow  he 
The  very  shape,  and  sweetness  of  Alinda  ! — 
Let  me  look  once  agnin : Were  it  in  such 
cloaths 

As  when  I saw  her  Inst — This  must  be  she! — 
How  tenderly  it  strokes  me ! 

Mast.  ’Pray  you  be  mild,  sir! 

I must  attend  elsewhere.  [Exit. 

Pedro.  Tray  you  be  secure,  sir. 

What  would  ye  sav? — How  iny  heart  beats 
and  trembles  ! 


He  holds  me  hard  by  th*  hand.  O’  ray  life, 
her  flesh  too ! 

I know  not  what  to  think ! Her  tears,  her 
true  ones. 

Pure  orient  tears! — Hark,  do  you  know  me, 
little  one? 

Alin.  Oh,  Pedro,  Pedro! 

Pedro.  Oh,  my  soul ! 

H Gent.  What  fit’s  this? 

The  Pilgrim’s  off  the  hooks  too! 

Alin.  Let  me  hold  thee;  [me! 

And  now  come  all  the  world,  and  all  that  hate 
Pedro,  lie  wise,  and  not  discover’d.  Oh, 
how  I love  you  ! 

Ilow  do  you  now  ? 

Alin.  1 have  been  miserable ; [Pedro. 
But  your  most  virtuous  eyes  have  cur’d  me, 
’Pray  you  think  it  no  immodesty,  I kiss  you. 
My  head’s  wild  still ! 

Pedro . Be  not  so  full  of  passion. 

Nor  do  not  hang  so  greedily  upon  me; 
Twill  be  ill  taken. 

Alin.  Are  you  weary  of  me? 

I will  hang  hete  eternally,  kiss  ever, 

And  weep  away  for  joy. 

Enter  Matter. 

Mast.  I told  vou,  sir, 

What  vou  would  do!  For  shame,  do  not 
afliict  him : 

You’ve  drawn  his  fit  upon  him  fearfully. 
F.ither  depart,  and  presently,  I’ll  force  you 
Who  waits  within  ? * felse. 


Enter  two  Keepcrt. 

Pedro.  Alas,  good  9ir [covery. 

Matt.  This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  re- 
Stay  but  one  minute  more,  I’ll  complain  to 
tli’  governor. 

Bring  in  the  boy.  D*  you  see  how  he  swells 
and  tears  himself?  [carry 

Is  this  your  cup  ? Be  gone ! If  the  boy  inis- 
Let  me  ne’er  mid  you  more,  for  I’ll  so’  ham- 
per you 

3 Gent.  You  were  to  blame,  too  rash. 

Pedro.  Farewell  for  ever!  [Exeunt. 


’*  Many  hare  sworn  him  right.]  This  is  one  of  the  most  skilful  exhibitions  of  madness  tliat 
this  play  affords. 


ACT 

SCENE  r. 

Enter  Alphonso,  a Gentleman , and  Juletta. 
Gent.  yWllE  1Knv  "'itbin  a mile  o’ th* 
town,  sir;  if  my  business  [ye. 
Would  give  ui<  leave,  I’d  turn  and  wait  upon 
But  for  such  gentlemen  as  you  enquire  ot, 
Certain,  I saw  nonesuch;  but  for  the  boy 
ye  spoke  of, 


IV. 

I will  not  say  ’tis  lie,  but  such  a one. 

Just  of  that  height 

A/ph.  In  such  cloaths? 

Gent . I much  mistake  else 

Was  sent  in  th’  other  night,  a little  inaddisfi, 
And  where  such  people  wait  their  cures. 
Alph.  I understand  you. 

Gent.  There  you  may  quickly  know. 
Alph.  I thank  you,  sir. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Jul.  So  do  I too ; and  if  there  be  such  a 
place,  [me. 

I ask  no  more ; but  you  shall  hear  more  of 
She  may  be  there,  and  you  inay  play  the  ty- 
raut ; 

I’ll  see  what  I can  do.  I’m  almost  founder’d 
In  following  him;  and  yet  I’ll  never  leave  him, 
I’ll  crawl  of  all  four  first;  my  cause  is  nie- 
Ami  come  what  can  come  ! (morions, 

Gent.  All  you’ve  told  ine’s  certain, 
Complexion,  and  all  else. 

Alph.  It  may  be  she  then  ; [now? 

And  I’ll  so  fumble  her!  Is  she  grown  mad 
Is  her  blood  set  so  high  ? I'll  have  her  madded. 
I'll  have  her  worm'd  ! 

Jul.  Mark  but  the  end,  old  master; 

If  thou  be’st  not  sick  o’  th’  hots  within  these 
five  hours,  [fire,  signior. 

And  kick’st  and  roar’st — III  make  ye  fart 

Euler  Alinda , as  the  Fool. 

Gent.  Here’s  one  o’ th’ house,  a fool,  an 
idiot,  sir:  [to  ye, 

May-be,  she’s  going  home ; she’ll  be  a guide 
And  so  1 kiss  your  hand.  [Exit. 

Aljth . I am  your  servant. 

Alin.  Oh,  now  I’m  lost,  lost,  lost!  Lord, 
“•how  I tremble! 

My  father,  arm’d  in  all  his  hates  and  angers  ! 
This  is  more  misery  than  I have  ’scap’d  yet. 
Alph.  Fool!  Fool! 

Alin,  lie  knows  me  not. — Will  you  'give 
me  two-pence? 

And,  gaffer,  1 .*  re’s  a crow-flower,  and  a daisy ; 
I’ve  some  pie  in  iny  pocket  too. 

Alph.  This  is  an  arraut  fool, 

An  ignorant  thing. 

Alin.  Believe  so,  and  I’m  happy.  [Aside. 
Alph.  Dost  thou  dwell  in  Segovia,  Fool? 
Alin.  No,  no,  1 dwell  in  Heaven; 

And  i have  a fine  little  house,  made  of  mar- 
malade, \ [Peter; 

And  I am  a lone  woman,  and  I spin  for  Saint 
I have  a hundred  little  children,  and  they  sing 
psalms  with  me. 

Alph.  *Tis  pity  this  pretty  tiling  should 
want  understanding. 

But  why  do  l stand  talking  with  a coxcomb? 
If  I do  find  her,  if  I light  upon  her — 

I’ll  sav  no  more.  Is  this  the  way  to  th*  town, 

fool  ? 

Alin.  You  must  go  o’er  the  top  of  that 

high  steeple,  gaffer 

Alph.  A plague  o’  your  fool’s  face! 

Jul.  No;  take  her  counsel. 

Aim.  And  then  you  shall  come  to  a river 
twenty  mile  over, 

And  twenty  mile  and  ten,  and  then  you  must 
pray,  gaffer, 

And  still  you  must  pray,  and  pray 

Alph.  T*ray  flcav’i)  deliver  me 
From  such  an  ass  as  thou  art ! 


Alin.  Amen,  sweet  gaffer!— 

And  fling  a sop  of  sugar-cake  into  it; 

And  then  you  must  leap  in  naked 

Jvl.  ’Would  lie  would  believe  her  ! 

Alin.  And  sink  seven  days  together:  Can 
you  sink,  garter? 

Alph.  Yes,  coxcomb,  yes.  ’Prithee,  fare- 
well ! a pox  on  thee!  [thee  ! 

A plague  o’  that  fool  too,  that  set  me  upon 
Alin.  And  then  I’ll  bring  you  a sup  of  milk 
shall  serve  you : 

I’m  going  to  get  apple?. 

Alph.  Go  to  the  devil ! 

Wa»  ever  man  tormented  with  a puppy  thus? 
Thou  tell  me  news?  thou  he  a guide? 

Alin.  And  then,  nuncle 

Alph.  ’Prithee  keep  on  thy  way,  good 
uaunt.  1 could  rail  now 
These  ten  hours  at  mine  own  improvidence. 
Get  apples  and  be  choak’d  ! farewell ! [Krd. 
A/in.  Farewell,  nuncle ! 

Jul.  I rejoice  in  nnv  thing  that  vexes  him, 
And  I shall  love  this  fool  extremely  for’t. 
Could  I but  see  my  inistre*»s  now,  to  tell  her 
How  1 have  truly,  honestly  wrought  for  her. 
How  I have  worn  myselt  away  to  serve  her— 
Fool,  there’s  a ryai  for  the  sport  thou  tuad’st 
me  [thee. 

In  ciossing  that  old  fool,  that  parted  from 
Aim.  ( l'hou’rt  honest  sure,  but  yet  thou 
must  not  see  me.)  [you, 

I thank  you,  little  gentleman  ! Heav’n  bless 
And  I’ll  pray  for  you  too.  'Pray  you  keep 
this  nutmeg;  [tain, 

’Twas  sent  me  from  the  lady  of  the  Moun- 
A golden  lady. 

Jul.  Iiow  prettily  it  prattles ! [standing 
Alin.  Tis  very  good  to  rub  your  unJer- 
And  so  g*>od  night;  the  moon’s  up. 

Jut.  Pretty  innocent! 

Alin.  Now,  Fortune,  if  thou  dar’st  do  good, 
protect  me  ! [ Exit • 

Jul.  I’ll  follow  him  to  yond  town ; he  shall 
not  'scape  me.  [first, 

Stay;  I must  counterfeit  a letter  by  the  way 
And  one  that  must  carry  some  credit  with 
it ; I am  wide  else. 

And  all  this  to  no  purpose  that  I aim  at. 

A letter  must  he  Imd  and  neatly  handled ; 
And  then  if  good  wife  Fortune  do  »*ot  fail  me. 
Have  at  his  skirts ! I shall  worse  auger  him 
Thun  ever  I have  done,  and  worse  torment 
him.  [him. 

It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I shall  conjure 
And  crucify  his  crabbed  ness : He’s  mv  mas- 
ter; {hand. 

But  that’s  all  one,  1*11  lay  that  on  the  left 
He  would  uow  persecute  tny  harmless  mis* 
tress ; 

A fault  without  forgiveness,  as  I take  it, 
And  under  that  bold  banner  flics  my  ven- 
geance49; 


* That  bold  banner  flies  my  vengeance.]  The  discontinuity  of  the  metaphor  makes  this 
place  greatly  obscure,  we  should  probably  read, 

* ■ under  that  bold  banner  fights  my  vengcauce.'  Sum'  wn. 

3 Q 2 
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A meritorious  war,  and  so  I’ll  make  it. 

I’  tli’  name  of  innocence,  what's  this  the  Fool 
gave  rue  ? 

She  «*aid  'twnscood  to  rub  mv  understanding. 
What  strange  concealment?  bread,  or  cheese, 
or  a chesnut  ? 

Ha!  ’tis  a ring,  a pretty  ring,  a right  one  : 

A ring  I know  too!  the  very  same  ring ! 

Oh,  admirable  blockhead  ! oh,  ba^c  eyes! 

A ring  my  mistress  took  from  me,  and  wore 
it;  [me1*.’ 

I know*  it  by  the  posy,  * Prick  me,  and  heal 
None  could  deliver  this  but  she  herself  too. 
Am  I twice  sand-blind?  twice  so  near  tire 
blessing  [it  ? 

I would  arrive  at,  and  block-like  ne’er  know 
J'm  vengeance  angry!  but  that  shall  light  on 
thee, 

And  heavily,  and  qqickly,  I pronounce  it. 
There  arc  so  many  cross-ways,  there's  no 
foll’wing  her3', 

And  yet  I must— not  now'.  I hope  she  is 
right  still,  r itjc  ; 

For  a!!  her  outward  show,  for  sure  she  knew 
And,  in  that  hope,  some  few  hours  I'll  forget 
her.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Hflderigo,  in  a pilgrims  habit. 
l(od.  She’s  not  to  be  recover'd,  which  I 
vex  at;  [mentsinc. 

And  he  bevoad  my  vengeance,  which  tor- 
Oh,  I am  fool’d  and  slighted,  made  a rascal ; 
My  hopes  arc  flatter’d  a*,  as  my  present  for- 
tunes! [comb? 

Why  should  I wander  thus,  and  play  the  cox- 
Tirc  out  my  peace  and  pleasure  for  a girl  ? 
A girl  that  scorns  me  too  ? a thing  that  hates 
me?  [breakfast 

And,  consider’d  at  the  best,  is  hut  a short 
For  a hot  appetite.  Why  should  l w alk,  and 
walk  thus, 

And  fret  myself,  and  travel  liken  carrier, 
And  peep,  and  watch?  war.t  meat  and  nine, 
to  cherish  me,  [sand, 

When  thousand  women  may  be  had,  ten  thou- 
And  thank  me  too,  and  1 sit  still?  Well,  trim 
beauty 

And  chastity,  and  all  that  seem  to  ruin  me. 


[Act  4.  Scene  2. 

Let  me  not  take  you  ,let  me  not  come  near  you, 
For  I’ll  so  trim  you.  I’ll  so  hustle  with  you — 
*T'is  not  the  name  of  virgin  shall  redeem  you, 
(I’ll  change  that  property)  nor  tears,  nor 
^ angers ; 

I bear  a hate  about  me  scorns  thpsc  follies. 
To  tied  this  villain  too  (for  there's  my  main 
And  if  he  ’scajie  me  then33 [prize) 

Y.ntcr  Alinda. 

Alin.  Ts  not  that  Pedro  ? 

’Tis  he,  ’tis  he  ! Oh! 

Rod.  What  art  thou  ? 

A/in . Ha  ! now,  how,  now'. 

Oh,  now,  most  miserable  ! 

Had.  Wiiat  a devil  art  thou  ? 

A/in.  No  end  of  mv  misfortunes  Heaven  ? 
Roc/.  Whatantickf 
Speak,  puppet,  speak  ! 

Alin.  That  habit  to  betray  me? 

Ye  holy  Saints,  can  yc  see  tins? 

Hod.  Itdanceth!  [cent? 

The  devil  in  a fool’s  coat  ? is  he  turn’ll  inno- 
What  mops  and  mowcsX  it  makes  ! heigh, 
how  it  frisketh ! 

Is’t  not  a fairy  ? or  some  small  hobgoblin? 

It  has  a mortal  face,  ami  1 have  a great  mind 
to  it ; 

Hut  if  it  should  prove  the  devil  then? 

A/in.  Come  hither. 

Rad.  I think  ’twill  ravish  me.  It  is  a 
handsome  thing,  [at? 

But  horribly  sun-burnt.  What’*  that  it  points 
AHn.  Dost  thou  see  that  star  there?  that, 
just  above  the  sun  ? 

’Prithee  go  thither,  and  light  me  this  tobacco  ; 
And  stop  it  wito  the  burns  o’  tli’  moon. 

Had.  The  thing  is  mad, 

Abominably  mad,  her  bruins  arc  butter’d. 
Go  sleep,  fool,  sleep. 

Alin.  Thou  canst  not  sleep  so  sweetly; 
For  so  I can  say  my  prayers,  and  then  slum- 
ber. m 

I am  not  proud,  nor  full  of  wine, 

(This  little  flower  will  make  me  fine) 
Cruel  in  heart,  (for  1 shall  cry. 

If  I sec  a sparrow  die): 

I am  not  watchful  to  do  ill, 

Nor  glorious3^  to  pursue  it  still: 


a°  Prick  me,  and  heal  me.]  These  words,  by  what  mistake  I know-  not,  are  wanting  in  the 
folio  of  1679.  Sympson. 

3'  — — ■ there's  no  fu/l'ming  her ; 

And  yet  1 must  not  now.)  The  distraction  of  Juletta  here  will  be  finely  expressed  if  we 
alter  the  pointing; 

‘ there’s  no  following  her ; 

‘ And  yet  I must — not  now.  1 hope,’  &c.  Sampson. 

39  My  hopes  «re  flatter’d,  ox  my  present  fortune*.]  But  Jiatlerd  with  wlint?  If  disappoint* 
incuts  arc  flatteries’  then  the  passage  is  clear.  Write  without  dispute, 

‘ My  hopes  are  Jiat  as  are  my  present  fortunes/  Sampson. 

It  admits  much  dispute.  The  text  signifies  the  §ume  as  the  emendation,  Jlatter'd  being 
used  ironically:  * My  hopes  and  fortunes  are  equally  desperate/ 

33  And  if  he  snr.p  me.  then .]  Amended  by  Mr.  Svmpson. 

34  Mops  and  mo\y*s.]  T ins  explains  the  passage  in  '1  he  Wild-Goose  Chase.  Mops  we  take 
to  he  gestures,  and  man  es,  grin  aces. 

« Nor  glorious  to  pursue.)  i.  e.  take  no  pride,  pleasure  in,  &c.  Syrnpson. 
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Act  4.  Scene  9.] 

Nor  pitiless  to  those  that  weep : 

Such  ns  are,  bid  them  go  sleep. 

Do,  do,  do,  and  sec  if  they  can. 

Hod.  It  said  true; 

I  feel  it  sink  into  me  forcibly. 

Surekis  a kind  of  sybil,  some  mad  prophet. 

] feel  niv  wildness  bound  and  fetter’d  in  me. 
Alin.  Give  me  vour  hand,  and  I’ll  tell  you 
what's  your  fortune. 

"Rod.  Here; ’prithee  speak. 

Alin.  Fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy  ! [look  finely ; 
Wash  your  hands,  mid  pare  your  nails,  und 
You  shall  never  kiss  the  kind's  daughter  else. 
Rod.  I wash  ’em  daily. 

Alin.  Hut  still  you  foul ’em  faster. 

Rod.  This  goes  nearer. 

A tin.  You’ll  have  two  wives. 

Rod.  Two  wires  ? 

Alin.  Av,  two  fine  gentlewomen ; 

(Make  much  of  ’em,  for  they  11  stick  close  to 
And  these  two,  in  two  days.  [you, 

Rod.  That's  a fine  riddle. 

Alin.  To-J.iy  you  shall  wed  Sorrow, 

And  Repentance  will  come  to-morrow. 

Rod.  Sure  she’s  inspir’d  ! 

Alin.  I’ll  sing  you  a -fine  song,  sir. 

He  called  dow  n his  merry  men  all, 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three; 

William  would  fain  have  been  the  first, 
Hut  now  the  lust  is  he. 

Rod.  ’ Fis  the  mere  chronicle  of  my  mishaps. 
Alin.  I’ll  bid  you  good  oven  ; for  my  boat 
srays  for  me  yonder, 

And  I must  sup  with  the  moon  to-uight  in  the 
Mediterranean.  [Ei'il. 

Rod.  When  fools  and  mad-folks  shall  be 
tutors  to  me. 

And  feel  my  sores,  yet  I unspnsible 

Sure  it  was  set  by  Providence  upon  me. 

To  steer  my  heart  right.  1 am  wondrous 
weary;  % [me — 

My  thoughts  too*  which  add  niorc  burden  to 
] have  been  ill,  and,  which  is  worse,  pursu’d  if, 
And  still  run  on  : 1 must  think  better,  nobler, 
And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all.  [me ! 
Still  I grow  heavier,  heavier;  Heav'n  defend 
I’ll  lie  down,  and  take  rest,  and  goodness 
guard  me  ! 

Enter  four  Peasants. 

1 Pra.  W c\e  ’scap’d  to-day  well ; certain, 

if  the  Outlaws  I fork. 

Hud  known  we  had  heen  stirring,  we  had  paid 

2 Pea.  league  on  ’em,  they  have  roob'd 

3 Pra.  And  me  five  times;  [me  thrice. 
Beside. they  made  my  daughter  one  of  us  too, 
An  arrant  drum:  Oh,  they’re  the  lewdest 

rascals ! 


S0| 

The  captain  such  a damn’d  picee  oP iniquity  — 
Hut  wc  arc  far  enough  off  ou  ’em,  that’s  the 
They  cannot  hear.  [heston’t. 

•1  Pea.  They’ll  come  to  me  familiarly, 

And  cat  up  all  1 have;  drink  up  my  w ine  too, 
And  if  there  hen  servant  that  contents  ’em, 
Let  her  keel  hold,  they’ll  give  her  stowage 
enough.  ( Outlaws ; 

Wc*  have  no  children  now,  but  thieves  and 
The  very  brats  in  their  mothers'  bellies  have 
their  qualifies, 

They’ll  steal  into  the  world. 

1 Pea.  ’Would  vve  had  some  of  ’em  here  ! 

2 Pea.  Ay,  u * that  condition  we  could 

They're  sturdy  knaves.  [master  ’em  ; 

3 Pea.  A devil  take  their  sturdiness! 

We  can  neither  keep  our  wives  from  ’em, 
nor  our  state-* ; 

We  pay  the  rent,  and  they  possess  the  benefit. 

1 Pea.  Wiiat  is  this  lies  here?  is  it  drunk 

It  sleeps,  and  soundly  tot).  for  sober? 

2 Pea.  ’l  is  an  old  woman,  [stretches. 
That  keeps  sheep  hereabouts.  It  turns  and 

4 Pra.  Docs  sue  keep  sheep  with  a sword  ? 

3 Pea.  It  has  a beard  too.  [derigo! 

' 1 Pra.  Peace,  peace!  It  is  the  devil  Uo- 

Pcace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

2 Pea.  ’ Fis  he. 

3 Pea.  Speak  softly. 

4 Pea.  Now  wc  limy  fit  him. 

3 Pea.  Stay,  stay ! let’s  be  provident. 

1 Pea.  Kili  him,  und  wake  him  then. 

4 Pra.  l.et  me  come  to  him;  (more — 
Ev’n  one  blow  at  bis  pate;  if  e’er  be  wake 

3 Pea.  So,  so,  so ! lay  that  l»y. 

2 Pro.  I must  needs  kill  him; 

It  stands  with  my  reputation. 

3 Pea.  Stand  off,  I say, 

And  let  us  some  way  make  him  sure;  then 
torture  him : 

To  kill  him  presently,  lias  no  pleasure  ink; 
IP  has  been  tormenting  of  U1*  at  least  this 
Rod.  Oh,  ine!  [twelvemonth. 

All.  Becomes,  heroines. 

4 Pra.  Has  lie  no  guns  about  him? 

3 Pea.  Softly  again!  No,  no;  take  that 
hand  easily,  [there. 

And  tie  it  fust  there;  that  to  t’other  hough 
Fast,  fast,  and  easy,  lest  lie  wake! 

2 Pra.  Have  wc  got  you? 

This  was  a benefit  we  never  aim’d  at. 

3 Pea.  Out  with  your  knives,  and  let  us 
carve  this  cock-thief. 

Daintily  carve  1pm ! 

1 Pea.  I would  he  had  been  used  thus 
Ten  years  a>:o ! we  might  have  thought  we 
had  children. 

3 Pea.  Oh,  that  Sir  Nicholas  now  our. 
priest  were  here 


THE  PILGRIM. 


3*  Sir  Nirbolfis  note  our  priest , &c.]  Sir  was  a title  given  (formerly)  to  any  clergyman 
coder  the  degree  of  a doctor.  The  reader  cannot  but  observe  the  great  impropriety  which  the 
next  line  but  one  contains,  the  scene  lying  not  in  Fugluud  but  Spain.  Sj/mpsan. 

We  cannot  think  the  impropriety  so  preat  : lluim/y  is  used  generally  fur  sermon , an.[ 
preaching  is  in  all  countries  the  duty  of  a priest. 
t 
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What  a sweet  homily  would  he  say  over  him. 
For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  wife  i'th* bellfry  ! 
He  would  stand  up  stiff  girt.  Now  pounce 
him  lightly ; 

And,  as  lie  roars  and  races,  let’s  go  deeper. 
Come  near ; you  are  dim-ey'd ; on  with  your 
spectacles. 

Rod.  Oh,  what  torments  me  thus  ? what 
slaves,  what  villains? 

Oh,  *pure  mo ; do  nut  murder  me ! 

3 Pea.  We’ll  but  tickle  you: 

You've  tickled  us  at  all  points. 

4 Pea.  Where  are  his  emblems  ? 

Enter  Pedro. 

Rod.  As  ye’re  men,  and  Christians— 

2 Pea.  Yes,  we  hear  you  ; 

And  you  shall  hear  of  us  too. 

RimI.  Oli ! no  mercy  ? 

Pedro.  What  noise  is  this?  what  roar? — 
I cannot  find  her,  [wav? 

Jhr  is  got  free  again;  hut  where,  or  which 
Rod.  Oli,  villains,  beasts ! 

Pedro.  Murd’ring  a man,  ye  rascals? 

Ye  inhuman  slaves,  off,  off,  and  leave  this 
cruelty, 

Or,  as  I am  a gentleman— Do  ye  brave  me  ? 
Then  have  among  ye  all,  ye  slates,  yc  cow- 
ards ! 

Take  up  that  sword,  and  stand  [/o  R oderigo]. 
Stay,  ye  base  rascals, 

Ye  cut-turoat  rogues 

All.  Away,  away  ! [Exeunt  Peasants. 
Pedro.  Ye  dog-whelps! 

Rod.  Oh ! I if  u now  more  wretched  far, 
than  ever.  [Itodcrigo? 

Pedro.  A violence  to  that  habit: — iiu! 
What  makes  he  here,  thus  clad  ? Is  it  re- 
pentance, 

Or  only  a fair  shew  to  guile  bis  mischiefs  w? 
Rod.  This  benefit  has  made  me  shuiue  to 
see  him ; 

To  know  him,  blush. 

Pedro.  You  nrc  not  much  hurt? 

Rod.  No,  sir; 

All  I can  call  a hurt,  sticks  in  my  conscience ; 
That  pricks  and  tortures  me. 

Pedro.  Have  you  consider’d 
The  nature  of  these  men,  and  how  they 
us’d  you  ? [some  ? 

Was  it  fair  play  ? did  it  appear  to  you  haud- 
Rod.  I dare  not  speak ; or,  if  I do,  *tis 
nothing 

Can  bring  me  off,  or  justify  me. 

P^dro.  Was  it  noble 


{Act  4.  Scene  2, 

To  be  o’er-lay’d  with  odds  and  violence  ? 
Manly,  or  brave,  in  these  thus  to  oppress 
you?  [rudeness? 

D’  you  blush  at  this,  in  such  as  are  mere 
That  have  stopt  souls,  that  never  knew  thiugs 
gentle  ? 

And  dare  you  glorify  worse  in  yourself,  sir? 
You  us'd  me  with  much  honour,  and  I thank 
you;  [me: 

In  this,  I have  requited  some.  You  know 
Come,  turn  not  back;  you  must  and  you 
shall  know  me. 

Ilad  I been  over-season’d  with  base  anger, 
And  suited  alt  occasions  to  my  mischiefs, 
Bore  no  respect  to  honesty,  religion ; 

No  faith,  no  common  tie  of  man,  humanity. 
Had  I had  in  me ; but  giv’u  reins  and  licence 
To  a tempestuous  will,  as  wild  as  w inter, 
This  day,  know,  lloderigo,  I had  set 
As  small  a price  upon  thy  life  and  fortunes 
As  thou  didst  lately  on  mine  innocence; 

But  I reserve  thee  to  a nobler  service. 

Rid.  I thank  you,  and  I'll  study  more  to 
honour  you: 

You  have  the  nobler  soul,  I must  confess  it, 
And  are  the  greater  master  of  your  goodness. 
TIki*  it  be  impossible  I should  now  recover, 
And  my  rude  will  grow  handsome,  in  an  in- 
stant, [tal* 

Yet,  t •uching  but  the  pureness  of  your  nic- 
Sumciiung  shall  shew  like  gold,  at  least  shall 
glister ; [ged, 

That  men  may  hope,  altbo’  the  mine  be  rug- 
Stonv  and  hard  to  work,  yet  time  and  honour 
Shaif  find  and  bring  forth  that  that’s  rich  and 
worthy. 

Pedro.  I’ll  try  that ; and  to  th*  purpose. 
You  told  me,  sir, 

In  noble  emulation,  (so  I take  it. 

I’ll  put  your  hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it) 
You  had  a fair  desire  to  lr^  my  valour; 

You  seem’d  to  court  me  to  t:  You  have  found 
a time, 

A weapon  in  your  hand,  an  equal  enemy, 
That,  as  lie  puts  this  off.  puts  off  all  injuries, 
And  only  now  for  honour's  sake  defies  you! 
Now,  os  you  are  a man,  (I  know  you’re  va- 
liant) 

As  you  arc  gentle  bred,  a soldier  fashion'd— 
hod.  His  virtue  startles  ine  !— I dare  tight, 
Pedro. 

Pedro.  And  as  you  have  a mistress  that 
you  honour, 

Mark  me ! a mistress 

Rod.  Ha! 


37  Or  only  a fair  shew  to  guide-  his  mischiefs  ?]  In  this  blunder  do  all  the  copies  agree,  yet 
that  general  consent  cannot  incline  me  to  think  the  passage  sound.  A disguise  is  not  used  us 
a guide,  but  a cover  or  colour , and  so  it  ought  to  be  here.  There  are  several  ways  of  cor- 
recting this  place,  as  hide,  ’ sguise , i.  e.  disguise:  But  1 like  (as  Mr.  Seward  too  directed) 
guild  the  best,  there  being  great  reason  to  believe  that  to  be  the  original  reading,  from  what 
the  edition  of  lb79  exhibits,  though  corruptly, 

« fair  shew  to  guile  his  mischiefs.*  Sympsnn. 

To  guide  is  sense ; but  to  guile,  having  authority,  we  have  preferred,  not  only  as  sense, 
but  as  extremely  poetical. 
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Act  4.  Scene  S.] 

Pedro.  A handsome  mistress: 

As  you  dare  hold  yourself  deserving  of  her — 
Rod.  Deserving?  what  a word  was  that  to 
tire  nit? 

Pedro.  I could  compel  you  now  without 
this  circumstance, 

But  I'll  deal  freehand  fairly,  like  a gentleman  : 
As  you  arc  worthy  of  the  name  you  carry, 

A daring  man 

Rod.  Oh,  that  I durst  not  suffer ! 

For  all  I dare  do  now  implies  but  penance. 
Pedro.  Now  do  me  noble  right. 

Rod.  I’ll  satisfy  you ; 

.But  not  by  th’  sword.  ’Pray  you  hear  me, 
and  allow  me. 

I have  been  rude;  but  shnll  I be  a monster, 
Aud  teach  my  sword  to  hurt  that  that  pre- 
serv’d me? 

Tho’  I be  rough  by  nature,  shall  my  name 
Inherit  that  eternal  stain  of  barbarous  t 
Give  me  an  enemy,  a thing  that  hates  you. 
That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  felt,  your  good- 
ness, 

(That  is  one  main  antipathy  to  sweetness) 
And  set  me  on  ! You  cannot  hold  me  coward. 
If  I have  ever  err’d,  ’t  has  been  in  hazard  3h. 
The  temper  of  my  sword  starts  at  your  vir- 
tue, [you  39: 

And  will  fly  olf,  nay,  it  will  weep  to  fight 
Things  excellently  mingled,  and  of  pure  na- 
ture. 

Hold  sacred  love  and  peace  with  one  another. 
Pedro.  See  how  it  turns  ! this  is  a strange 
conversion ! [cold 

And  can  you  fail  your  mistress? can  you  grow 
In  such  a case  ? 

Rod.  Those  heats  that  they  add  to  us, 
(Oh,  noble  Pedro !)  let  us  feel  ’em  rightly. 
And  rightly  but  consider  how  they  move  us. 
Pedro.  Is  not  their  honour  ours? 

Rod.  If  they  be  virtuous;  [lustre, 

And  then  the  sword  adds  nothing  to  their 
But  rather  calls  in  question  what’s notdoubted: 
If  they  be  not,  the  best  swords  and  best 
valours 

Can  never  tight  ’em  up  to  fame  again, 

No,  not  u Christian  war;  and  that’s  held 
pious. 

Pedro.  I low  bravely  now  he’s  temper'd! 
I must  fight, 

And  rather  make  it  honourable,  than  angry. 
I would  not  task  those  sins  to  me  committed. 


Rod.  You  cannot,  sir;  you’ve  cast  those 
by,  discarded ’em; 

And,  in  a noble  mind,  $0  low  and  loosely 
To  look  back,  and  collect  such  lumps,  and 
Into  new  horrid  forms  again  — [lick  ’em 
Pedro.  Still  braver! 

Rod.  To  fight  because  I dare,  were  worse 
and  weaker 

Than  if  L had  a woman  in  my  cause,  sir, 
Aud  more  proclaim'd  me  fool;  yet  I must 
confess 

I have  been  covetous  of  all  occasions. 

And  this  I have  taken  upon  trust  for  noble, 
The  more  shame  mine ! Devise  a way  to  tight 
thus,  [issue, 

That,  like  the  wounded  air,  no  blood  may 
Nor,  where  the  sword  shall  cuter,  no  lost 
spirit, 

And  set  ine  on ! I would  not  scar  that  body. 
That  virtuous,  valiant  bodv,  nor  deface  it. 
To  make  the  kiugdum  mine.  If  ouc  must 
bleed, 

Let  ine  be  both  the  sacrifice  and  altar, 

And  you  the  priest ; I have  deserv’d  to  suffer. 

Pidro.  The  noble  Kodcrigo  now  I call  you, 
Aud  thus  my  love  shall  ever  count  and  hold 
you.  [habit. 

Rod.  I am  your  servant,  sir;  and  now  this 
Devotion,  not  distrust,  shall  put  upon  me. 
I’ll  wait  upon  your  fortunes,  (that’s  my  wuy 
now)  [ncr. 

And  where  you  grieve,  or  joy,  I'll  he  a part- 
Pedro.  1 thank  you,  sir;  I shall  be  toe 
proud  of  you. 

Oh,  I could  tell  you  strange  things  ! 

Rod.  I guess  at  ’em ; [stranger. 

And  I could  curse  myself,  T made  'em 
Vet  my  mind  says,  you  arc  Dot  fur  from  hap- 
piness. 

Pedro.  It  shall  he  welcome.  Come,  let’s 
keep  us  thus  still, 

And  he  as  we  appear,  Ileav’n’s  hand  may 
bless  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  At phonsu,  Master,  and  Keepers. 
Mast.  Yts,  sir,  here  be  such  people;  but 
how  pleasing 

They  will  appear  to  you—  — 

Atph.  ’Pray  let  me  sve  Vin; 

I come  to  that  end ; ’pray  let  me  sec  ’am  nJi. 


& If  I hare  ever  err'd,  *t  has  been  in  hazard.]  The  meaning  of  this  line  is,  ‘ My  errors 
1 have  arisen  from  accident.’  Mr.  Seward,  in  a very  puzzling  and  uninteresting  note,  pro- 
poses to  read,  s 

* If  I have  err’d  s/10//  thy  life  be  in  hazard  ?* 

» To  light  ye.  1 Mr.  Sympson  observes,  that  we  have  here  either  an  ellipsis,  (the  passage 
'meaning  to  tight  on  you)  or  a corruption/  If  we  suppose  the  latter,  he  says  we  may  read, 
on  authority  of  Chaucer,  to  piGiir  you,  i.e.  sthikk;  or  else,  * to  slight  you,  i.e.  cut, 
4 tfotmi,  6cc.  from  the  A.  S.  S titan,  sc  indr  rc,  luce  rare.'  We  think  that  to  FIGHT  you  is  much 
m-  re  easy  and  probable  than  the  other  w ords  proposed,  and  more  agreeable  to  the  context. 

Set  hozc  il  turns/]  These  words,  which  are  made  a continuation  of  Rodcrigo’a  speech 
in  all  former  editions,  cannot  belong  to  him,  but  to  Pedro  : r 

* See  how  it  turns  ! this  is  a strange  conversion  /’ 
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Matt.  They  will  confound  yon,  sir,  like 
hells  rung  backward  ; [noises. 

TlieyVc  nothing  hut  confusion,  and  mere 
Alph.  May-bc,  I love  a noise.  But,  hark 
ye,  sir! 

Have  you  no  boys?  handsome  young  boys? 

Must.  Yes,  one,  sir; 

A ve  ry  handsome  hoy. 

Alph.  Long  here? 

Must.  But  two  days; 

A little  craz’d,  hut  much  hope  of  recovery. 
A/ph.  Ay*  that  boy  let  me  see;  limy-he, 
I know  him ; [of, 

That  hoy,  I say. — This  is  the  hoy  lie  told  me 
A ml  it  must  needs  he  she  ! — That  boy,  I be- 
That  hoy  I come  to  see.  fsctcli  ye,  sir! 

Must.  A ild  you  shall  sec  him, 

Or  any  else  ; hut  ’pray  be  not  too  violent . 
Alph.  1 know  what  to  do,  1 warrant  you; 
i am  for  all  fancies; 

I car*  talk  to  ’em.  and  dispute-5— 

1 Keep.  As  madly? 

for  they  are  very  inad,  sir. 

A/ph.  Let  'em  he  horn-mad. 

2 Keep.  YVc  have  few  citizen*;  they  have 
bedlam*  of  their  own,  sii  ; 

And  are  mad  at  their  own  charges. 

Afph.  Who  lies  here  ? 

Must.  ’Pray  you  don’t  disturb  ’em,  sir ; 
here  lie  such  youths 

Will  make  you  start  if  they  but  dance  their 
trcnchinorrs  »*. 

Fetch  out  the  boy,  sirrah. — Hark  ! 

[j£.r it  Keeper. 
Alph.  Heigh,  hoys!  [.SAfl/tc  irons  within. 

Enter  English  madman.  Scholar,  and  Parson. 

Engl.  Bounce ! [can. 

Clap  her  o’  th*  star-board  ! bounce  ! top  the 


SchoL  Dead,  you  doc,  dead  ! D’  you  quar- 
rel in  my  kingdom? 

Give  me  my  trident ! 

Engl.  Bounce,  ’twixt  wind  and  water, 
London  with  mackrel ! Oh,  brave  moat ! 

Sc  hoi.  My  sea-horses  ! [bladder. 

I’ll  charge  the  northern-wind,  and  break  his 
Pur.  I’ll  sell  my  hells,  before  I be  out- 
brav’d thus. 

Alph.  What’s  ho?  what’s  ho? 

Ah  st.  A parson,  sir,  a pamon, 

That  run  mad  for  tithe -goslings, 

A/ph.  Green  ’sauce  cure  him ! [ye! 

Pur.  I’ll  curse  yc  all ! I’ll  excommunicate 
Thou  English  beret ick,  give  me  the  tefith  pot. 
Eng/.  Sue  me;  I'll  drink  up  all.  Bounce, 
I say  once  more. 

Oh,  have  I split  yourmizen?  Blow*,  blow, 
thou  West-wind,  [roaring. 

Blow  till  thou  rive**,  and  make  the  sea  run 
l’l»  hiss  it  down  again  with  a bottle  of  ale. 
Sehoi.  Triton  ! why,  TfitoYi ! 

Engl.  Triton's  drunk  with  metheglin. 

Sr ht if.  Strike,  strike  the  surges,  strike! 
Engl.  Drink,  drink;  ’tis  day-light ; 
Drink,  didlc,  didlc,  didle,  drink.  Parson; 
proud  Parson: 

A pig’s  tail  in  thy  teeth,  and  I defy  thee! 
JJur.  Give  rr.e  some  porridge,  or  I’ll  damn, 
thee,  English.  [here? 

Alph.  How  comes  this  English  madman 
Must.  Alas, 

That  i$  no  question ; they’re  mad  ev’rj 
where,  sir. — 

Their  fits  are  coo!  now’  ; let  ’em  rest. 

Enter  Keepers , and  She- Fool  in  hoys  cloaths. 
A/ph.  Mad  gallants, 

Most  admirable  mad ; I love  their  fancies4*. 


41  If  they  hnt  dance  their  trenebrnores.]  Trench  more  was  a dance,  of  which  (says  Sir  John 
Haw  kins.  History  of  .Musa  k,  rol.  ic.  p.  891.)  * frequent  mention  is  made  by  our  old  dro- 
4 matick  writers  : Thus,  in  i he  island  Princess  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  act  v.  one  of  the 
4 Townsmen  say?, 

* Ail  the  windows  of  the  town  dance  a new  trenchnore 
Mn  the  Table-Talk  of  Selden,  tit.  King  of  Eiq.land,  is  the  foil  own*  humourous  passage. 
u The  court  of  England  is  much  altered.  At  a solemn  dancing,  firs;,  you  hod  the  grare 
li  measures,  then  the  corantoes  and  the  gall iartH,  and  this  kept  up  with  ceremony;  ami 
41  at  length  to  Irenchnmre , and  the  cushion-dunce:  Then  nil  the  company  dances,  lord  and 
4‘  groom,  lady  and  kitchen-maid,  no  distinction.  So  in  our  court,  in  Queen  Elizabeth’s 
4‘ time,  gravity  and  state  were  kept  up.  In  King  James’s  time,  thing*  were  pretty  weil. 
4‘  But  in  King  Charles’s  time,  there  has  been  nothing  hut  trenehmore  and  the  cushion-dance; 
4<  omnium  gatherum,  tolly  polly,  hoite  come  tohe.*’  And  in  the  comedy  of  The  Rehearsal, 
4 the  Earth,  Stm  and  Moon  are  made  to  dunce  the  hey,  to  the  tune  of  trenchmore.  From 
4 all  which  it  may  be  inferred,  that  the  trenchmore  was  also  a lively  movement.*  R, 

Plow  till  thou  rirc.J  This  is  a manifest  copying  from  Shakespeare's  Boatswain  in  the 
Tempest, 

4 Blow  til!  than  burst  thy  wind,  if  room  enough,’ 

Ivhicb  passage  is  not  si  nee  as  it  stnuds,  but  ought  to  be  altered  thus, 

* Blow  till  thou  burst  thee , Wind,*  &c. 

By  which  reading  he  (Boatswain)  addresses  the  wind  as  a person,  aad  the  sentence  acquire# 
a dignity  which  it  had  not  before.  Sympson. 

This  same  variation  of  Shakespeare  s text  i*  propos6d  by  Mr.  Stecvcns  (as  his  own  com 
Mfcture)  in  the  edition  of  Shakespeare  published  in  17?$, 

« J lore  thtir  faces.]  Varied  by  Mr.  Sympson. 
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Act  4.  SceneS.] 

1 Keep.  You  stinking  whore! — Who  knew 
of  this?  who  look’d  to  him? 

Pox  take  him,  he  was  sleepy  when  I left  him. 

2 Keep.  Certain,  hr  made  the  Fool  drunk. 
Must.  How  now  ? who's  this  here? 

Where  is  the  boy  ? 

1 Keep.  The  lx>y,  sir? 

Most.  Av,  the  boy,  sir. 

1 Keep.  Here’s  all  the  hoys  we  found. 
Must.  These  are  his  cloaths; 

But  where’s  the  boy  ? 

Foul.  The  boy  is  gone  a-maying ; 

He’ll  bring  ine  home  a cuckow?  nest.  D’you 
hear,  master  ? 

I put  my  cloaths  oft’,  and  I dizen’d  him, 

And  pinn’d  a plumb4*  in’s  forehead,  and  a 
fcathfer, 

And  buss'd  him  twice,  and  bid  him'  go  seek 
his  fortune:  [too, 

Jle  gave  me  this  fine  money,  and  fine  wine 
And  bid  me  sop,  and  gave  me  these  trim 
cloaths  too, 

And  put  cm  on. 

Atph.  1 5 this  the  boy  you’d  she*  ? 

Fool.  I’ll  give  you  two-pence,  master. 
Alpk.  Am  I fool’d  of  all  sides? 

I met  a Fool  i’th’  woods,  (they  said  she 
dwelt  here) 

In  n long  pied  coat. 

Must.  That  was  the  very  boy,  sir. 

Fool.  Ay,  ay,  ay;  I gave  him  leave  td 
play  fortooth : [cods. 

He’ll  come  again  to-morrOw,  and  bring  pes- 
Must.  1*1!  bring  your  bones ! 

Atph.  Pox  o’ your  fools,  and  bedlams! 
Plague  o’  , your  owls  and  apes ! 

Must  ’Pray  you,  sir,  be  tamer; 

We  cannot  help  this  presently;  but  we  shall 
know — 

I’ll  recompense  your  care  too ! 

Alph.  Know  me  a pudding! 

You  juggle,  and  you  fiddle  ; tatt  upon  you  ! 
I am  abas’d ! 

Musi.  ’Pray  you,  sir 

Enter  Welsh  madmam 
Alph.  And  I will  be  abus’d,  sir ! 

Anti  you  shall  know  I am  abus’d  ! 

Welsh.  Wbaw,  Mr.  Keeper. 

Alph.  Pox  o’  thy  wlmws,  aud  thy  whims. 
Pox  o'  thy  urship ! 

Welsh . Give  me  some  cceze  and  onions, 
give  roe  some  wash-brew  ; [dance. 

I have  in  my  bellies**;  give  me  abun- 

Peudragon  was  a shentleman,  marg  you,  Mr; 
And  the  organs  at  ltixum  were  made  by  re- 
velations: 

There  re  a spirit  blows,  add  blows  the  bellows, 
And  then  they  sing  ! 


Atph.  What  moon-calfs  this?  what  dream  ? 
Must.  ’Pray  you,  sir,  observe  him ; 

He  is  a mountaineer,  a man  of  goatiand. 
Welsh.  I will  beat  tliy  face  as  black  as  a 
blue  clout; 

I will  leave  no  more  sheet  in  thine  eyes 

Mast.  He  will  not  hurt  you. 

Welsh.  Give  me  a great  deal  of  guns: 
Thou  art  the  devils,  Tgry  ! 

I know  thee  by  thy  tails.  Poor  Owen’s  nun- 
I will  pig  thy  bums  full  of  bullets. 

Atph.  This  is  the  rarest  rascal ! 

He  speaks  as  if  he  had  butter-milk  in’s  mouth. 
Is  this  auy  thing  akin  to  th’  English? 

Mast.  The  elder  brotlier,  sir. 

He  run  mad  because  a rat  eat  up’s  cheese. 
Alph.  II’  had  a great  deal  of  reason,  sir. 
Welsh.  Besar  las  manat **,  is  for  an  old 
cod-piece,  marg  you.  [letter. 

I will  borrow  thy  urship’s  whore  to  seal  a 
Mast.  Now  he  grows  villainous. 

Alph.  Mcthiuks  he’s  best  norfr. 

Mast.  Away  with  him. 

Atph.  He  shall  not. 

Must.  Sir,  he  must. 

Welsh.  I will  sing, and  dance,  dri  any  tiling ! 
Alph.  Wilt  thou  declaim  in  Greek? 

Must.  Away  with  the  Fool ; 

And  whip  her  soundly,  sirrah. 

Fool.  I’ll  tell  no  more  tales.  [Exit, 

Alph.  Or  wilt  thou  fly  i’  th’  air? 

Engl.  Do ; and  I’ll  catch  thee,  [thee. 
And,  like  u wisp  of  hav,  I’ll  whirl,  and  whirl 
And  puiT  thee  op,  and  putT  thee  up ! 

Schol.  I’ll  save  thee, 

Arid  thou  shalt  fall  into  the  sea,  soft,  softly. 
Welsh,  i’ll  gCt  upon  a mountain,  and  call 
my  countrymen. 

Mast.  They  all  grow  wild.  Away  with  him, 
for  Heaven  sake ! 

Sir,  you  are  much  to  blame. 

Atph.  No,  no,  ’tis  brave,  sir ! 

You’ve co/eu’d  me;  I’ll  make  you  mad. 

Must.  In  with  him. 

And  lock  him  fast.  # 

Alph.  I’ll  sec  him  in  his  lodging*  [Exit. 
Must.  What  means  this  gentleman? 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  He’s  in  ; hare  nt  hiui. 

Are  you  the  master,  sir?  . , 

Must  What  would  you  with  him? 

Jul.  I have  a busiuess  from  the  duke  of 
Medina: 

Is  there  not  nn  old  gentleman  crime  lately  in? 
Mast.  Yes,  and  a wild  one  loo;  but  not 
a prison!  r. 

Jul.  Did  you  observe  him  well  ? "tis  like- 
lie  may  lie. 


u Plumb.]  We  take  this  to  be  a name  of  Some  cap;  as  we  now  call  that  worn  by  children 

/ have  — in  my  bellies.]  We  are  very  sorry  to  leave  an  hiutuSf  but  cannot  avoid  if 

here.  t . 

**  Ilusilus  minus .]  So  old  books.  The  Editors  of  175*0  alter  it* 

Vou  II.  ***  ' 
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Mast.  1 have  seen  younger  men  of  better 
temper. 

Jul.  You  have  hit  the  cause  I come  for. 
There’s  a letter ; 

’Pray  you  peruse  it  well. — I shall  be  with  you, 
And  suddenly,  I fear  not;  finely,  daintily; 

I shall  so  feed  your  fierce  vexation, 

And  raise  your  worship’s  storms;  1 shall  so 
niggle  you, 

A ml  juggle  you, and  fiddle  you,  ami  firk  you, 
I’ll  make  you  curse  the  hour  you  vex'd  a 
woman ; [sounded ! 

I’ll  make  you  shake,  when  our  sex  are  but 
4 For  the  Lord’s  sake,’  we  shall  have  him  at : 
I long  to  see  it. 

As  much  as  for  my  wedding-night ; I gape 
after  it.  [lunatics; 

Must.  This  letter  says,  the  gentleman  is 
I luilf  suspected  it. 

Jul.  *Tis  very  true, air; 

And  such  pranks  he  has  play’d ! 

Mast.  He’s  some  great  man, 

The  duke  commands  me  with  such  enre  to 
look  to  him ; 

And  if  he  grow  too  violent  to  correct  him, 

To  use  the  speediest  means  lor  his  recovery ; 
And  those  he  must  find  sharp. 

Jul . The  better  for  him. 

Must.  Mow  got  you  him  hither  ? 

Jul.  With  a train  I tole’d  him  : [choly. 

lie’s  in  love  with  a boy,  there  lies  his  melun- 
Must.  Hit  her  he  came  to  seek  one. 

Jul.  Yes,  I sent  him  ; 

Now  had  wc  dealt  by  force,  we’d  never 
brought  him. 

Mast.  Mere  was  a hoy. 

Jul.  He  saw  him  not? 

Mast.  He  was  gone  first. 

Jul.  It  is  the  better.  Look  you  to  your 
charge  well;  fed  me. 

I'll  sec  him  lodg’d,  for  so  the  duke  command- 
lie  will  be  very  rough. 

Mast.  We're  us’d  to  that,  sir; 

And  wc  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occasion. 
Jul.  You  will  find  him  gainful47,  but  be 
sure  you  curb  him. 

And  get  him  if  you  can  fairly  to  his  lodging; 
1 am  afruid  you  will  not. 

Enter  A/phonso. 

Mast.  We  must  sweat  then. 

Alph.  What  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of  noises  ? 
I’ll  have  more  noise,  [prizes ; 

I’ll  have  all  loose,  and  all  shall  play  their 
Thy  master  has  let  loose  the  boy  I look'd  for, 
Basely  convey’d  him  hence. 

Keep.  Will  you  go  out,  sir?  [tne, 

A Iph.  1 will  not  out,  I wilt  have  all  out  with 
I’ll  have  thy  master  in;  he’s  onlv  mad  here !‘ 
[•S’AaAtc  irons. 

Aud,  rogues,  I’ll  have  ye  all  whipt!  Ileigh, 
mad  hoys,  mad  boys  ! 

Jul.  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ? 


Mast.  Tis  too  apparent. 

Jul.  I’m  glad  she’s  gone,  he  rnves  thus. 
Mast.  Do  you  hear,' Sir? 

’Pray  will  you  make  less  stir,  and  see  your 
chamber  ? 

Call  in  mure  help,  and  make  the  closet  ready. 
Keep.  1 thought  be  was  tuad  ; I'll  have  one 
long  lasli  at  you. 

A Iph.  My  chamber  ? where  ? my  chamber? 
why  my  chamber  ? 

Where’s  the  young  boy? 

Mast.  Nay, ’pray  you,sir,bcmoreinodrst, 
For  your  own  credit  sake;  the  people  sec  vuu, 
And  I would  use  you  with  the  best. 

A Iph.  Best?  hang  you  ! 

What  ? dost  thou  think  me  mad? 

Mast.  ’Pray,  and  he  civil; 

Heav’d  may  deliver  you.\ 

A Iph.  Into  a rogue’s  hands?  [you, 

Must.  You  do  hut  draw  iuoic  misery  upon 
And  add  to  your  dise  ase. 

A Iph.  Get  from  me  ! 

Mast,  No,  sir,  fvilly, 

You  must  not  he  left  so;  hear  yourself  ci- 
And  ’twill  he  better  for  you;  swell  not,  nor 
clmfe  not.  [rascal. 

A Iph.  I am  a gentleman,  and  a neighbour, 
Must.  A great  deal  the  more  pity;  I have 
lieard  of  you. 

Jul.  Excellent  master ! 

Mast.  The  duke  is  very  tender  too. 

Atph.  Am  I lunatic?  ami  run  mad? 
What  dost  thou  talk  to  me  of  dukes  ami  dr- 
Whvdo  the  people  gape  so?  [vils? 

Mast.  Do  not  anger  ’em. 

But  go  in  quietly,  aud  slip  in  softly. 

They  will  so  tew  you  else;  1 am  com- 
manded, sir. 

Atph.  Why,  ’prithee,  why? 

Mast.  You're  dog-mad,  yet  perceive  it  not; 
Verv  far  mad,  and  whips  w ill  scant  recover 
Atph.  Ha!  whips?  [you. 

Mast.  Ay,  whips,  and  sore  wlrps,  an  you 
were  a lord,  sir* 

If  you  he  stubborn  here. 

Atph.  Whips?  What  am  l grown ? 

Jul.  Oh,  I could  hurst!  Hold,  hold,  hold, 
hold  o’  both  ends!  [indeed. 

How  he  looks  ! ’pray  Hcav’n  he  be  not  mad 
Alph.  I don’t  perceive  I’m  so,  but  if  you 
think  it 

Nor  I'll  be  bang’d  if ’t  he  so. 

Must.  Do  you  see  this,  sir  ? 

[ Irons  brought  in. 
Down  with  that  devil  in  ye  ! 

Alph.  Indeed  I’m  angry,*  [now, 

But  I’ll  contain  myself:  Oh,  I could  burst 
And  tear  myself ! but  these  rogues  will  tor- 
ment me.  [ dictions  i 

Mad  in  mine  old  days?  make  mine  own  uf* 
Mast.  What  do  you  mutter,  sir? 

Alph.  Nothing,  sir,  nothing ; 

I will  go  in,  aud  quietly,  most  civilly: 


G iuu  will  find  him  gainful.]  i.  e.  wayward,  resty,  &c.  Sympson. 
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And,  good  sir.  let  none  of  your  tormentors 
come  about  me;  [gotis. 

You  have  a gentle  face,  they  look  like  dra- 

Most.  Be  civil  and  be  safe.  Come,  for 
these  two  days, 

You  must  cat  nothing  neither;  'twill  ease 
your  fits,  sir. 

Alph.  ’Twill  starve  me,  sir;  but  I must 
bear  it  joyfully. 

I may  sleep  ? 

Mast.  Yes,  n little.  Go  in  with  these  men. 

A'p/t.  Oh,  miserable  me ! [Exit. 

Mu.it,  I'll  follow  presently. 

You  see  ’tis  done,  sir. 

Jnl.  Ye  have  done  it  handsomely 


And  I’ll  inform  the  duke  so.  Tray  you  attend 
Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  will.  [him ; 
Mast.  He  shall  not; 

And  if  he  be  rebellious 

Jul.  Never  spare  him  : 

H*  lias  flesh,  and  hide  enough ; he  loves  a 
whipping. 

Matt.  My  service  to  his  Grace ! [Exit, 
Jul.  I shall  commend  it.  [room 

.So,  thou  art  fast;  1 must  go  get  some  fresh 
To  laugh  and  caper  in  : Oh,  how'  it  tickles 
me  ! [stopt : 

Oh,  how  it  tumbles  me  with  joy  ’ Th  v mouth’s 
Now  if  I can  do  my  mistress  good,  I'm  sainted. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Seberto  and  Curio. 

&h.  -vrow,  o’  my  conscience,  we  have  lost 
him  utterly ! 

lie's  not  gone  home  ; we  heard  from  thence 
this  morning. 

And  since  our  parting  last  at  Roderigo’s, 

Y ou  know-  what  ground  we’ve  travell’d. 

Curio.  He's  asleep  sure; 

For  if  h*  had  been  awake,  we  should  have 
met  with  him : 

Taith,  let’s  turn  back,  we’ve  but  a fruitless 
journey ; 

And  to  hope  further  of  Alinda's  recovery, 
(For  sure  she'll  rather  perish  than  return) 

Is  but  to  seek  a tnoal  i’  th’  sun  **. 

Seb.  We’ll  on  sure;  [fooling, 

.Something  wc’il  know,  some  cause  of 'all  this 
Make  some  discovery. 

Curin.  Which  way  shall  wc  cast  then? 
For  all  rite  champaign  country,  and  the  vil- 

And  all  those  sides [laves. 

Si  b.  We’ll  cross  these  woods  a while  then  : 
Here,  if  we  fail,  we’ll  gallop  to  Segovia, 

And  if  wc  ligut  of  no  news  there,  hear  no- 
thing. 

We’ll  cv’n  turn  fairly  home,  and  coast  the 
other  side.  [danger; 

Curin.  lie  may  he  sick,  or  fall'n  into  some 
lie  has  no  guide,  nor  no  man  to  attend  him. 
Scb.  lie’s  well  enough;  he  has  a tra veil’d 
body. 

And,  tlio*  he  he’ old,  lie's  tough,  and  w ill  en- 
dure well; 

Rot  he’s  so  violent  to  find  her  out, 

That  his  anger  leads  him  a thousand  wild- 
goose  chases : 

I’ll  warrant  he  is  well. 

Curio.  Shall  we  p irt  company  ? 

Scb.  Hy  no  means;  no;  that  were  a sullen 
business, 


No  pleasure  in  our  journey.  Come,  let’s  cross 
here  first ; 

And  where  we  find  the  paths,  let  them  di- 
rect us.  f Exeunt , 

SCENE  H. 

Enter  Jnieltu  and  Alindu. 

Jul.  Why  are  vou  still  so  fearful  of  me, 
lady? 

So  doubtful  of  my  faith  and  honest  service? 
To  hi  yourself  from  me,  to  fly  mv  company  ? 
Am  1 not  yours?  n I yours?  By  this  light, 
you  shake  still ! 

Do  you  suspect  me  false?  did  I e'er  fail  you? 
1)’  you  think  I nut  corrupted,  base,  ami 
treacherous ? 

Lord,  how  ye  look  ! Is  not  my  life  tied  to  ye? 
And  all  the  power  I Itaye,  to  serve  and  ho- 
nour yer 

Still  do  you  doubt ? still  am  I terrible  ? [yc, 

I will  not  trouble  ye:  G«wd  llcav’n  preserve 
And  send  ye  what  ye  w ish  ! I will  not  sec  ye, 
Nor  once  remember  I had  such  a mistress! 

I will  not  speak  of  ye,  nor  name  Alinda, 

For  fear  you  should  suspect  i would  betray 
Goodness  and  peace  conduct  ye ! [ye : 
Alin.  ’Prithee  pardon  me ! fcoine, 

I know  thon’rt  truly  faithful;  and  thou  i t wcl- 
A welcome  partner  to  my  miseries; 

Thou  know’st  I love  thee  too. 

J'il.  I’ve  thought  so,  lady. 

Alin.  Alas,  my  fears  hav  c so  distracted  me, 

I durst  not  trust  myself. 

Jul.  Come,  ’pray  yc  think  better, 

And  cast  those  by;  at  least  consider,  lady. 
How  to  prevent  cm:  'Pray  ye  put  otf  this 
fool’s  coat; 

Tho’  it  have  kept  ye  seen  t for  a season, 

Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye.  Your 
arch  enemy 

Roderigo  is  abroad;  many  are  looking  for  ye. . 


A moth  I’fA'itm.]  The  variation  is  Mr.  Theobald's. 
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Alin.  I know  it,  and  those  many  I have 
Jttl.  You  cannot  still  thus.  [cozen’d. 
Alin.  I’ve  no  means  to  shift  it.  [night 
Jul.  I have,  and  shift  you  tod.  I lav  last 
At  a poor  widow’s  house  here  in  the  thicket, 
Whither  I will  conduct  ye,  and  new-shapeye; 
Myself  too,  to  attend  ve. 

Alin.  What  mentis  hast  thou? 

For  mine  are  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  serve  you ; 

I came  not  out  so  empty. 

Alin.  ’Prithee  tell  me,  [me) 

(For  thou  hast  struck  a kind  of  comfort  thro’ 
When  saw’st  tliou  ltoderigo? 

Jul , Ev’n  this  morning, 

And  in  these  woods:  Take  heed;  h’  has  cot 
a new  shape.  [it, 

Alin.  The  habit  of  a pilgrim  ? Yes,  I kpow 
And  I hope  shall  prevent  it.  Was  he  alone? 
Jul.  No,  madam;  and,  which  made  me 
wonder  mightily,  [grim, 

He  was  in  company  with  that  handsome  Pil- 
That  sod  sweet  man. 

Alin.  That  I forgot  to  give  to?  [pitied; 
Jul.  The  sume,  the  verv  same,  that  you  so 

A man  as  fit  to  suit  his  villainies 

Alin.  And  did  they  walk  together? 

Jul.  \Vondrou9  civilly. 

Alin.  Talk,  and  discourse? 

Jul.  I think  so ; for  i saw  ’em  [other. 
Make  many  stands,  and  then  embrace  each 
Alin.  The  Pilgrim  is  bclruy’d  ! a Judas 
dwells  with  him, 

A Sinon,  that  will  seem  a saint  to  chonk'liim  ! 
Canst  thou  but  shew  me  this? 

Jul.  Lord,  how  she  trembles  ! [then. 
Not  thus,  for  nil  the  world;  ye  are  undone 
But  let’s  retire,  and  alter,  tlipn  w e’ll  walk  free; 
And  then  I’ll  shew  ye  any  thing. 

Alin.  Come,  good  wench,  [ing, 

And  speedily,  for  I havestmnge  faiths  work- 
As  strange  fears  too;  I’ll  tell  thee  all  my  life 
then. 

Jul.  Come  quick ; I will  conduct  ye,  and 
still  serve  ye  : [jeers. 

And  do  not  fear;  hang  fear,  it  spoils  all  pro- 
This  way  ! I’ll  he  your  guide.  [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

JCnler  Governor,  Verdugo , and  Citizen/. 
G<ro.  Use  all  vour  sports,  [morrow, 

All  your  solemnities  ; ’tis  tlve  king’s  tiny  to- 
His  birth-day,  and  his  marriage;  a glad  day, 
A dnv  we  ought  to  honour,  all. 

1 Cit.  We  will,  sir, 

And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  rejoicings. 
Gov.  Be  sumptuous,  but  not  riotous  ; be 
bounteous, 

But  not  in  drunken  bacchanals ; free  to  all 
strangers, 


[Act  5.  ScencS. 

Easy  and  sweet  in  all  your  entertainments ; 
For  ’tis  a royal  day,  admits  no  rudeness. 

2 Cit.  Your  iorciship  will  do  us  the  honour 
Be  liere  yourself,  and  grace  the  day  ? [to 
Gov.  It  is 

A main  part  of  my  service. 

5 Cit.  I hope  your  honour 
Has  taken  into  your  consideration  flaws; 
The  miseries  wc  have  suffer'd  by  these  Out- 
The  losses,  hourly  fears,  the  rude  abuses, 
Strangers  that  travel  to  us  arexiaily  luaden 
with; 

Our  daughters*  and  our  wives’  complaints. 

Gov.  I’m  sorry  for’ t,  (it: 

And  have  commission  from  the  king  to  case 
Yon  shall  not  be  long  vex’d. 

1 Cit.  Iiad  we  not  walls,  sir,  [watches, 
And  those  continually  maim'd  too  with  our 
We  should  not  have  a hit  of  meat  to  feed  u> : 
And  yet  they  are  our  friends,  and  wc  must 

think  so,  [V»n, 

And  entertain  ’em  so  sometimes,  and  feast 
And  send  ’em  leaden  home  too  ; we  are  lost 
else. 

9 Cit.  They ’ll  come  to  church  among  u» 
(as  we  Impc,  Christians) 

When  all  their  zeal  i9  but  to  steal  the  chalices. 
At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  lordship  wt^e 
not  here, 

To  awe  their  violence  with  your  authority, 
They’d  play  such  gaiuhols  ! 

Gov.  Are  they  grown  so  heady? 

2 Cit.  They’d  drink  up  all  our  wine,  piss 

out  our  bonfires,  [fairest, 

Then,  like  the  drunken  Centaurs,  have  ac  the 
(Nay,  have  at  all;  fourscore  and  ten’s  a god- 
dess) [cellars. 

Whilst  we,  like  fools,  stand  shaking  in  our 
Gov.  Are  they  so  fierce  upon  so  little  suf- 
ferance ? 

I’ll  give  ’em  such  a purge,  and  sftiddcnlv 

Verdugo,  after  this  solemnity  is  over. 

Call  on  me  for  a charge  of  men,  of  g«>od  men, 
(To  see  what  house  these  knaves  keep)  of 
good  soldiers,  [with  'em, 

As  sturdv  ns  themselves;  that  dare  dispute 
Dare  walk  the  woods  ns  well  us  they,  as  fear- 
But  with  a better  faith  belabour  ’em : [less. 
I’ll  know  what  claim  they  have  to  their  pov 
’Tis  pity  of  their  captain  Roderigo,  [session. 
A well-bred  geutleniun,  and  a good  soldier, 
And  one  his  majesty  has  some  little  reason 
To  thank  for  sundry  services,  and  fair  ones; 
That  long  neglect  bred  this : I’m  sorry  for  him. 
Ycrd.  The  hope  of  his  estate  keeps  hack 
his  pardon;  [ney-box, 

There’s  divers  wasps  that  buz  about  that  ho- 
And  long  to  lick  themselves  full. 

Gov.  True,  Verdugo ; 

'Would  he  had  bu(  the  patience  to  discern  it, 
And  policy  to  wipe  then  lips*9! 


s*  To  wipe  their  /ips.1  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read,  ‘ to  n et  tlieir  lips,'  i.  e. 1 to  gain  some 
( of  them,  by  letting  them  taste  some  ot  his  honey/  But  surely  vet  is  a wretched  veib 
applied  to  honey.  Wipe  may  inenn  to  wound];  to  give  them  a wipe,  a familiar  expression  of 
oueuce ; which  the  answer  implies,  by  mentioning  4 to  fetch  bun  in  by  violence / 
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Act  5.  Scene  4.] 

Verd.  To  fetch  him  in,  sir, 

By  violence,  he  being  now  no  infant, 

Will  ask  some  bloody  crowus.  I know  his 
people  ' [ter 

.Are  of  his  own  choice,  men  that  will  not  tot- 
Nor  blench  much  at  a bullet ; I know  his 
order:  (hood; 

And  tho*  he  have  no  multitude,  h*  has  man* 
The  elder  twin  to  that  too,  staid  experience. 

But  if  he  must  be  forc’d,  sir 

Gov.  There’s  no  remedy, 

Unless  he  conic  himself. 

Verd.  That  will  be  doubtful. — 

Did  you  ne’er  hear  yet  of  the  noble  Pedro  ? 
Gov.  I cannot,  by  no  means ; 1 think  he’s 
dead,  sure : 

The  court  bewails  much  his  untimely  loss  ; 
'J’lie  king  himself  laments  him. 

Verd.  He  was  sunk  ; 

And,  if  he  be  dead,  be  died  happily: 

He  buried  all  he  had  in  the  king’s  service, 
And  lost  himself. 

Gov.  Well,  if  he  be  alive,  captain, 

(As  hope  still  speaks  the  best;  1 know  the 
king’s  mind 

So  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happy, 
tome;  to  this  preparation  ! when  that’s  done, 
The  Qutlnws’  expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  We’ll  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help 
ourselves  too.  [ jir eunf. 

scene  rv. 

, Enter  Roderigo  and  Pedro. 

Rod.  How  sweet  these  solitary  places  are  ! 
flow  wantonly  the  wind  blows  thro’ the  leaves, 
Aud  courts  and  plays  with  ’em!  Will  you  sit 
down  and  sleep?  [stream 

The  heat  invites  you.  Hark,  how  yon  purling 
Dances,  and  murmurs ! the  birds  sing  softly 
too:  [his  fancy 

Tray  take  some  rest,  sir. — I would  fain  wooe 
To  a peace;  it  labours  high  aud  hastily  upon 
*Pray  you  sit,  and  I’ll  sit  by.  [him. 

Pedro.  I cannot  sleep,  friend  ; 

I have  those  watches  here  admit  do  slumbers. 
Saw  you  none  yet  ? 

Rod.  No  creature. 

Pedro.  What  strange  musick 
Was  that  we  heard  alar  oft  ? 

Rod.  I can’t  guess  t 

TV  as  loud,  aud  shrill;  sometimes  it  shew’d 
hard  by  us,  [does. 

And  by  ami  by  the  sound  fled  as  the  wind 
Here’s  no  inhabitants. 

Pedro.  It  much  delighted  me.  [devils; 
Rod.  They  talk  of  fairies,  and  such  demi- 
This  is  as  fine  a place  to  dance  their  gam- 
bols— 

Pedro.  Metbought  I heard  a voice. 

[ Musick  and  birds. 


Rod.  They  can  sing  admirably; 

Tliey  never  lose  their  maidenheads. — I would 
fool  any  way,  f rocks 

To  make  him  merry  now. — Methinks*  yon 
Shew  like  enchanted  cells,  where  they  inha- 
bit. [ Musick  afar  off.  Pot  birds. 

Pedro.  Tis  he.*  again.  Hark,  gentle  Ro- 
derigo, 

Hark,  hark  ! oh,  sweet,  sweet ! how  the  birds 
record  too! 

Mark  how  it  flies  now  cv’ry  way  ! — Oh,  love ! 
In  such  a harmony  art  thou  begotten; 

In  such  soft  air,  so  gentle,  lull’d  and  nou- 
Oli,  my  best  mistress!  [fish'd. 

Rod.  Ilmv  lie  weeps!  Dcarlleav’n, 

Give  him  his  heart’s  content,  and  me  forgive 
1 must  melt  too.  [too! 

l'edro.  The  birds  sing  louder,  sweeter, 
And  every  note  they  emulate  one  anothpr: 
lie  still  and  hear. — These,  when  they’ve  done 
their  labours, 


Enter  Alindn  and  Jnfetta,  like  old  women. 
Their  pretty  airs,  fall  to  their  rests,  enjoy  ’em  j 
Nothing  rocks  love  asleep,  but  de.ith. 

Rod.  Who  are  these  ? 

Pedro.  What? 

Rod.  Those  there,  those,  those  things  that 
come  upon  us,  [ties. 

Those  grnndani  things,  those  strange  antiqui- 
Did  not  I say  these  woods  begot  strange 
wonders? 

Jul.  Now  you  may  view  ’em. 

Alin.  Ha ! 

Jul.  The  men  you  long’d  for; 

Here  they  are  both.  Now  you  may  boldly 
talk  with  ’em, 

And  ne’er  be  guess’d  at ; be  not  afraid,  nor 
faint  not.  [der. 

They  wonder  at  us;  let’s  maintain  that  won- 
Shake  not ; but  what  you  purpose,  do  dis- 
cretely ; 

And  from  your  tongue  I'll  take  my  part. 
Alin.  I la! 

Jul.  There,  ft  res.; 

Before  yon,  there.  Do  not  turn  coward,  lim- 
it you  do  love,  curry  your  love  out  hand- 
somelv. 

Alin.  H is  lie  and  Roderigo : What  a pence 
Dwells  in  their  faces!  what  a friendly  calm 
Crowns  both  their  souls  ! 


Rod.  1 boy  shew  as  if  tliev  were  mortal. 
They  come  upon  us  still. 

Pedro.  13c  not  afraid,  man  ; [Ui> 

Let  ’em  be  what  they  will,  they  cannot  hurt 
Rod.  That  thing  i’  th’  button’d  cap  looks 
terribly: 


She  has  guns  in  her  eyes;  the  devil's  cneineer  ! 
Pedro.  Come,  stand  ; and  let’s  go  meet  ’em. 

Rod.  Go  you  first;  [ers 

I have  less  faith  : Wheul  have  saidiuy  pray- 


* Yond  rocks  yonder.]  This  is  either  a palpable  error,  or  gross  inadvertence.  In  either 
case,  it  injures  both  sense  and  measure ; ap4  we  have  omitted  the  last  w ord,  though  it  stands 
in  all  the  copies. 
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Pedro.  There  needs  no  fear — Hail,  reve- 
Alin.  Good  even ! [rend  dames  ! 

What  do  ye  seek? 

Pedro.  We  would  seek  happier  fortunes. 
Rod.  That  little  devil  has  main  need  of  a 
barber ! 

What  a trim  heard  she  ha»f  [Aside, 

A/in.  Seek  'em,  and  make  'em ! 

Lie  not  still,  nor  linger  here'*; 

Here  inhabits  nought  hut  fear. 

He  constant,  good  ; in  faith  be  clear; 
Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 
Vcdro.  Whither  should  we  go?  for  we  be- 
lieve thy  reverence, 

And  next  obey. 

Alin.  Go  to  Segovia; 

And  there  before  the  altar  pay  thy  vows, 
Thy  gifts, and  prnv'rs;  unload  thy  heaviness; 
Tomorrow  shed  thy  tears,  mid  gain  thy  suit: 
Such  honest  nobles  ho  w'rs  ne'er  wanted  fruit. 
Jul.  Stand  yon  out  too  ? [ To  Rodcripo. 

Ro</.  I shall  he  hgng’d,  or  whipp'd  now; 
These  know  and  these  have  pow’r. 
jul.  See  how  lie  shakes ! 

A secure  conscience  never  quakes: 
Thou  hast  been  ill,  he  so  no  more; 

A good  retreat  is  a great  store. 

Thou  hast  commanded  men  of  might ; 
Command  thyself, and  then  tiiouYt  right. 
A/in.  Command  thy  will,  thy  foul  desires ; 
Pul  out  nnd  quench  thy  unnailow'd  tires; 
Command  thy  tnuul, and  make  that  pure; 
ThouYt  wise  then,  valiant,  and  secure  : 
A blessing  then  thou  may  st  beget. 

Jul.  A curse  else,  that  shall  never  set, 
Will  light  upon  thee.  Say  thy  prayers; 
Thou  hast  11s  many  sins  as  hsiyrs. 

Thou  nrt  a captain,  let  thy  men 
He  honest,  have  good  thoughts,  nnd  then 
Thou  mayst  command,  and  iead  in  chief; 
Yet  thou  art  bloody,  und  a thief. 

Jlod.  What  shall  1 do?  I do  confess. 

Alin.  Retire, 

And  purge  thee  perfect  in  his  fire: 

His  life  observe ; live  in  his  school. 

And  then  thou  shall  put  oif  the  fool. 
Jul.  Pray  at  Segovia  too,  and  give 
Thy  oft'rings  up;  repent,  und  live! 

f Music  k. 

Alin.  Away,  away!  enquire  no  more ; 

Do  tills,  ye  Ye  rich ; else,  fools,  and  poor. 
What  musick’s  this?-  [Aside. 

Jul.  Retire;  Yis  some  neat  joy,  [wonder: 
In  honour  of  the  king**  great  day.  They 
1 his  conies  in  right  to  confirm  then  reverence. 
Avfay,  away ! let  them  admire;  it  makes 
For  our  advantage.  How  the  captain  shakes ! 

[Krevnt, 

Pedro.  This  was  the  musick. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes.  liow  I sweat! 


[Act  5.  Scene  o. 

T wasneYr  sodesertfd  ! Sure  these  woods  are 
Only  inhabited  with  rare  dreams  and  wonders. 

I would  not  be  a knave  again,  a villain 

Lord,  bow  T loath  it  now!  for  these  know  all. 
And  they  would  find  tne  out.  [sir, 

Pedro.  They  Ye  excellent  women ; 

Deep  in  their  knowledge,  friend. 

Rod.  i would  not  be  traitor, 

And  have  these  of  my  jury— How  light  I am, 
A ml  how  my  heart  laughs  now  methink* 
within  me ! 

Now  I am  catechiz'd,  I would  ever  dwell  here. 
For  here's  a kind  of  court  of  reformation: 

Had  I been  stubborn,  friend- 

Pedro.  They  would  have  found  it. 

Rod.  And  then  they  would  have  handled 
me  a new  way  ; 

Tiie  devil's  dump  hail  been  danc’d  thru. 

Pedro.  Let’s  away,  [handsomely, 

And  do  their  great  commands,  and  do  'em 
Contrite,  r\nd  true;  for  I believe,  Rodr  rigor 
And  constantly  believe,  we  shall  he  linppv. 
Rod.  So  you  do  well ; fall  edge  or  Hat 
o'  my  side. 

All  I cun  stagger  at  is  the  king's  anger; 
Which,  il  it  come,  I am  prepar'd  to  meet  if, 
Pedro.  The  king  lias  mercy,  friend,  as  well 
as  justice. 

And  w hen  you  fall 

Rod.  So  more;  I hope  the  fairest  5*. 

[ Pjcunl. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Master,  Scbeito,  and  Curio. 
Curio.  We’ve  told  vc  wlmt  he  is,  what 
time  we’ve  souglithiiu,  [too, 

IIis  nature,  and  his  name  ; the  seeming  liov 
\ e had  here,  how,  and  ivliat;  by  your  own 
relation. 

All  circumstances  we  have  clear'd;  that  the 

duke  si ut  him  not;* 

We  told  yc  how  impossible  (he  knows  him 
1 i»nt  he  is  mud  himself,  mul  therefore  tit 
1 o be  your  prisoner,  u < dare  sw car  ogamstit. 
Sib.  lake  bred,  sir;  be  not  madder  than 
you'd  make  him  ! 

1 ho*  he  he  rash,  and  sudden  (which  is  ail  his 
wildness), 

Take  lived  yc  wrong  him  not : He  is  a gen* 
tit-man,  [points; 

And  so  must  be  restor’d  and  clear’d  in  all 
The  king  shall  be  a judge  else. 

Curio.  rI  was  some  trick  [counterfeit. 
That  brought  him  hither;  the  boy  and  letter 
Which  shall  appear,  if  ye  dare  *nmv  detniu 
him.  [ye, 

jJnst.  T dare  not,  sir,  nor  will  not;  I believe 
And  will  restore  him  up:  Had  I known  sooner 
H had  been  a neighbour,  and  die  niun  voh 
speak  him, 

(Tho , as  I live,  be  carried  a wild  seeming) 


v*  Sor  longer  ^rre.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Syinpson. 

5'  And  when  you  fall:  No  mote. 

Rod.  I hope  Ihejoirnt.]  Tile  variation  in  the  text  recommended  U r Svmpson. 
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Act  5.  Scene  t ] 

My  service  and  myself  had  both  attended 
How  [ have  us'd  him,  let  him  speak,  [him. 

Seb.  Let's  in,  and  visit  him  ; [ties  ; 

Then  to  the  holy  temple,  there  pay  our  du- 
And  so  we’ll  take  our  leaves. 

Must.  I’ll  wait  upon  ye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

An  fill  or  prepared:  Solemn  mu  sick. 

Enter  Governor,  Verdu" a.  Courtiers,  1m- 
ditUy  4 C* 

Got.  This  to  devotiou  sacred  l»e ; 

This  to  the  kina’s  prosperity; 

Ttiis  to  the  queen, mid  chastity,  f Mustek. 
Verd»  These  oblations  first  we  bring 
To  purge  ourselves;  these  to  the  king; 
To  love  and  beauty  these:  Now  sing. 

[ Mustek. 

JLudics.  Holy  altar,  deign  to  take 

These  tor  ourselves;  lor  the  king’s  sake, 
And  honour’s,  these;  these  sacred  lie 
To  virtue,  love,  and  modesty. 

Our  wishes  to  eternity.  [TfuticF. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Roderigo. 

Pedro.  For  oum-lves  first,  thus  we  hend  ; 

Forgive  us,  Ucav’n,  and  he  our  friend  i 
ltod.  And  happy  fortune  to  us  send  ! 
Pedro.  To  the  Ling,  honour,  and  all  jov, 
Long,  and  happy  from  annoy. 

Rod.  Prosperous  lie  all  his  days, 

Every  new  hour  u new  praise! 

Pedro.  Every  minute  thus  be  seen, 

‘ Roth.  And  thousand  honours  frown  the 
queen.  [Atimc/r. 

Enter  A Ip  h unto,  Cttrin , and  Self  r to. 

Seb.  Come  to  the  altar;  let  us  do  our  duties. 
Alph  I have  almost  forgot  a church. 
Curio.  Kneel  reverently. 

Alph.  For  my  lost  wits  (let  tne  see) 

First  I pray ; and  secondly. 

To  he  at  home  again,  and  free; 

And  if  I travel  more,  hang  me ! 

For  the  king,  and  for  the  queen,  “j 
That  they  may  be  wise,  and  seen  y 
Never  in  the  madman's  inn  ! J 

For  my  daughter  I would  pray; 

But  she  has  made  a holiday, 

Ami  needs  not  iny  devotion  now* 

Let  her  take  her  own  course,  Heaven, 
Whether  it  be  odd,  or  even,  [Munek. 
And  if  that  please  nor,  take  ner  you  ! 
Seb.  A short  and  sweet  meditation59 ! What 
are  these  here? 

Enter  Alinda  and  Julettu , like  shepherds. 
Alin.  Hail  to  this  sacred  place  ! 

Jul.  They  are  all  here,  madam ; 

No  violencedure  touch  here;  he  secure! 

My  bilbo-master  too?  How  got  he  loose 

vgai/i  ? 


How  lamentably  lie  looks!  he  has  had  disci- 
I dare  not  let  hhn  know  uiy  prauks.  [pliuc. 
Seb.  Tis  she  sure. 

Curio.  Tis  certainly. 

Pedro.  Ha!  do  1 dazzle  ? 

Hod.  ’ Pis  the  fair  Alinda.  [in? 

Gov.  What  wonder  stand  these  strangers 
Rod.  Her  woriiuti  bv  her ! 

The  same,  sir,  ns  I live. 

Alph  1 had  a daughter  [too. 

With  such  a face  once,  such  eyes,  and  nose 
Ha,  let  me  see!  'tis  wondrous  like  Alinda. 
Their  demotion  ended,  I’ll  mark  ’em,  and 
nearer. 

And  she  had  h fillr  too  that  waited  on  her, 
Just  with  such  a favour : Do  they  keep  goats 
now  ? 

A/in.  Thus  we  kneel,  and  thus  we  pray 
A happy  honour  to  this  day  ! 

Thus  our  sacrifice  we  bring 
Ever  happy  to  the  king. 

Jul.  These  of  purple,  damask,  green, 
Sacred  to  the  virtuous  queen, 

Here  we  hang. 

Alin.  As  these  are  now. 

Her  glories  ever  spring,  and  shew  ! 
These  for  ourselves, our  hopes,  and  loves. 
Full  of  pinks,  and  iady-gluvea,  | fain, 
Ot  heart's-ease5*  too,  which  we  would 
AS  we  labour  for,  attain: 

Hear  me,  llcuv’n,  and  us  I bend. 

Full  of  hope,  some  comfort  send  ! 

Jul.  Hear  her,  hear  her!  if  there  he 
A spotless  sweetness,  this  is  she. 

[Musick. 

Pedro.  Now,  Rodcrigo,  stand. 

Rod.  lie  that  divides  ye 
Divides  my  life  too. 

Gov.  Pedro!  noble  Pedro! 

Do  not  you  know  your  friend  ? 

Pedro.  I know,  and  honour  you. 

Gov.  Lady,  this  leave  1*11  cruve,  (’pray 
be  not  nngry) 

I will  not  long  divideyou.  How  happy,  Pedro, 
Would  nil  the  court  be  now,  might  they  be- 
hold thee, 

Might  they  hut  see  you  thus,  and  thus  em^ 
brace  you ! 

The  king  will  be  a joyful  man,  believe  it, 
Most  joyful,  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Pm  his  humble  servant; — 

Nay,  good  sir,  speak  your  will;  I see  vou 
wonder; 

One  easy  word  from  you 

Alph.  I dare  say  nothiug; 

My  tongue's  a new  tongue,  sir,  and  knows 
his  tether:  [thing; 

Let  her  do  what  she  please,  I dare  do  no* 
I have  been  damn’d  for  doing.  Will  the 
king  know  him, 

That  fellow  there?  will  he  respect  and  bu* 
nour  him? 


59  Meditation  A Probably  the  Author  wrote  mediation. 

53  llcurt' K-ease  J i.  c.  Puns  a,  or  Viola  tricolor,  ^vuipsofl. 


Digitized  by  Google 


SIC 


fliE  PILGRIM. 


[Act  S.  Scene  6. 


lie  has  been  look’d  tipon,  they  say;  will  he 
own  him  ? 

Gov.  Yes,  certainly,  and  grace  him,  ever 
honour  him,  [him. 

Restore  him  every  wav ; h'has  much  lamented 
Alph.  Is’t  your  wifi  too?  This  is  the  last 
time  of  asking. 

Rod.  I’m  sure,  none  else  shall  touch  her, 
none  else  enjoy  her. 

If  this,  and  this  hold. 

Alph.  You  had  best  begin 
The  game  then ; 1 have  no  title  in  her; 

'Pray  take  her,  and  dispatch  her,  and  com- 
mend me  to  her, 

And  let  me  get  me  home,  and  hope  I’m  sober : 
Kiss,  kiss ; it  must  be  thus.  Stand  up,  Alinda ; 
I am  the 'mote  child,  and  more  need  of  biess- 
You  had  a waiting-woman,  oncJulctta,  [iug. 
A pretty  desperate  tiling,  just  such  another 
As  this  sweet  lady ; we  cull'd  her  Nimble- 
I pray  is  this  the  party  \ [chaps : 

Jut.  No,  indeed,  sir, 

She  is  at  home:  I ain  a little  foot-boy, 

That  walk  o'  nights,  and  fright  old  gent  le- 
ft] nkc  'em  lose  huts  and  cloaks.  [men  ; 
A/ph,  And  horses  too’? 

Jut . Sometimes  I do,  sir;  teach ’em  the 
way  thro’  ditches,  [noses 

And  how  to  break  their  worships*  shins  and 
Against  old  broken  stiles  and  stumps. 

Alph.  A fine  art ! 

I feel  it  in  my  hones  yet. 

Jut.  I’m  a drum,  sir,  [sir ! 

A drum  at  midnight ; ran,  tan,  tan.  tan,  tan, 
D*  you  take  me  lor  Julctta?  I'm  a page,  sir, 
Tlmt  brought  a letter  from  the  duke  of 
Medina  [other 

To  have  one  signior  Alphonso,  (just  such  an- 
As  your  old  worship)  worm’d  for  ru nuiug 
mad,  sir: 

Alas,  you  are  mistaken. 

Alph.  Thou'rt  the  devil, 

And  so  th’hast  us'd  me. 

JuL  I am  any  thing; 

An  old  tromaii,  that  tells  fortunes-—-- 


Rod.  Ha! 

Jut.  And  frights  good  people, 

And  sends  then!  to  Segovia  for  their  fortunes ; 
I am  strange  airs  and  excellent  sweet  voices; 
I'm  any  thing,  to  do  her  good,  believe  me. 
She  now  recover’d,  and  her  wishes  crown’d, 
I am  Julctta  again  ; 'Pray,  sir,  forgive  me! 
Atph.  I dare  not 

Do  otherwise,  for  fear  thou  shouldst  still 
follow  ine : 

’Prithee  be  forgiven,  and  I prithee  forgive 
me  too. 

And  if  any  of  you  will  marry  her 

Jut.  No,  I beseech  you,  sir;  iny  mistress 
is  my  husband ; 

With  her  I’ll  dwell  still : And  when  you  play 
Any  more  pranks,  you  knuw  where  to  have 
Pedro.  You  know  him,  sir?  [ine. 

Gov.  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him; 
The  king’s  incens’d  much,  much,  sir,  I can 
assure  you. 

Pedro.  Noble  Governor; [appears, 

Got.  But  since  he  is  your  friend,  and  now 
In  honour  of  this  day,  and  love  to  you,  sir. 
I’ll  try  the  power  I have;  to  the  pinch  I’ll 
put  it.  [again. 

Here’s  iny  hand,  Roderigo,  I'll  set  you  fair 
Rod.  And  here’s  mine,  to  be  true  and  full 
of  service. 

Gov.  Your  people  too  shall  have  their 
general  pardons; 

We’ll  have  all  peace  and  love. 

Rod.  All  shall  pray  for  you. 

Gov.  To  my  house  now,  and  suit  you  io 
your  worths; 

Off  with  these  weeds,  and  appear  glorious: 
Then  to  the  priest  that  shall  attend  us  here. 
And  this  bestil’d  l»vc's  new  and  happy  year! 
Rod.  The  king’s  and  queen’s;  two  noble 
honours  meet  [feet. 

To  grace  this  day,  two  true  loves  at  their 
Alph.  Well,  well,  since  weddmg  will  come 
after  wooing. 

Give  me  some  rosemary  s*,  and  let’s  be  going. 

[Exeunt. 


* Roeemary.]  See  note  » 6n  The  Elder  Brother. 
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THE  CAPTAIN 

A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Hills  and  Gardiner  ascribe  this  Play  to  Fletcher  alone;  tfm*€ 
by  Maine,  to  him  and  Beaumont.  The  Prologue  speaks  of  but  one  author.  I his  Corned/ 
was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647.  We  do  not  know  of  any  alteration  of  it,  or  that  it 
has  been  acted  for  many  years. 


PROLOGUE. 


To  please  you  with  this  play,  we  fear,  will  be 
(So  does  the  Author  too)  a mystery 
Somewhat  above  our  art ; for  all  men’s  eyes, 
Kars,  faiths,  and  judgments,  are  not  of  one 
For,  to  say  truth,  and  not  to  flatter  ye,  [size. 
This  is  nor  Comedy,  nor  Tragedy, 

Nor  History,  nor  any  thing  that  may 
(Yet  in  a week)  be  made  a perfect  play : 

Yet  those  that  love  to  laugh,  and  those  that 
think  [drink, 

Twelve-pence  goes  further  this  way  than  in 


Or  damsels,  if  they  mark  tlje  matter  thro*, 
May  stumble  on  a foolish  toy,  or  two, 

Will  make  ’em  shew  their  teeth.  Tray,  flof 
my  sake, 

(That  likely  am  your  first  man)  do  not  take 
A distaste  before  you  feel  it;  for  ye  may 
When  this  is  hiss’d  to  ashes,  have  a play, 
And  here,  to  out-hiss  this  : Be  patient  then. 
My  honour  done>  you’re  welcome,  gpntle- 
men ! 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Julio,  a nob/e  Gentleman,  in  lave  with  Lelia. 
Angelo,  Friend  to  Julio. 

cowardty  Guilt. 

Frederick,  Brother  to  Frank. 
jACOM<»,  an  angry  Captain,  a Woman-hater. 
FaBRITIO,  u merry  Soldier,  Friend  to  Jncomo. 
Father  to  Lelia , an  old  poor  Gentleman. 

1 iosr. 

Vintner. 


Drawers. 

Servants. 

FRANK)  jmitionately  in  fate  with  Jacomo. 
Clora,  Sister  to  Fabritio , a witty  Compa- 
nion to  Frank. 

Lelia,  a canning  wanton  Widow. 

W A ITI N G - WOM  AN . 

Maidservants. 


SCENE,  Venice • 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

F.ntcr  Lodozico  and  Piso. 

Lodozico.  rI"'IIE  truth  is,  Piso,  so  she  !>e  a 
A woman, 

And  rich  and  wholesome,  let  her  he  of  what 
Condition  and  complexion  it  please, 

She  shall  please  me,  I’m  sure : Those  men 
are  fools 

That  make  their  eyes  their  choosers,  not 
their  uceds. 

VOL.  II.  * S 


Piso.  Mcthinks,  t would  have  her  honest 
too,  and  handsome.  (they  are 

Lnd.  Yes,  if  I could  have  both ; hut  since 
Wishes  so  near  impossibilities. 

Let  me  have  that  that  may  be. 

Piso.  ] f it  were  so, 

I hope  your  conscience  would  not  be  so  nice 
To  start  at  such  a blessing. 

Lod.  No,  believe  tne, 

1 do  not  think  1 should. 

Piso.  But  thou  wouldst  be. 
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I do  not  doubt,  upon  the  least  suspicion, 
Unmercifully  jealous. 

Lod.  No,  I should  not; 

For  I believe  those  mad  that  seek  vexations  . 

A wife,  tho’  she  he  honest,  is  a trouble. 

Mad  l a wife  as  fair  as  Helen  wns, 

That  drew  so  many  cuckolds  to  her  cause. 
These  eyes  should  see  another  in  my  saddle 
Etc  1 believe  ray  beast  would  carry  double. 
Puo.  So  should  not  I,  by’r  Lady  1 and  I 
think 

My  patieucc  (by  your  leave)  as  good  as  yours.  I 
Rep  nrt  would  stir  me  mainly,  I am  sure  on’t. 
Lod.  Report?  you  are  unwise;  report  is 
nothing ; 

For  if  there  were  a truth  in  what  men  talk, 
(I  mean  of  this  kind)  this  part  of  the  world 
I’m  sure  would  be  no  more  cull'd  Christeti- 
Piso.  What  then?  [dmn. 

Lod  Why,  Cuckoldom;  for  we  should  low 
Our  old  faiths  clean,  and  hold  their  new 
opinions;  [marry 

If  talk  could  make me  sweat,  before  l woold 
I’d  tic  a surer  knot,  and  hang  myself. 

I tell  thee,  there  was  never  woman  yet, 

(Nor  never  hope  there  shall  he)  tho1  a saint, 
But  she  has  been  a subject  to  men's  tongues, 
And  in  the  worst  sense:  And  that  desperate 
husband,  [rumours  ', 

That  dares  give  up  his  peace,  and  follow 
(Which  he  shall  hud  too  busy,  if  he  seek  ’em) 
Beside  the  forcing  of  himself  an  ass, 

He  dies  in  chuius,  eating  himself  w ith  anger. 
PUo.  Having  these  antidotes  against  opi- 
nion, 

1 would  marry  any  one  ; an  arrant  whore. 
Lod.  Thou  dost  not  feci  the  nature  of  tliis 
physic ; 

Which  l prescribe  not  to  beget  diseases, 

But,  where  they  nrc,  to  atop  them. 

Piw.  I conceive  you ; [Lelia? 

What  think’st  thou,  thy  way,  of  the  widow 
Lod.  ’Faith,  dura  hast  found  out  one,  I 
must  confess,  [woman, 

Woold  stagger  my  best  patience:  From  that 
As  I would  bless  myself  from  plague*  and 
surfeits,  [quicksands, 

From  men  of  war  at  sea,  from  storms  and 
From  hearing  treason  and  concealing  it, 

From  daring  of  a madman,  or  a drunkard, 
From  heresy,  ill  wine,  mid  stumbling  post- 
horse,  (night, 

So  would  I pray  each  morning,  and  each 
(And  if  I said  each  hour,  I should  not  lie) 

To  he  deliver’d  of  all  tliese  in  one, 

The  woman  thou  hast  named. 

Pito.  Thou  hast  set  her  in  a pretty  Litany. 

Enter  Julio , Angelo,  and  Father . 

Ang.  'Pray  take  my  counsel. 

JuL  When  I am  myself. 

I’ll  Lear  you  any  w ay  ; lo\c  me  tho*  thus. 


As  thou  art  honest,  which  I dare  not  be, 

Lest  I despise  myself.  Farewell!  f Erit. 
Piso.  Do  you  bear,  my  friend  ? Sir  I are 
you  not  a setter 

For  the  fair  widow  here,  of  famous  memory  ? 
Father.  11a ! am  I taken  tor  a bawd  ? Oh/ 
God ! 

To  mine  own  child  too  ? Misery,  I thank  thee, 
That  keep’st  me  from  their  know  ledge. — Sir* 
believe  me, 

I understand  you  not. 

Lod.  You  love  plain-dealing; 

Are  you  not  parcel  bawd?  Confess  youf 
function ; 

It  may  be,  wo  would  u*c  it. 

Father.  Were  she  worse, 

( As  1 fear  strangely  she  is  ill  enough) 

I would  not  hear  tins  tamely. 

Pixo.  Ilf  re’s  a shilling. 

To  strike  good  luck  withal. 

Father \ Here’s  a sword,  sir,  [basely, 

To  strike  a knave  withal : Thou  liest,  and 
Be  what  thou  wilt ! 

Ang.  Why,  how  now,  gentlemen? 

Father.  You  are  many  i I shall  meet  you 
sir,  again, 

And  male  you  understand,  you’ve  wrong'd 
a woman  [ner. 

Compar’d  with  whom  thy  mother  was  n siu- 

Fa  re  well ! [Eiit. 

Pi  So.  He  Ira's  amaz'd  me. 

Ang.  With  a blow  ? 

By’r  Ijrdv,  ’twas  a sound  one  ! Are  ye 
At  taking  knocks?  I shall  know  ye  hereafter. 
Yon  were  to  blame  to  tempt  a man  so  far, 
Before  ypn  knew  him  certain.  II’  has  not 
hart  ye? 

Piso.  No,  I think. 

Lod.  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  so  far' ; 
For  men  may  he  mistaken : It'll’  had  sw  ing'd 
us,  [flunk, 

H’liad  serv’d  ns  right.  Bcshrcw  mv  (mart,  I 
We’ve  done  the  gentlewoman  us  much  wrong 
For  hang  me  if  I know  her,  [too  ; 

In  mv  particular. 

Puo.  Nor  I.  This  ’tis  to  credit 
Men’s  idle  tongues:  l warrant  they  have  said 
As  much  by  our  two  mothers. 

Lod.  Like  enough.  [more 

Ang.  I see  a beating  now  and  then  docs 
Move  and  stir  up  a man's  contrition 
Than  a sharp  sermon ; here  probat um  cst. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Servant. 

«&;rr.  What  shall  I tell  your  sister? 

Fred.  Tel!  her  this; 

’Till  she  be  better  conversation ’d,  [ning 

And  leave  her  walking  by  herself,  and  wfti- 
To  her  old  melancholy  lute,  I’ll  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  th*  gallow  s. 

' [ Frit  Servant. 
Ang.  Who's  that?  Frederick? 


* Follow  humours.]  The  variation  in  the  text  was  made  in  The  whole  conversation 

on  live  subject  ol  report 9 for  which  rumour  is  synonymous,  and  consequently  genuine. 
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Act  1.  Scene  «.] 


Fred.  Yes,  man)'  is’t.  Oh,  Angelo,  how 
dust  thou  ? 

Ang.  Save  you,  sir ! Ilovr  docs  my  mistress  ? 
Fred.  She  is  in  love,  I think  ; hut  not  with 
you, 

1 can  assure  you.  Saw  you  Fabritio  ? 

Ang.  Is  he  come  over? 

Fred.  Yes,  a week  ago  : 

Shall  hc  dine  ? 

Ang.  I cannot. 

Fred.  ’Prithee  do, 

Ang.  Believe  me,  I Imve  business. 

Fred.  Have  you  too,  gentiemc  u ? 

Piso.  No,  sir. 

Fred.  Why  then,  let’s  dipe  together. 

Jjod  With  all  my  heart. 

Fred,  Go  then.  Farewell,  good  Angelo, 
panmend  me  to  your  friend. 

Ang.  I will.  [£ieunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frank  and  Clora. 

Clora  Do  not  dissemble,  I rank ; mine 
eyes  are  quicker  ( faith 

Than  such  observers,  that  do  ground  their 
Upon  one  smile  or  tear:  You  are  much 
alter’d, 

And  are.  us  empty  of  t!a»se  excellencies 
That  were  com  pan  ions  to  you,  ( 1 mean  mirth, 
And  free  disposurcof  your  blood  and  spirif) 
vou  were  horn  a mourner. 

Frank.  I low,  I prithee  ? 

For  I perceive  no  such  change  in  myself, 
p/cm.  Come,  cotue,  tins  is  not  wise,  nor 
provident. 

To  halt  before  n cripple.  If  you  love, 

Re  liberal  to  your  friend,  and  let  her  know  it: 
1 *ec  the  way  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
Twill  prove  without  a true  companion. 
Erunk.  Sure  thou  wouidst  have  me  love. 


Clora.  Yes,  marry  would  I ; 

I should  not  plensevou  else. 

Frank.  And  who,  for  God’s  sake? 

For  I assure  rovself,  1 know  not  yet: 

And  ‘prithee.  Clora,  since  thou'lt  have  it  sq 
That  i must  love,  and  do  l know  not  what, 
Let  him  be  held  a pretty  handsome  fellow, 
And  young;  and  if  he  be  a little  valiant, 
Twill  he  the  better;  and  a little  wise, 

And,  'faith,  a little  honest.  I craft. 

Clara.  Well,  I’ll  sound  you  yet,  for  all  your 
Frank.  Heigh-ho  ! I’ll  love  no  more. 
Clora.  I lian  one;  and  him 
You  shall  love,  Frank. 

Frank.  Which  him?  Thou  art  so  wise. 
People  will  take  thee  shortly  for  a witch. 
But,  ’pritl icc  teil  me,  Clora,  if  J were 
So  mad  as  thou  wouidst  make  me,  what  kind 
of  man 

Wouldst  thou  imagine  him? 

Clora.  ’Faith,  vnne  pretty  fellow, 

With  a clean  strength,  that  cracks  a cndgel 
well,  [holes. 

And  dances  nt  a wake,  and  plays  at  nine- 
Frattk.  Oh,  God  1 [him  1 

What  pretty  commendations  thou  hast  giv’n 
’Faith,  if  1 were  in  love  (ns,  I thank  God, 

I do  not  think  I urn)  this  short  epistle 
Before  my  love,  would  make  me  burn  the 
legend.  [gentleman. 

Clora.  You  are  too  w ild  : I mean,  some 
Frank.  So  do  not  1,  tiil  1 can  know  ’em 
wiser.  [tleraaa 

Some  gentleman  ? No,  Clora,  till  some  gen- 
Kcep  some  land,  and  fewer  whores,  believe 
I ’ll  keep  no  love  fof  him  : I do  not  long  [me. 

To  go  q-foot  yet,  aud  solicit  causes,  [turrr  ? 

Clara.  What  think  you  then  of  an  adven- 
I mean  some  wealthy  merchant. 

Frank.  Let  him  venture  [not 

In  some  decay'd  ernre  of  his  own  * : lie  shall 


* In  some  decayed  era  re  of  hiy  own.]  Tliqs  rightly  read*  the  copy  of  1647.  The  editor  of 
1679  has  corrupted  the  passage,  though  at  tlie  same  time  1 own  hg  has  well  explained  it; 
for  thus  he  reads  : 

‘ In  some  decayed  crare  or  car  rack  :* 

Crare  here  signifies  just  what  carra.ck  does,  being  the  name  of  a trading  vessel  then,  tliough 
I believe  sit  this  tiihc  it  is  entirely  disused. 

Mr.  Wnrburton  I hope  will  pardon  me,  if  after  him  I endeavour  to  correct  a passage  in 
Cyinbelinc  from  this  line  in  out  Authors,  act  iv.  scene  U. 

liet.  * Oh,  melancholy! 

* Who  ever  yet  could find 

4 The  ooze  to  shew  what  coast  thy  sluggish  corg 

* Might  easiest  harbour  k».’ 

This  reading  our  great  critic  judiciously  rejects,  and  gives  the  passage  thus: 

*  tby  sluggish  C arrack ,’ 

which  certainly  continue*  and  completes  the  qietapliof:  but  we  may  yet  come  much  nearer 
the  traces  of  ihe  letters,  by  reading  thus: 

*  what  roast  thy  sluggish  f rare 

* Might  easiest  harbour  iu.'  Sampson. 

Mr.  Sampson  is  wrong  in  Ins  assertion  about  the  lection  of  the  second  folio,  for  that 
exhibits*  ‘ Some  decayed  n'nir,  or  pirroeL,'  Ac. 

Common  sense  and  the  first  folio  both  authorize  crare. — Mr.  Steevens  adopts  Svmpson’s 
variation  m Cyiubelinc;  and  adds,  ‘ A crare , says  the  author  of  The  Revisui,  is  a small 
1 trading  vessel,  called  in  the  Latin  of  the  middle  ages  rreyere/ 

» S U 


Digitized  by  Google 


316 


Tim  captain. 


Rig  me  out,  that's  the  short  on’t.  Out  upou't ! 
What  young  thing;  of  my  years  would  endure 
To  have  her  husband  in  another  country, 
Within  a month  after  she  is  married, 
Chopping  for  rotten  raisins,  and  lie  pining 
At  home,  under  the  mercy  of  his  foreman? 
No; 

Tho'  they  he  wealthy,  and  indifferent  wise, 

I do  not  see  that  I am  hound  to  love  ’em. 
Clota.  I see  you  arc  hard  to  please ; yet  I 
will  please  you.  [sider’d 

Frank.  'Faith,  not  so  hard  neither,  if  cOn- 
What  woman  may  deserve  as  she  is  worthy. 
But  w hy  do  wc  bestow  our  time  so  idly  ? 
'Prithee,  let's  entertain  some  other  talk  ; 
This  is  as  sickly  to  me  as  faint  weather. 

Clora.  Now  I believe  J shall  content  you, 
What  think  you  of  a courtier?  [Frank: 

Frank.  'Faith,  so  ill, 

That,  if  I should  be  full,  and  speak  but  truth, 
'T  would  shew  as  if  1 wanted  charity,  fem  ! 
'Prithee,  good  wench,  let  me  not  rail  upon 
Yet  I have  an  excellent  stomach,  and  must  do 
I have  no  mercy  of  these  infidels,  [it : 

Since  I am  put  in  mind  on't;  good,  bear  with 
me.  [him  out. 

Cfora.  Can  no  man  fit  you?  I will  find 
Frank.  This  summer-fruit,  that  you  call 
Courtier, 

While  you  continue  cold  and  frosty  to  him, 
Hangs  fast,  and  may  be  sound3;  but  when 
you  fling 

Too  full  a heat  of  your  affections 

Upon  his  root,  and  make  him  ripe  too  soon, 

You’ll  find  him  rotten  in  the  handling  : 

His  oaths  and  affections  are  all  one 
With  his  apparel,  things  to  set  him  off; 

He  has  os  many  mistresses  as  faiths, 

And  all  Apocrypha4;  his  true  belief 
Is  only  in  a private  surgeon  : 

And,  for  iny  single  self,  I’d  sooner  venture 
A new  conversion  of  the  Indies5, 

Than  to  make  courtiers  able  men,  or  honest. 

Cloru.  I do  believe  you  love  no  courtier; 
And,  by  my  troth,  to  guess  you  into  love 
With  any  I cun  think  of,  is  "beyond 
Either  your  will,  or  my  imagination : 

Aud  yet  I'm  sure  you’re  caught,  and  I will 
know  him. 

There’s  none  left  now  w orthy  the  thinking  of, 
Unless  it  be  a soldier;  and,  I'm  sure, 

I would  ever  bless  myself  from  such  a fellow. 
Frank.  Why,  ’prithee? 

Clara.  Out  upon  ’em,  firelocks!  [scarlet, 
They’re  nothing  in  the  world  but  buff  and 
Tough  unhewn  pieces,  to  hack  swords  upon; 
I had  as  lievc  be  courted  by  a cannon, 

As  one  of  those. 


[Act  1 . $6ene  * . 

Frank.  Thou  art  too  malicious  ; 

Upon  my  faith,  methinks  they’re  worthy  men. 
Clora.  Say  you  so?  I’ll  pull  you  on  a little 
further. — [fession 

What  worth  can  be  in  those  men,  whose  pro- 
Is  nothing  in  the  world  but  driuk  and  damn 
me '/ 

Out  of  whose  violence  they  are  possess’d 
With  legions  of  unwholesome  whores  aud 
quarrels? 

I am  of  that  opinion,  and  will  die'in’t, 

There  is  no  understanding,  nor  can  be,  . 
In  a sous’d  soldier. 

Frank.  Now,  ’tis  ignorance, 

I easily  perceive,  that  thus  provokes  thee, 
And  not  the  love  of  truth.  I'll  lay  my  life. 
If  God  hud  made  thee  man,  tlf  hadst  been  a 
coward. 

Cloru.  If  to  be  valiant,  be  to  be  a soldier, 
I’ll  tell  you  true,  I had  rather  be  a coward; 

I am  sure  with  less  sin. 

Frank.  This  heresy 

Must  be  look’d-to  in  time;  for  if  it  spread, 
Twill  grow  too  pestilent.  Were  I a scholar, 
I would  so  hamper  thee  for  thy  opinion, 
That,  ere  I left,  I would  write  thee  out  of 
credit  [liev'd 

With  all  the  world,  and  make  thee  not  be- 
Ev'n  in  indifferent  things;  that  I would  leave 
thee 

A reprobate,  out  of  the  state  of  honour. 

By  all  good  things,  thou  ha  it  flung  aspersions 
So  like  a fool  (for  I am  angry  with  thee) 
Upon  a sort  of  men,  that,  let  me  Cell  ti.ee, 

1 by  mother’s  mother  would  have  he*  u a saint 
Had  she  conceiv'd  a soldier!  They  art  people 
(I  may  commend  ’em,  while  1 sp*  ak  but  tiutli) 
Of  all  the  old  world,  only  left  to  keep 
Man  ns  he  was,  valiant  and  virtuous. 

They  arc  the  model  of  those  men,  whose  ho- 
nours 

Wc  heave  our  hands  at  when  we  hear  recited. 
Clora.  They  are, 

And  I have  all  I sought  for:  Tis  a soldier 
You  love  (hide  it  no  longer) ; you’ve  betray’d 
yourself!  * ft  ions, 

Come,  I have  found  your  w ay  of  commenda- 
And  w lmt  l said  wasJbut  to  pull  it  from  you. 
Frank.  Tw us  pretty!  Are  you  grown  so 
cunning,  C’lorn  ? 

I grant  I love  a soldier;  but  what  soldier 
Will  be  a new  task  to  you.  But  all  this, 

I do  imagine,  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 
Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Clora.  I will  have  the  man. 

Ere  I forsake  you. 

Frank.  I must  to  my  chamber. 

Clora.  May  not  I go  along? 


3 Hangs  Just,  and  may  be  found.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

iA/l  Apocrypha.]  Mr.  Sympson  (and  he  acknowledges  the  variation!)  rends,  apocryphal. 
But  apocrypha  conveys  the  same  sense  as  the  adjective,  and  is  rather  u more  elegant  reading. 
5 - - — I'd  sooner  venture 

A new  conversion  of  the  Indies.]  Mr.  Sympson,  thinking  that  * to  venture  n conversion ’ 
is  not  a clear  expression,  proposes  reading  Indians  for  Indies . The  text  certainly  is  best. 
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ACt  1.  Scene  3.] 

Frank.  Yes ; but,  good  wench. 

Move  me  no  more  with  these  fond  questions; 
They  work  like'rhubarb  with  me. 

Clara.  Well,  I will  not.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

F.nlcr  Lelia  and  her  Wuiting-Woman. 
Jji.Ha.  How  now  ? who  was  that  you  stay’d 
to  speak  withal? 

'Woman.  The  old  man,  forsooth. 

Jjfliu.  What  old  man? 

‘ Woman.  The  poor  old  man,  [father. 
That  uses  to  come  hither;  he  that  you  call 
If. Ha.  ilave  you  dispatch'd  him  ? 

Woman.  No ; he  would  fain  speak  with  you. 
Jflia.  Wilt  thou  ne'er  learn  more  manners, 
than  to  draw  in 

Such  needy  rascals  to  disquiet  me  ? 

Go,  answer  him,  I will  not  be  at  leisure. 
Woman.  lie  will  needs  speak  with  you; 
and,  good  old  man  ! 

He  weeps  so,  thut,  by  my  troth,  I have  not 
The  heart  to  deny  him.  'Pray  let  him  speak 
Leiia.  Lord!  [with you. 

flow  tender-stoiuach’d  you  are  grown  of  lute ! 
You  are  not  in  love  with  him,  are  you  ? If 
you  be,  [pounds 

Strike  up  the  match ; you  shall  have  three 
Ami  a pair  of  blankets ! Will  you  go  answer 
him? 

Wunmn.  ’Pray  let  him  speak  with  you;  he’ll 
not  away  else. 

Jjtlia.  Well,  let  him  in  then,  if  there  be 
no  remedy: 

I tli auk  God,  I ain  able  to  abuse  him  ; 

Woman. 

I shall  ne’er  come  clear  else  el  him. 

Re-enter  Woman,  with  Father. 

Now,  sir  ; what  is  your  business?  ’Pray  be 
short; 

For  I have  other  matters,  of  more  moment, 
To  cull  me  from  you.  [daughter, 

Father.  If  you  but  look  upon  inc  like  a 
And  keep  that  love  about  yon  that  makes 
good  [ness, 

A father’s  hope,  you’ll  quickly  find  my  bosi- 
And  what  I would  say  to  you,  and,  before 
I ask,  will  be  a giver:  Sav  that  sleep,  [you, 
(I  mean  that  love)  or  be  but  numb’d  within 
The  nature  of  my  want  is  such  a searcher, 
And  of  so  mighty  power,  tlmt,  where  he  finds 
This  dead  forgetfulness,  it  works  so  strongly, 
That  if  the  least  heat  of  a child’s  affection 
Remain  unperisli’d,  like  another  nature, 

It  makes  all  new  again  ! 'Pray  do  not  scorn  me, 
Nor  secin  to  make  yourself  a greater  business 
Than  my  rclieviug. 


Lelia.  If  you  were  not  old, 

I should  laugh  ut  you  ! What  a vengeance 
ails  you, 

To  be  so  childish  to  imagine  me 
A founder  of  old  fellows6?— .Make  Inin  drink, 
wench ; 

And  if  there  be  any  cold  meat  in  the  buttery. 
Give  him  some  broken  bread,  aiid  that,  and 
rid  him.  [pense 

Father.  Is  this  a child’s  love  ? or  a recom- 
Fit  fora  father’s  care  ? Oh,  Lelia, 

Had  l been  thus  iinkmd,lho'i  h;uUt  not  been  ; 
Or,  like  me,  miserable  ! But  ’tis  impossible 
Nature  should  die  so  utterly  within  thee, 

And  lose  her  promises:  Thou  art  one  of 

those 

She  set  her  stamp  more  excellently  on, 

Tlmu  common  ptople,  as  foretelling  thee 
A general  example  of  her  goodness. 

Or,  say  she  could  lie,  yet  Religion 
(For  love  to  parents  is  religious)  [me; 

Would  lead  tliec  right  again : Look  well  upon 
1 am  the  root  that  gave  thee  nourishment, 
And  made  thee  spring  fair;  do  not  let  me  pe- 
Now  I am  old  and  sapless.  [risb, 

Lelia.  As  I live, 

I like  you  far  worse  now  you  grow  thus  holy  ! 
I grant  you  are  uiy  father;  am  I therefore 
Bound  to  consume  myself,  and  be  a beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you?  1 do  not  feel 
Any  such  mad  compassion  yet  within  me. 
Father.  I gave  up  all  my  state,  to  iiiaka 
yours  thus ! 

lf.Hu.  T Wilis  ns  you  ought  to  do;  ami  now 
you  cry  for't. 

As  children  do  for  babies,  back  again. 
Father.  How  wouldst  thou  have  me  live? 
1* Hu  I would  not  liuvc  you ; 

Nor  know  no  reason  fathers  should  desire 
To  live,  and  be  a trouble,  when  their  chil— 
Are  able  to  inherit ; let  them  die ; [dren  7 
Tis  fit,  and  look'd  for,  t liar  they  should  do  so. 
Father.  Js  this  your  comfort? 

Le/ia.  All  that  I feel  vet. 

Father.  1 will  not  curse  thee ! 

Lelia.  If  you  do,  I care  uot. 

Father.  ’Pray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 
Lelia.  Why,  ’pray  take  leave, 

If  it  he  for  your  ease. 

Father.  Thy  mot  her  died 
(Sweet  peace  be  with  her!)  in  a happy  time. 
Lehu.  She  did,  sir,  ns  she  ought  to  do; 
’would  you  [you 

Would  take  the  pains  to  follow  ! What  should 
Or  any  old  man  do,  wearing  away 
in  this  world  with  diseases,  and  desire 
Only  to  live  to  make  their  children  scourre- 
sticks,  [ marble 

And  hoard  up  mill-money  ? Metlmiks,  a 


*A  founder  of  old  fellows  f ] Mr.  Sympson  proposes  rending  fondlcr  for  founder;  but  the 
latter  word  is  certainly  right,  and  very  good  sense,  alluding  to  charitable  foundations,  bee 
note  67  on  Wit  without  Money. 

7 When  children .]  I have  inserted  their  for  the  sake  both  of  the  measure  and  the  sense, 
Sympson. 
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[Act  1.  ScrneS, 


Lies  quieter  upon  an  old  mnnV  head 
Than  a cold  fit  o*  tl»*  palsv. 

Father.  Oh,  good  Gor(!  man, 

To  what  an  impudence,  thou  wretched  wo- 
Ilastthou  begot  thyself  again  ! Weil,  Justice 
Will  punish  disobedience. 

lelia.  You  mistake,  iir;  [work, 

Twill  punish  beggars.  Fy  for  shame!  go 
( )r  serve ; you’re  grave  enough  to  be  a porter 
In  some  good  man  of  worship's  house,  and 
Sententious  answers  to  the  comers-in ; [give 
( A pretty  place  !)or  bcof  some  good  concert, 
You  linu  a pleasant  touch  o’  th*  cittern  once, 
If  idleness  have  not  bereft  you  of  it : 

IV  any  thing  but  old  and  beggarly, 

Two  sins  that  ever  do  out-grow  compassion. 
If  I might  see  vou  offer  at  a course  [profit, 
That  were  a likely  one,  and  shew’d  sonic 
I would  not  stick  for  ten  groats,  or  a noble. 
Father.  Did  I beget  this  woman  ? 

Lelia.  Nay,  I know  not; 

And,  till  1 know,  I will  not  thank  you  for't: 
However,  he  that  got  me  had  the  pleasure, 
And  that,  inethiuks,  is  a reward  sufficient. 
Father.  I am  so  strangely  struckeu  with 
amazement, 

I knqw  not  where  I am,  nor  what  I am. 
If/if.  You’d  best  take  fresh  air  some- 
where else  ; ’twill  bring  you 
Out  of  yopr  trance  the  sooner. 

Father.  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia  ? 

Ijetia.  Yes,  believe  me,  is  it; 

Tor  yet  I cannot  think  you  arc  so  foolish, 

As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
To  be  my  heir,  or  1 so  old  to  make 
A nurse  at  these  years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  sup  up  my  state  in  penny  pots 
Of  malmsey.  When  I’m  excellent  at  caudles, 
And  cullices,  and  have  enough  spare  gold 
To  boil  away,  you  shall  be  welcome  to  me; 
Till  when,  I’d  bnve  you  be  us  merry,  sir. 

As  you  can  make  yourself  with  that  you  have. 
And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  these  relations, 
Of  what  you  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are; 
For  us  I hear  them,  so  I lose  them.  This, 
For  aught  I know  yet,  is  my  resolution 
Father.  Well,  God  be  with  thee  ! for  I 
fear  thy  end 

Will  be  a strange  example.  [Cxif. 

Lelia.  Fare  you  well,  sir ! 

Now  wquld  some  poor  tender-hearted  fool 
have  wept,  [children 

Relented,  and  have  been  undone;  Such 
(I  thank  my  understanding)  I hate  truly  ; 
For,  by  my  troth,  I had  rather  see  their  tears 
Than  feel  their  pities  ! Aly  desires  ami  ends 
Are  all  the  kindred  that  I have,  and  friends. 

Hater  TTomcn. 

Is  he  departed  ? 

Woman.  Yes;  but  here’s  another. 

Lelia.  Not  of  his  tribe,  I hope ; Bring  me 
no  more,  f scest 

I would  wish  you,  such  as  he  is.  Jf  tliou 


They  look  like  men  of  worth,  and  state,  and 
curry 

Ballast  of  both  sides,  like  fall  gentlemen, 
Admit  ’em ; but  no  snakes  to  poison  us 
With  poverty.  Wench,  you  must  learn  a 
wise  rule;  [ing, 

I-ook  not  upon  the  youths  of  men,  and  mak* 
How  they  descend  in  blood,  nor  let  their 
tongues,  [music) 

(Tho*  they  strike  suddenly,  and  sweet  as 
Corrupt  thy  fancy  r See,  and  say  them  fair  too, 
But  ever  keep  thyself  without  their  distance, 
Unless  the  love  thou  swallow’st  be  a pill 
Gilded,  to  hide  the  bitterness  it  brings; 
Then  fail  on  without  fear,  wench;  yet  so 
wisely  fmise 

That  one  encounter  cloy  him  not ; nor  pre* 
llis  love  hath  made  thee  more  his,  than  his 
monies ; [ever 

I^earn  this,  and  thrive  ; then  let  thine  honour 
(For  that's  the  last  rule) 

That  men  may  fairly  see 
Tis  want  of  means,  not 
And  if  you  weep,  'twill  be 
And  draw  on  more  compassion,  which  in- 
cludes 

A greater  tenderness  of  love  and  bounty : 
This  is  enough  at  once  ; digest  it  well. 

Go,  let  him  in,  wench,  if  he  promise  profit. 
Not  else. — Oh,  you  are  welcome,  u»y  fair 
servant ! 

Knter  Julia , 

Upon  my  froth,  I Imvc  been  longing  for  yon. 
Woman.  This,  by  her  rule,  should  be  a li- 
beral man  : 

I see,  the  best  on’s  may  learn  ev’ry  day.  [Exit. 
Is l m.  There's  none  come  with  you  r 
Julia.  No. 

Jjeha  You  do  the  wiser ; [man), 

For  some  that  have  been  here  (I  name  no 
Out  of  their  malice,  more  than  truth,  have 
done  me 

Some  few  ill  offices. 

Julio.  How,  sweet? 

J.c/ui.  Nay,  nothing; 

Only  have  talk'd  a little  wildly  of  me, 

As  their  unruly  youth  directed  ’em;  [wish'd 
Which,  tho'  they  bite  me. not,  I would  hate 
Had  lit  upon  some  oilier  that  deserv’d  ’em. 
Julio.  Tho'  she  deserve  this  of  the  loosest 
tongue, 

(Which  makes  my  sin  the  more)  I must  not 
see  it;  [liiuil 

Such  is  my  misery  [aside].—  I would  I knew 
Lelia.  No,  no;  let  him  go;  [you 

He  is  not  worth  your  anger. — I must  chide 
For  being  such  a stranger  to  your  mistress; 
Why  would  you  be  »o,  servant? 

Julio.  I should  chide, 

If  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you. 
For  being  such  a stranger  to  your  servant; 

1 mean,  to  his  desires : When,  my  dear  uns- 
j Slwdl  I be  made  a happy  man  ? [tre», 

I lxlia.  Fy,  servant! 


be  so  stood  upon, 
[fall; 

virtue,  makes  thee 
a great  deai  better, 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

What  do  you  mean?  Unhand  me;  or,  by 
Hetrn, 

I shall  be  very  angry ! This  is  rudeness. 

Julio.  Twas  hut  a kiss  or  two,  that  thus 
offends  you.  [warrant  for. 

J.eltu.  Twas  more,  I think,  than  you  have 
Julio.  I’m  sorry  I deserv’d  no  u1ore. 

Lelia.  You  may ; [Her, 

But  not  this  rough  way,  servant : We  are  ten- 
And  ought  in  all  to  he  respected  so. 

If  I had  been  your  horse,  or  whore,  you  might 
Back  me  with  this  intemperance ! I thought 
You  had  lov’d  as  worthy  men,  whose  fair  af- 
fections Hence. 

Seek  pleasures  warranted,  not  pull’d  by  vio- 
Do  so  no  more. 

Julio.  I hope  you  are  not  angry  ? [sure, 
Lelia.  I should  be  with  another  man,  I’m 
That  durst  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 
Julio.  I did  not  mean  to  ravish  you. 
lelia.  You  could  not. 

Julio.  You  arc  so  willing? 

Lelia.  How  ! 

Julio.  Mcthinks  this  shadow, 

If  you  had  so  much  shame  as  tits  a woman, 
(At  least,  of  your  way,  mistress)  long  ere  this 
Had  been  laid  off  to  inc  that  understand  you. 
lelia.  That  understand  me  ? Sir,  you  un* 
derstaud, 

Nor  shall,  no  more  of  me  than  Modesty 
Will,  without  fear,  deliver  to  a stranger: 
You  understand  I’m  honest;  else,  I tell  you, 
(1'ho*  you  were  better  far  than  Julio) 

You  and  your  understanding  are  two  fools. 
But,  were  we  saints,  thus  we  are  still  re* 
warded : 

1 see  that  woman  had  a pretty  catch  on’t, 
That  had  made  you  the  master  of  a kindness, 
She  durst  not  answer  openly.  Oh,  me  ! 
llow  easily  we  women  may  be  cozen’d  ! 

I took  this  Julio,  as  I have  a faith, 

(This  young  dissembler,  with  the  sober  vi- 
zard) 

For  the  most  modest-teraper’d  gentleman, 
The  coolest,  quietest,  aud  best  companion, 
For  such  an  one  I could  have  wish’d  a wo- 
man  — [science ; 

Julio.  You’ve  wish’d  me  ill  enough  o’con- 
Make  me  no  worse,  for  shame ! I see,  the 
more 

1 work  by  way  of  service  to  obtain  you, 

You  work  die  more  upon  me.  Tell  me  truly 
(While  I am  able  to  believe  a woman. 

For,  if  you  use  me  thus,  that  faith  will  perish) 
What  is  your  end  ? and  whither  you  will  pull 
me? 

Tell  me  ; but  tell  me  that  I may  not  start  at, 
And  have  a cause  to  curse  you. 

Lelia.  Bless  me,  goodness ! 

To  curse  me,  did  you  say,  sir?  Let  it  be 
For  too  much  loving  you  then  ; such  a curse 
Kill  me  withal,  and  I shall  be  a martyr. 
You’ve  found  a new  w ay  to  reward  my  doting, 


M9 

And,  I Confess,  a fit  one  for  my  folly; 

For  you  yourself,  if  you  have  good  within  you* 
And  dare  be  master  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  heart  hath  held  you  ever.  Oh,  good  Goa, 
That  I had  never  seen  that  false  man’s  eye's. 
That  dares  reward  me  thus  with  fears8  and 
curses ! 

Nor  never  heard  the  sweetness  of  that  tongue, 
That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen 
women ! 

Curse  me,  good  Julio,  curee  me  bitterly; 

(I  do  deserve  it  for  my  confidence) 

And  I beseech  thee,  if  thou  hast  a goodness 
Of  power  yet  in  thee  to  confirm  thy  wishes. 
Curse  me  toearth ! for  what  should  f do  here, 
Like  a decaying  flower,  still  withering 
Under  his  bitter  words,  whose  kindly  heat 
Should  give  my  poor  heart  life  ? No,  curst 
me,  Julio! 

Thou  canst  not  do  me  such  a benefit 
As  that,  and  well  done,  that  the  Hcav’nsmay 
hear  it. 

Julio.  Oh,  fair  tears!  were  you  but  as 
chaste  as  subtle,  [clcs. 

Like  bones  of  saints,  you  would  work  niira* 
What  w ere  these  women  to  a man  that  kne\t 
not  [ceiving  ? 

The  thousand,  thousand  ways  of  their  dc- 
What  riches  had  be  found  ? Oh,  he  would 
think 

Himself  still  dreaming  of  a blessedness. 
That,  like  continual  spring,  should  flourish 
ever : 

For  if  she  were  as  good  as  she  is  seeming, 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  could  renew  her  virtues. 
Nature  had  made  another  world  of  sweet* 

ness. — [said, 

Be  not  so  griev'd,  sweet  mistress;  what  1 
You  do,  or  should  know,  was  but  passion  : 
'Pray  wipe  your  eyes,  and  kiss  me.  Take 
these  trifles. 

And  wear  them  for  me,  which  are  only  rich 
When  you  will  put  them  on.  Indeed,  I love 

you : [you  ! 

Beshrew  mv  sick  heart,  if  I grieve  not  for 
Lelia.  Will  you  dissemble  still  ? I am  a fool, 
And  you  may  easily  rule  me.  If  you  flatter, 
The  sin  will  be  your  own. 

Julio.  You  know  I do  not. 

Lelia.  And  shall  I be  so  childish  once  again, 
After  m y late  experience  of  your  spite. 

To  credit  you*  You  do  not  know  how  deep 
(Or,  if  you  did,  you  would  be  kinder  to  iuc) 
This  bitterness  of  yours  has  struck  my  heart. 
Julio.  I pray,  no  more. 

Lelia.  Thus  you  would  do,  I warrant, 

If  I were  married  to  you. 

Julio.  Married  to  me? 

Is  that  your  end  ? 

lelia.  Yes;  it  not  that  the  best  end, 

And,  as  all  hold,  the  noblest  way  of  love? 
Why  do  you  look  so  strange,  sir?  Do  not  you 
Desire  it  should  be  so  ? 


• Fears.]  b c.  actions  that  shock  or  terrify  me/ 
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[Act  S.  Scene  M 


Julie . Stay! 

Ixiia.  Answer  me. 

Julio.  Farewell!  [Exit. 

IjcUu.  Ay ! arcy<Hi  there  ? are  ail  tiiesc  tears 
Ain  1 so  overtaken  by  a fool,  [lost  then? 
In  my  best  days  and  tricks?  My  wise  fellow, 
I'll  muke  yon  smart  for’t,  ns  I am  a woman  ! 
And,  if  thou  best  not  timber,  yet  I’ll  warm 
And  is  lie  gone?  [thee. 


Enter  Woman. 

Woman.  Yes. 

ljclia.  He’s  not  so  lightly  struck, 

To  lx*  recover’d  with  a base  repentance; 

I should  be  sorry  then.  Fortune,  I prithee 
Give  me  this  man  but  once  more  in  my  arms, 
And,  if  I lose  him,  women  have  no  charm*  ! 

[Exrun/. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Jacomo  and  Fabritio. 

Jac.  OIGNIOR,  what  think  you  of  this 
^ sound  of  wars? 

Fab.  As  only  of  a sound : They  that  intend 
To  do  are  like  deep  waters,  that  run  quietly, 
Leaving  no  trace®  of  what  they  were  behind 
’em. 

This  rumour  is  too  common,  and  too  loud, 
To  carry  truth. 

Jar.  Shall  wc  ne’er  live  to  sec 
Wen  look  like  men  again,  upon  a march  ? 
This  cold  dull  rusty  peace  makes  us  appear 
Like  empty  pictures,  only  the  faint  shadows 
Of  what  we  should  he.  ’Would  to  God  my 
mother 

Had  given  hut  half  her  will  to  my  begetting, 
And  made  me  woman,  to  sit  still  and  sing. 
Or  be  sick  when  I list,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  for  a man  to  think  of! 
Would  I had  been  a whore!  ’thad  heenacourse 
Certain,  and  (of  my  conscience)  of  more  gain 
Than  two  commands,  as  I would  handle  it. 
’Faith,  I could  wish  1 had  hern  any  thing, 
(Rather  than  what  l'am.  a soldier) 

A carrier,  ora  cobier,  when  I knew  [trades 
What  ’twas  to  wear  a sword  first!  for  their 
Arc,  and  shall  he,  a constant  way  of  life. 
While  men  send  cheeses  up,  or  near  out  bus- 
Fub.  Thou  art  a little  too  impatient, [kins. 
Andmak’st  tliv  anger  a far  more  vexation 
Than  the  not  having  wars.  I am  a soldier, 
Which  is  my  whole  inheritance;  yet  I, 

Tho*  I could  wish  a breach  with  nil  the  world, 
If  not  dishonourable,  l am  not  so  malicious 
Tocurse  the  fairpcaceof  my  mother-country. 


But  thou  want’st  money,  and  the  first  supply 
Will  bury  these  thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac.  ’Pox  o’  pence  ! 

It  fills  the  kingdom  full  of  holidays,  [pers, 
And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  whores  and  pi- 
And  makes  the  idledrunken  rogues  get  spin- 
sters. 

Tis  true,  I may  want  money,  and  no  little, 
And  almost  clonths  too;  of  which  if  I'd  both 
In  full  abundance,  yet  against  all  peace 
(That  brings  up  mischiefs  thicker  than  a 
shower) 

I would  speak  louder  than  a lawyer. 

By  Henv’n,  it  is  the  surfeit  of  all  youth. 
Hint  makes  the  toughness  and  the  strength 
of  nations 

Melt  into  women ; it  is  an  case  that 
Broods  thieves  and  bastards  only. 

Fab.  This  is  more 

(Tlio*  it  be  true)  than  we  ought  to  lay  open, 
And  seasons  only  of  an  indiscretion.  [rits, 
Believe  me,  Captain,  such  distemper’d  spi- 
Once  out  of  motion,  iho’  they  he  proof-vali- 
If  they  npprnr  thus  violent  and  fiery,  [ant. 
Breed  but  t heir  own  disgraces,  and  are  nearer 
Doubt  and  suspect  in  princes,  than  rewards. 

Jac.  ’ l’is  well  they  cun  he  near  ’em  any  way. 
But  call  you  those  true  spirits  ill-affected, 
That,  whilst  the  wars  were,  serv’d  like  wall* 
and  ribs 

To  girdle  in  the  kingdom,  and  now  fail’n 
Thro*  a faint  peace  into  affliction,  [britio, 
Speak  but  their  miseries?  Come,  come,  la- 
You  may  pretend  what  patience  von  please. 
And  seem  to  yoke  your  wants  like  passions  *•; 
But,  while  i know  thou  art  n soldier. 

And  a deserver,  and  no  other  harvest 


® Lear  in g no  face.]  Mr.  Seward  substitutes  noise  for  face;  ns  the  latter  word  docs  not 
‘agree,’  says  he,  ‘with  the  former  or  subsequent  metaphors.’  Mr.  Sympson  thinks,  * that 
• neither  face  nor  noise  is  nt  nil  proper  in  this  pluce.’  We  think  trace  a much  better  word 
than  either  of  the  others,  if  not  the  original. 

10  To  yoke  your  wants  like  passions.  1 Mr.  Seward,  considering  want  as  ‘one  of  our  pas- 
sions,’ objects  to  this  reading,  and  proposes  to  substitute  ‘wants  and  passions.’  Air. 
Sympson  would  read, 

‘ to  cloak  your  wants  like  passions.’ 

‘To  yoke  your  wants  like  passions’ may,  for  aught  we  see,  be  the  right  reading;  and  the  whole 
passage  signifies,  that  ‘Fabritio  might  indeed  pretend  to  patience,  and  endeavour  to  curb 
' his  necessities  and  his  appetites,  yfet  he  was  in  reality  an  enemy  to  peace.’ 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

hat  what  ihy  svrord  reAps  for  thee  to  come  in, 
You  shall  be  pleas’d  to  give  ine  leave  to  tell 
You  wish  a devil  of  this  musty  peace : [you. 
To  which  prayer,  as  one  that's  bound  in  con- 
science, 

And  all  " that  love  our  trade,  I erv,  Amen  ! 
Fub.  ’Prithee  no  more;  we  shall  live  well 
enough  : 

There’s  ways  enough  besides  the  wars,  to  men 
That  arc  not  logs,  ami  lie  still  for  the  bands 
Of  others  to  remove  ’em. 

Jar.  You  may  thrive,  sir  ; 

Thou’rt  young  and  handsome  yet,  aud  well 
enough 

To  please  a widow  ; thou  canst  sing,  and  tel! 
These  foolish  love-tales,  and  indite  a little, 
And,  if  need  be,  coni  pile  a pretty  matter, 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  Honourable  ; 

Which  mny  awaken  his  compassion. 

To  nuke  you  clerk  o’  tli’  kitchen,  and  at  length 
Coiuc  to  be  married  to  my  lady's  woman. 
After  she’s  crack’d  i’  th*  riug 
Fub.  ' I’is  very  well,  sir. 

Juc.  But  what  dost  tiiou  think  shall  be- 
come of  me, 

With  ail  my  imperfections  ? Let  me  die, 

It'  I think  I shall  ever  reach  above 
A forlorn  tapster,  or  some  frothy  fellow, 
That  stinks  of  stale  lieer! 

Fab.  Captain  Jacoino,  flues? 

Why  should  you  think  so  hardly  of  your  vir- 
Juc.  What  virtues?  By  this  light,  I luive 
no  virtue 

But  down-right  buffeting ! What  can  my  face, 
[That  is  no  better  than  a ragged  map  now, 

Of  where  I’ve  march’d  and  truvell’d)  profit 
Unless  it  he  for  ladies  to  abuse,  [me? 

And  say  ’twas  spoil’d  for  want  ‘*f  a boat: race 
When  1 wus  young,  am!  now  ’twill  make  a 
true 

Pit  >gnostication  of  what  man  mud  he? 

Tell  me  of  a fellow  tliatcuu  mend  nones?  and 
complain,  fumed? 

So  tall  a soldier  should  want  teeth  to  hissio- 
Aud  how  it  w as  great  pity,  that  it  wns, 

1 nut  he  tiiut  made  my  body  was  so  bu»ie«i 
lie  could  not  stay  to  make  my  legs  Lo<»,  but 
was  driv’n 

To  clap  a pair  of  cnt-sticks  to  toy  knees. 

Lor  which  I am  indebted  to  two  school-boys  ? 
This  must  follow  necessary. 

Fab.  There’s  no  Such  matter.  [pieces 
Juc.  Hicn  for  my  morals,  and  those  hidden 
That  art  bestows  upon  me,  they  are  such, 

Xhat  when  ti»ey  coiue  to  iight,  1 in  sure  will 
shame  me ; 


For  I enn  neither  #rite,  nor  rend,  nor  speak, 
That  any  man  shall  hope  to  profit  by  me; 
And  for  my  language®,  they  arc  so  many. 
That,  put  them  ail  together,  they  will  scarce 
Serve  to  beg  single  beer  in.  The  plain  truth  ii; 
I love  a soldier,  and  can  lead  him  on. 

And  if  he  tight  well,  1 dare  make  Into  drunk  : 
This  is  my  virtue,  and  if  this  will  do, 

I’1J  scramble  yet  amongst  ’em. 

Fab.  Tis  your  way 

To  be  thus  pleasant  still;  bwt  fear  not,  mart, 
For  tho*  tlie  wars  fail,  we  shall  screw  mir- 
Into  some  course  of  life  yeL  [selves 

Juc.  Good  Fabritio, 

Have  a quick  eye  upon  me,  for  I fear 
This  pence  will  tnoke  me  something  that  f 
love  not}  fgeort. 

For,  by  my  troth,  tlio*  I am  plain  amt  dud- 
I would  not  be  an  ass  ; and  to  si'll  parcels, 

I can  ns  soon  be  hang’d.  ’Prithee  bestow  me, 
And  speak  some  httle  good,  tho’  I deserve 
not. 

Fntcr  Father. 

Fab.  Come,  we’ll  consider  more.  Stay  ! 
this 

Should  lie  another  windfall  of  the  wars. 

Jac.  He  looks  indeed  like  an  old  tatter’d 

colours, 

That  every  wind  would  borrow  from  the  staff  : 
These  are  the  hopes  we  have  for  all  our  hurts. 
They  have  ndt  cast  his  tongue  too  ? 

hut  her.  They  that  say  [her; 

Hope  never  leaves  a wretched  man  that  seeks 
I think  arc  cither  patient  fools,  or  liars; 

I’m  sure  I find  it  so!  fori  am  master’d 
With  such  a misery  aud  grief  together. 

That  that  stay’d  anchor  men  lay  liold  upon 
In  all  their  needs,  is  to  me  lead  that  bows. 

Or  breaks,  with  every  strong  sea  of  my  sor- 
rows. 

1 could  now  question  Heaven  (were  it  well 
To  look  into  their  justice)  why  those  faults. 
Those  heavy  sins  others  provoke  ’em  with. 
Should  be  rewarded  on  the  iieads  of  us 
That  hold  the  least  alliance  to  their  vicesc 
But  tins  would  be  too  cunou0  ; for  L see 
Our  suffering,  not  disputing,  is  the  end 
Reveal'd  to  us  of  all  these  miseries. 

Jac.  Twenty  such  holy  hermits  in  a camp 
Would  make  ’em  ait  Carthusians:  I’ll  be 
Imag'd 

If  In?  know  what  a whore  is,  or  a health, 

Or  have  a nature  liable  to  learn. 

Or  so  much  lumest  nurture  to  be  drunk. 

1 do  not  think  lie  has  die  spleen  to  swear 


11  And  all  that  lctvty  &c.]  Seward  reads, 4 With  all.’  &c.  aud  says, 4 the  old  text  is  scarcely 
grammar.'  The  grammar  is  not  more  licentious  th:m  that  of  many  other  passages,  aud  the. 
weaning  is  obvious. 

11  After  she’s  crack’d  i’  th’  ring  ] Tins  phrase  occurs  in  Hamlet,  act  ii.  scene  2.  4 ’Pray 
‘God  your  voice,  like  n piece  of  uucurrent  gold,  be  not  clock'd  icitbiu  the  ring.'  Ami  again, 

Mr.  Stceveos observes,  in  Ben  Joo&uu’v  Yiagnetic  Lady;  'Light gold,  and  crack'd  »Uh- 
‘ d*  the  ring.'  R. 
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THE  CAPTAIN.  [ Act  i.  Seer*  1. 


A greater  oath  than  sempsters  utter  socks 
with 

Spur  him  a question. 

Father.  They  arc  strangers  both  [hare 
To  me,  as  I to  them,  I hope.  I would  not 
Me  and  my  shame  together  known  by  any: 
1*11  rather  lie  myself  unto  another. 

Fab.  I need  not  ask  you,  sir,  your  country  ; 
I hear  you  speak  this  tongue:  'Pray  what  more 
are  you  ? 

Or  have  you  been?  if  it  be  not  offensive 
To  urge  you  so  far.  Misery  in  your  years 
Gives  every  thing  a tongue  to  question  it. 
Father.  Sir,  tho’  I could  be  pleas’d  to  make 
my  ills 

Only  miuc  own,  for  grieving  other  men. 

Yet,  to  so  fair  and  courteous  a demander, 
That  promises  compassion,  at  worst  pity 
I will  relate  a little  of  my  story. 

I ain  a gentleman,  however  thus 
Poor  and  unhappy ; which,  believe  roe,  sir, 
Was  not  born  with  me  ; for  I well  have  tried 
Both  the  extremes  of  fortune,  and  have  found 
Both  dangerous.  My  younger  years  provok’d 
tue 

(Feeling  in  what  an  en«e  I slept  at  home, 
Which  to  all  stirring  spirits  is  a sickness) 

To  see  far  countries,  and  observe  their  cus- 
toms : 

I did  so,  and  1 travcll'd  till  that  course 
Stor’d  ine  with  language,  and  some  few  slight 
manners, 

Scarce  worth  my  money ; when  an  itch  pos- 
sess’d me 

Of  making  arms  my  active  end  of  travel. 
Fab.  But  did  you  so  ? 

Father.  I did;  and  twenty  winters 
I wore  the  Christian  cause  upon  my  sword, 
Against  his  enemies'*.  At  Buda  siege,  four, 
Full  many  a cold  night  have  I lodg'd  in  arm- 
When  all  was  frozen  ill  me  but  miuc  honour ; 
And  many  a day,  when  both  the  sun  and  can- 
non [stood 

Strove  who  should  most  destroy  us,  have  1 


Mail’d  up  in  steel,  when  my  tough  sinews 
shrunk, 

And  this  parch’d  body  ready  to  consume 
As  soon  to  ashes,  as  the  pike  I bore. 

Want  has  been  lo  me  as  another  nature  ; 
Which  makes  me  with  this  patience  still  pro- 
fess it. 

And  if  a soldier  may,  w ithout  vainglory, 

Tell  w hat  h’hasdone,  believe  me,  gentlemen, 
I could  turn  over  annals  of  my  dangers ! 
With  this  poor  weakness  have  i mann'd  a 
breach,  full 

And  made  it  firm  with  so  much  blood,  that 
f had  to  bring  me  off  alive  was  anger. 

Thrice  was  I made  a slave,  and  thrice  re* 
deem’d 

At  price  of  all  I had ; the  miseries 
Of  which  times,  if  I had  a heart  to  tell, 
Would  make  ye  weep  like  children;  but  I’ll 
spare  yc. 

Jac.  Fabritio,  we  two  have  been  soldiers 
Above  those  fourteen  years,  yet,  o’  my  cuo- 
science. 

All  we  have  seen,  compar’d  to  his  experience. 
Has  been  but  cudgel-play, or  cock-fighting '» ! 
Bv  all  the  faith  I have  in  amis,  I revereuce 
The  very  poverty  of  this  brave  fellow  ; 
Which  wore  enough  itself,  and  his,  *•  to 
strengthen 

The  weakest  town  against  half  Christendom, 
I was  never  so  asham’d  of  service 
In  all  my  life  before,  now  I consider 
What  1 have  done ; and  yet  the  rogues  would 
swear 

I was  a valiant  fellow:  I do  find  [thro’, 
The  greatest  danger  I have  brought  ray  life 
Now  1 have  heard  this  worthy,  was  no  more 
Than  stealing  of  a May-pole,  or,  at  worst, 
Fighting  at  single  billet  with  a bargeman. 
Fab.  I do  believe  him,  Jacorao. 

Jac.  Believe  him  ? 

I have  no  faith  within  me,  if  I do  not. 

Father.  I see  they  are  soldiers, 

And,  if  we  may  judge  by  utfccttotis, 


**  UTTER  j&rkf.J  i.  e.  sell  them.  So  in  Shakespeare’s  Romeo* 

1 Such  mortal  drugs  I have,  but  Mantua’s  law 
* Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them.* 

Every  sale , which  tends  to  rentier  things  common,  is  metaphorically  considered  as  a kind 
of  publication. 

13  That  promises  compassion,  at  worst  pity.]  The  Poets  seem  to  use  compassion  in  tli« 
sense  of  relief  added  to  pity;  pity  as  simple  commiseration. 

m Against  his  enemies. J Mr,  Seward  would  have  us  read  its  for  his,  as  necessary  to  the 
grammar  of  the  pnssace:  I see  no  reason  for  this,  because  it  is  usual  in  the  Saxon  writers, 
and  those  who  succeeded  them;  Spenser  particularly  abounds  in  it;  our  Authors  too,  as  the 
learned  reader  will  observe,  have  it  more  than  once  in  their  plays,  and  even  Milton  hiuisell 
has  approved  the  practice.  Sympsvn. 

'*  OrVock-figbtuig.]  What  cockfighting  1ms  to  do  with  gentlemen  of  the  sword,  would 
perhaps  puzzle  a grand  council  of  war  to  explain.  But  mock  fighting,  as  1 read,  carries  on 
the  sense  of  the  authors,  and  makes  it  con*istent;  cudgels  being  properly  to  be  looked  upou 
as  no  more  than  the  tela  lusoriu  of  the  ancients.  Sympson. 

Cock-fighting  is  much  the  best  reading,  and  quite  in  Jacomo’s  character. 

,a  And  A«.]  The  Editors  of  1750  object  to  this  reading,  conjecture  various  others,  and  at 
last  exhibit  * at  his.’  The  line  is,  to  be  sure,  rather  hard;  but,  as  it  may  be  understood? 
cannot  wurrautably  be  altered. 
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Act  2.  Scene  2 ] 

Brave  and  deserving  men.  How  they  are 
stirr’d 

But  with  a mere  relation  of  what  may  be! 
Since  1 have  won  belief,  and  am  not  known, 
1'orgive  me,  Honour!  I’ll  make  use  of  thee. 
Fab.  Sir,  'would  I were  a man  or  great 
or  able, 

T<»  look  with  liberal  eyes  upon  your  virtue! 
Jac.  Let’s  give  huu  all  we  have,  and  leave 
off  prating. 

Here,  soldier;  there’s  even  live  months*  pay; 
be  merry. 

And  get  thee  handsome  cloaths. 

Fab.  What  mean  you,  Jacomo? 

Joe.  You  are  a tool ! 

The  very  story's  worth  a hundred  pounds. 
Uive  him  more  money. 

Father,  Oontlemen,  I know  not 
How  l am  able  to  deserve  this  blessing; 

But  if  I live  to  see  fair  days  again, 

Something  I’ll  do  in  honour  of  your  goodness, 
That  shall  shew  thankfulness,  if  not  desert. 
Fab.  I f you  please,  sir,  till  we  procure  you 
place. 

To  eat  with  us,  or  wear  such  honest  garments 
As  our  poor  means  can  reach  to,  you  shall  he 
A welcome  man : To  say  more,  were  to  feed 
you  [been, 

Only  with  words.  We  honour  what  you've 
For  wc  are  soldiers,  tho*  not  near  the  worth* 
You  spake  of  lately. 

Futher.  I do  guess  ye  so; 

And  knew,  unless  ye  were  a soldier. 

Ye  could  not  find  thewuy  to  know  my  wants. 
Jac.  But  methinks  all  this  while  you  are 
too  temperate: 

Do  you  not  tell  men  sometimes  of  their  dull- 
ness, [need? 

When  you  are  grip’d,  as  now  you  are,  with 
1 do ; and  let  them  know  those  silks  they 
wenr,  [cat 

The  war  weaves  for  ’em  ; and  the  bread  they 

We  sow,  and  reap  again,  to  feed  their  hunger. 
] tell  them  boldly,  they  are  masters  of 
Nothing  but  what  we  light  lor;  their  fair 
women  [Imres, 

Lie  playing  in  their  arms,  whilst  we,  like 

Defend  their  pleusurt  s.  1 am  angry  ton, 
And  often  rail  at  these  forgetful  great  men 
That  sutfer  us  to  sue,  for  what  we  ougl*t 
To  have  flung  on  us,  ere  wc  ask. 

Father . 1 have 

Too  often  told  my  griefs  that  way,  when  all 
I reap'd  was  rudeness  of  behaviour  j 
In  their  opinions,  men  of  war  that  thrive, 
Must  thank  'em  when  they  rail,  and  wait  to 
live. 

Fab.  Come,  sir ; I see  your  wants  need 
more  relieving,  [us. 

Than  looking  what  they  arc  : ’Pray  go  with 
Futher.  I thank  you,  gentlcineu ! Since 
you  are  pleas'd 


To  do  a benefit,  I dare  not  cross  It  *. 

And  what  my  service  or  endeavours  may 
Stand  you  in  stead,  you  shall  command,  not 
Jac.  So  you  shall  iis.  [prav, 

111  to  the  taylor’s  with  you  bodily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frederick , Lodovico , and  Piso. 

Iaxi.  Well,  if  this  be  true,  l*li  believe  a 
woman 

When  I have  nothing  else  to  do.  [truth 
P'uo.  Tit  certain,  if  there  be  a way  of 
In  blushes,  smiles,  and  commendations ; 

For,  by  this  light,  I’ve  heard  her  praise  yon 
fellow 

In  such  a pitch,  as  if  sh*  had  studied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  all  men  into  him: 

And  I imagine  these  are  seldom  us’d 
Without  their  special  ends,  and  by  a maid 
Of  her  desires  and  vouth. 

Fred.  It  may  be  so. 

She’s  free,  as  yon,  or  I am,  and  may  have, 

By  that  prerogative,  a liberal  choice 
In  the  bestowing  of  her  love. 
laid.  Bestowing? 

If  it  be  so,  she  has  bestow'd  herself  [him  ? 
Upon  u trim  youth ! Piso,  what  do  you  call 
Piso.  Why,  captain  Jacomo. 

Lod.  Oh,  captain  Jack-boy  ! 

That  is  the  gentleman. 

Fred.  I think  he  he 
A gentleman  at  worst. 

Lax!  So  think  I too} 

’Would  he  would  mend,  sir  ! 

Fred.  And  a tall  one  too.  [think 

Lod.  Yes,  of  his  teeth ; for  of  my  faith  i 
They're  sharper  than  his  sword,  and  dare  do 
If  the  he.uft'e  meet  him  fairly  [more, 

Fred.  Very  well!  [to  do 

Piso.  Now  do  I wonder  what  she  means 
When  she  has  married  him. 

JjujI.  Why,  well  enough ; [woman 

Trail  his  pike  under  liuu,  and  be  a gcnUe- 
(>f  the  brave  Captain’s  company. 

Fred.  Do  you  hear  me  ? 

This  woman  is  my  sister,  gentlemen. 

Lod.  I’m  glad  site's  none  uf  mine.  But, 
Frederick, 

Thou  art  not  such  a fool  sure  to  be  angry. 
Unless  it  he  with  her:  We  are  thy  friends, 
Fred.  1 think  ye  are.  [man. 

Lnd.  Yes,  ’faith  ! and  tio  but  tell  thee 
How  she  will  utterly  o’erthrow  her  credit, 

If  she  continue  gmcing  of  this  pot-gun. 

Piso.  I think  she  was  bewitch'd,  or  mad, 
or  b.'ind ; [else 

She  would  ne'er  have  taken  such  a scare-*,  row 
Into  protection,  O'my  life,  lie  looks 
Of  a more  rusty,  swarth  complexion 
Than  an  old  arming  doublet ! 

Lod.  I would  send 


n If  tbe  beuffe  meet  kirn  fairly.]  First  folio.  The  two  following  editions  say,  buff. 
Seward,  beef. 
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His  face  to  th’  cutlers  tlien,  and  have  it 
sanguin'd;  [nose 

Twill  look  a great  deal  sweeter.  Then  his 
I would  have  shorter ; and  my  reason  is, 

II jt»  face  will  be  ill-mounted  else. 

Piso.  For  his  body, 

I will  not  be  my  own  judge,  lest  T secra 
A railer ; but  let  others  look  upon‘t, 

And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thing 
Thnn  a trunk-cellar,  to  send  winct  down  in, 
Or  a long  wnlking  bottle,  I’ll  be  bang’d  for’t. 
His  hide  (for  sure  he  is  a benst)  is  ranker 
Than  the  Muscov y-lcather,aod  grain’d  like  it; 
And,  by  all  likelihoods,  he  was  begotten 
Between  a stubborn  pair  of  winter  boots ; 

Ilis  body  goes  with  straps,  he  is  so  churlish. 
LuJ.  lie’*  poor  and  beggarly,  besides  all 
this. 

And  of  a nature  far  unenpable 
Of  any  benefit  j for  his  manners  cannot 
Shew  him  away  to  thank  n man  that  does  one, 
lie’s  so  uncivil.  You  may  do  u part 
Worthy  a brotlier,  to  persuade  your  sister 
From  her  undoing : It  she  prove  so  foolish 
To  marry  this  cast  captain,  look  to  find  her, 
Within  a month,  where  you,  or  anv  good  man, 
Would  blush  to  know  her;  selling  cheese 
and  prunes 

And  retail’d  bottle-ale.  I grieve  to  think, 
Because  I lov’d  her,  what  a march  thi*  Cup- 
Will  set  her  into.  [tain 

Fred.  You  arc  both,  believe  me,  fing  j 
Two  arrant  knaves;  and,  were  it  not  for  tuk- 
So  just  on  execution  from  his  hands 
You  have  belied  thus,  1 would  swaddle  ye’®, 
Hill  I could  draw  off  both  your  skins  like  I 
scabbards.  [to  me 

That  man  that  you  have  wrong’d  thus,  tho* 
He  be  a stranger,  yet  I know  so  worthy, 
lloswvcr  low  in  fortune,  thuthis  worst  parts, 
The  very  wearing  of  his  cloalhs,  would  make 
Two  better  gentlemen  than  you  dare  be; 

For  there  i«  virtue  in  his  outward  things. 

Lad.  Belike  you  love  him  then  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  marry  do  I. 

Xod.  And  will  be  angry  for  him  ? 

Fred.  If  you  talk, 

Or  pull  your  face  into  a stitch  again’0, 

As  I love  truth,  I shall  he  very  angry  ! 

Do  not  I know  thee  ( tho’  thou  hast  souic  land, 
To  set  thee  out  thus  among  gentlemen) 

To  be  a prating  and  vain-gloriout  uss  ? 

I do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  l speuk  truth. 


[Act  2.  Scene  1 

Do  not  I know  th'  hast  been  a cudgel’d 
coward,  [rer  ? 

That  has  no  cure  for  shame  but  cloth  of  sil- 
And  think’st  the  wearing  of  o gaudy  suit 
Hides  all  disgraces?  [me, 

Lod.  I understand  you  not ; you  hurt  not 
Your  anger  flies  so  wide. 

Piso.  Signior  Frederick, 
j Yon  much  mistake  this  gentleman. 

Fred.  No,  sir. 

Piso.  Jf  you  would  please  to  be  less  angry, 

I’d  tell  you  how 

Fted.  You  had  better  study,  sir, 

How  to  excuse  yourself,  if  you  be  able; 

Or  I shall  tell  you  once  again 

P'uo.  Not  me,  sir  ; 

For,  1 protest,  what  1 have  snid  wns  only 
To  make  vou  understand  your  sister’s  danger. 
Lod.  lie  might,  if  it  pleas’d  him,  conceive 
it  so.  [and  hear 

Fred.  I might,  if  it  pleas’d  me,  stand  still 
My  sister  made  » May-game,  might  1 not? 
And  give  allowance  to  your  liberal  jests 
Upon  his  person,  whose  least  aug^r  would 
Consume  a legion  of  such  wrrt  tched  people, 
That  have  no  more  to  justify  their  actions 
Bui  their  tongues’  ends;  that  dare  lie  every 
way, 

As  a mill  grinds?  From  this  hour.  I renounce 
All  part  of  fellowship  that  may  hereafter 
Make  me  take  knowledge  o(  you,  but  for 
knaves;  [coxcombs. 

And  take  heed,  as  yo  love  whole  skim,  and 
How,  and  to  whom,  yc  prate  thus.  For  this 
time, 

I care  not  if  I spare  ye  : Do  not  shake; 

I will  not  beat  ye,  tho’  ye  do  deserve  it 
Richly. 

Lod.  This  is  a strange  course,  Frederick 
But  sure  you  do  not,  or  you  would  not,  know 
Beat  us  ? 1 ’ [us. 

Piso.  Tis  somewhat  low,  sir,  to  a gentle* 
man. 

Fred.  I’ll  speak  but  few  words,  but  I’ll 
make  ’em  truths:  [muting, 

Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  mui- 
Or  looking  big  ; and  yet,  before  you  go, 

I will  have  this  confess’d,  and  seriously, 
That  you  two  are  two  rascals. 

Jjud.  How  ! 

Fred.  Two  rascals. 

Come,  speak  it  from  your  hearts;  or  by  this 
ii6ht, 


*®  Prunes .]  See  note  66  on  The  Mad  Lover. 

Swaddle  ye. J He  means  Uat  SoHudibrat,  b.  i.  c.  i.  23,  24. 

‘ Groat  on  the  bench,  great  in  the  saddle, 

1 That  could  as  well  bind  o’er  ns  snaddle.*  Syrapson. 

*•  A stitch  upuin.]  It  is  plain  by  stitch  here  we  must  understand  smile ; but  how  it  is  to  b« 
made  out,  perhaps,  may  not  be  so  easy  to  every  capacity  : I have  not  altered  the  text,  tliougk 
I suspect  it  is  corrupted,  and  as  such  propose  a conjecture  which  may  stand  or  fall  accord* 
ing  to  its  worth : 

* Or  draw  your  face  into  a smirk  again.’ 

Smirk  comes  from  tfie  A.  S.  Smerciaut  subriderc , arridere , to  smile.  Sympson. 

Stitch  alludes  to  the  face  being,  in  laughter,  contracted,  or  in  a manner  convulsed. 
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A at  3.  Scene  3.] 

My  sword  shall  fly  among  ye ! Answer  me, 
Ami  to  the  point,  directly. 

Pisa.  You  shall  have  [grown 

Your  will  tor  this  time,  since  we  see  you’re 
So  tar  uuteiuperate : Let  it  be  so,  sir, 

In  vour  opinion. 

Fred.  Do  not  mince  tlic  matter,  [v»ck, 
But  speak  the  words  plain.  And  you,  Lodo- 
That  stand  so  tally 11  on  your  reputation, 

You  shall  be  he  shall  speak  it. 

Lad.  This  is  pretty  ! 

Fred.  Let  mo  uot  stay  upon't ! 

Lod.  Well,  we  are  rascals; 

Y es,  Piso,  we  are  rascals. 

Fred.  Get  ye  gone  now  ! 

[Exeunt  Ij)d.  and  Piso. 
Not  a word  more ! you’re  rascals  ! 

Enter  Fubritio  and  Jacomo. 

Fab.  That  should  he  Frederick. 

Juc.  ’Tis  he.  ’ Frederick ! 

Fred,  Who’s  that? 

Jac.  A friend,  sih 

Fred.  It  is  so,  by  th*  voice.  . 

I Ve  sought  you,  gentlemen ; nod,  since  I’ve 
found  you 

So  near  our  house.  I’ll  force  yc  stay  a while: 
I pray  let  it  be  so. 

: Fab.  It  is  too  late;  [sister. 

Well  come  and  dine  tomorrow  with  your 
And  do  our  services. 

Jac.  Who  were  those  with  you  ? 

Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  hence. 

Fred.  Two  idle  fellows,  [you. 

That  you  shall  beat  hereafter;  and  I’ll  tell 
Some  fitter  time,  a cause  sutheient  for  it. 

Fab.  But,  Frederick,  tell  uie  truly ; do  you 
She  can  affect  my  friend?  [think 

Fred.  No  certaioer  *a 
Than  when  I speak  of  him,  or  any  other, 
She  entertains  it  with  as  much  desire 
As  others  do  their  recieations.  [means: 

Fab.  Let  not  him  have  this  light  by  any 
lie  will  hut  think  he's  mock'd,  mid  so  grow 
angry, 

Ev’n  to  a quarrel,  lie’s  so  much  distrustful 
Of  all  that  take  occasion  to  commend  him, 
Women  especially  ; for  which  he  shuns 
All  conversation  with  ’em,  and  believes 
He  can  be  hut  a mirth  to  all  their  sex.— 
Whence  is  this  musick? 

Fred.  From  my  sister’s  chamber.  [tive. 
Fab.  The  touch  is  excellt  ut;  let's  be  atteu- 
Jac.  Hark  ! are  the  waits  abroad? 

Fab.  Be  softer,  ’prithee; 

Tis  private  timsick. 


Jac.  What  a din  it  makes ! 

I’d  rather  hear  a Jew’s  trump  than  tliese  lutes; 
They  cry  like  school-bovs. 

Fib.  ’Prithee,  J acorn o ! [whether. 

Jac.  Well,  I will  hear,  or  sleep,  I cure  not 

Enter , at  the  window,  Frank  and  Clara. 

THE  SONG. 

1.  Tell  me,  dearest,  wlmt  is  love? 

2.  'Tis  a lightning  from  above; 

Tis  an  arrow,  *tis  a lire, 

'Lis  a hoy  tiiey  call  Desire. 

Both.  'lisa  grave, 

Gapes  to  have 

Those  poor  fools  dial  long  to  prove, 
t.  Tell  me  more,  are  women  true? 

2.  Yes,  some  arc,  and  some  as  you. 

Some  are  willing,  some  are  strange. 
Since  you  men  first  taught  to  ch^uge. 
Bulb.  And  till  troth 

lie  in  both, 

All  shall  love,  to  love  anew. 

1.  Tell  me  more  yet,  can  they  grieve? 

2.  Yes,  and  sicken  sore,  but  live: 

And  be  wise,  and  delay, 

When  you  men  are  as  \yise  as  they 
Both.  Then  I see, 

Faith  wifi  he, 

Never  'till  they  both  believe. 

Frank.  Clora  ! come  hither  ! who  are  these 
below  there  ? 

Cltau.  Where? 

Frunk.  There. 

Clora.  11a ! I should  know  their  shapes, 
Tho’  it  l*e  darkish.  There  are  both  our 
brothers : 

Wlmt  should  they  make  thus  late  here? 
Frank.  What’s  the  other? 

Clora.  What  t’other? 

Frank,  lie  that  lies  along  there. 

Clara.  Oil,  I see  hnu,  [gree 

As  if  lie  had  a branch  of  some  great  pedi- 
Grew  out  ou’s  belly. 

Frank.  Yes. 

Clora . That  should  lie, 

If  I have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

Fub.  They  see  us. 

Fred.  Tis  no  matter. 

Fub.  What  a log’s  this, 

To  sleep  such  musick  out? 

Fred.  N o more  ; let’s  hear  ’em.  [Ie»;s, 
Clara  **  the  Captain  Jaromo ; those  art:  iiil 
Upon  my  conscience. 

Frank.  By  my  faith,  and  ueat  ones ! 


**  So  tally.]  From  tall , i.  e.  brave,  &.c. 

*l  No  cert ui ne r 

Than  ic hen  I speak  of  him,  or  any  other.]  This  line  may  easily  be  misundersto  foi 
want  of  attending  to  the  construction,  ns  well  as  one  in  Jonsou's  Sejauus  : 

* Mean  time  give  orders  that  iiis  books  be  burnt 
‘ To  th’  /Kdiles.'  Synrpson.  1 

« Clora.  If  1 have  any  knowledge  in  proportion J The  repetition  of  this  liue  stems 

be  a mistake  of  the  press  or  transcriber;  we  huve  therefore  omitted  it.  ' 
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Clora.  You  mean,  the  hoots;  I think 
they’re  neat  by  nature*4. 

Trank.  As  thou  art  knavish.  'Would  I 
saw  his  face ! 

Clora.  T would  scare  you  in  the  dark. 
Trunk*  A worse  than  that  fledge. 

Has  never  scar’d  you,  Clora,  to  my  know- 
Clora.  Tis  true,  for  1 have,  never  seen  a 
worse; 

Nor,  while  T say  ray  prayers  heartily, 

I hope  i shall  not. 

Frank.  Well,  I am  no  tell-tale: 

But  is  it  not  great  pity,  tell  ine,  Clora, 

That  such  a brave  deserving  gentleman 
As  everv  one  delivers  this  to  he,  [on  him 
Should  have  no  more  respect  and  worth  flung 
By  aloe  men  ? Were  l one  of  these  great  ones, 
Such  virtue  should  not  sleep  thus. 

Clora.  Were  lie  greater, 

Ilf  would  sleep  more,  I think.  I'll  waken  him. 
Trank.  Away,  you  fool ! 

Clora  Is  he  uot  dead  already. 

And  they  two  taking  order  about  his  blacks? 
Methiuks  they're  very  busy. 

A fine  clean  corse  he  is  ! I'd  have  him  buried 
Ev’n  as  he  lies,  cross-legg'd,  like  one  o’  th' 
Templets,  (ing) 

(If  his  Westphalia  gammons  will  hold  cross- 
And  on  his  breast  a buckler,  with  a pike 
in’t*4. 

In  which  I would  have  some  learned  cutler 
Compile  an  epitaph ; and  at  his  feet 
A musquet,  with  this  word  **  upon  a label, 
(Which  from  the  cock’s  mouth  thus  should  be 
deliver’d) 

I I have  discharg’d  the  office  of  a soldier.* 
Trank.  Well,  if  thy  father  were  a soldier, 

Thus  thou  wouldst  use  him. 

Clora.  Such  a soldier 
I would  indeed. 

Tab.  If  lie  hear  this,  not  all  [windows, 
•The  power  of  man  could  keep  him  from  the 
Till  they  were  down,  and  all  the  doors  broke 
open.  [venture 

For  God’s  sake,  make  her  cooler;  I dare  not 
To  bring  him  else : I know  he’ll  go  to  buffets 
Within  tive  words  with  her,  if  she  holds  this 
spirit.  * 


[Act  Q.  Scene  f. 

Let’s  waken  him,  and  away ; we  shall  hear 
worse  else.  [Clora, 

Trank.  Well,  if  I be  not  even  with  thee. 
Let  me  be  bang’d,  for  this  ! I know  thou  dost 
Only  to  anger  me,  and  purge  thy  wit,  [it 
Which  would  break  out  else. 

Clora.  I have  found  ye ; I’ll 
Be  no  more  cross.  Bid  cm  good  night. 
Trank.  No,  no  ; 

They  shall  not  know  we’ve  seen  ’em.  Shut  the 
window.  [Exeunt  Frank  und  Clara, 
Fub.  Will  you  get  up,  sir? 

Jac.  Have  you  paid  the  (idlers  ? [thee  ! 
Fab.  You  are  not  left  to  do  it.  Fy  upon 
Hast  thou  forsworn  manners? 

Jac.  Yes  ; unless  they  [grace% 

Would  let  me  eat  my  meat  without  long 
Ur  drink  without  a preface  to  the  pledger*1, 
Uf  4 Will  it  please  you?’  ‘ Shall  I be  so 
bold,  sir?  ’ 

4 Let  me  remember  your  good  bedfellow  ?’ 
And  lie,  and  kiss  my  hand  unto  my  mistress 
As  often  as  an  ape  docs  for  an  apple. 

These  are  mere  schisms  in  soldiers  ; (where’s 
tuy  friend?) 

These  are  to  us  as  bitter  as  purgations  : 

W e love  that  general  freedom  we  are  bred  ta; 
Hang  these  faint  fooleries ! they  smell  of 
Do  they  not,  friend  ? [peace. 

Tub  ’Faith,  sir,  to  me  they  are 
As  things  indifferent;  yet  I use  ’em  not. 

Or,  if  1 did,  they  would  not  prick  my  coi*» 
science. 

Tied.  Come,  shall  we  go?  *Tis  late. 

Juc.  Yes,  any  whither  : 

Rut  no  more  tuusick;  it  Ims  made  me  dull. 
Fob.  ’Faith,  any  thing  but  drinking  dty 
ttirbs  thee,  Jaconio. 

We’ll  cv’n  to  bed. 

Joe.  Content. 

Tub.  Thou’lt  dream  of  wenches. 

Joe.  I never  think  of  any,  (I  thank  God) 
But  when  Fin  drunk;  and  then,  ’tis  but  to 
cast 

A cheap  way  how  they  may  be  all  destroy’d. 
Like  vermin.  Let’s  away;  I’m  very  sleepy. 
Tub.  Ay,  thou  art  ever  so,  or  angry.  Come. 

[Exeunt. 


44  Neat  by  nature .]  A pun  upon  XIAt’s  leather. 

*5  Tike  in’t.]  The  pike  and  sword  in  funerals  ar^  laid  upon  the  shield,  perhaps  therefor* 
the  original  might  be  ont;  unless  the  term  bit  be  used  in  heraldry.  Seward. 

Intt  we  apprehend,  means  $tuck  in  it;  and  the  whole  desigu  makes  a ludicrous  picture. 
*6  Word  here  means  sentence.  So  Spenser,  in  his  Fairy  Queen,  more  than  once.  Suwpton. 

** to  the  pledger ; 

Oft  will  it  p)eute%\ c.]  Corrected  in  1750. 
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, ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Angelo . 

Julio.  T WILL  but  see  her  once  more,  An- 
A gelo, 

That  I may  nate  her  more,  and  then  I am 
Myself  again. 

Ang.  1 would  not  have  thee  tempt  lust; 
Tis  n way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 
iludst  thou  the  constancy  of  all  men  in  thee. 
Julio.  Iiaviug  her  siiis  before  me,  I dare 
see  her,  [deadly, 

Were  she  as  catching  as  the  plague,  and 
Ahd  tell  her  she  is  fouler  thuti  all  those. 

And  far  more  pestilent,  if  not  repentant; 
And,  like  a strong  man,  chide  her  well,  nud 
leave  her.  [is  she  ? 

Ang.  ’Tis  easily  said.  Of  what  complexion 
Julio.  Make  but  a curious  frame  unto 
thyself,  [thought; 

As  thou  wouhht  shape  an  angel  in  thy 
Such  as  the  poets,  when  their  fancies  sweat, 
imagine  Juno  is,  or  fair-ey'd  Pallas; 

And  one  more  excellent  than  all  those  figures 
Shalt  thou  find  her.  Site's  brown,  but  of  u 
sweetness, 

(If  such  a poor  word  may  express  her  beauty) 
Believe  me,  Augelo,  would  do  more  mischief 
With  a forc'd  sinile,  than  twenty  thousand 
Cupids, 

With  their  love-quivers  full  of  ladies*  eyes, 
And  twice  as  many  flames,  could  fling  upon 
Ang.  Of  what  age  is  she?  [us. 

Ju/to.  Asa  rose  at  fairest, 

Neither  a bud,  nor  blown;  but  such  a one, 
Were  there  a Hercules  to  get  again 
With  all  his  glory,  or  one  more  than  he, 

The  god  would  chuse  out  *iuongst  a race  of 
women 

To  make  a mother  of*.  She's  outwardly 
Ail  that  bewitches  sense,  all  that  entires; 
Nor  is  it  in  our  virtue  to  uncharin  it. 

And  when  she  speaks, oh. Angelo,  then  musick 
(Such  as  old  Orpheus  made,  that  gave  a soul 
To  aged  mountains,  and  made  rugged  beasts 


Lay  hy  their  rages  ; and  tall  trees,  that  knew 
No  soliiid  but  tempests,  to  bow  dtwn  their 
branches,  [surges 

And  hear,  and  wonder;  and  the  sen,  whos« 
Shook  their  white  heads  in  Heav’n,  to  be  us 
midnight 

Still  and  attentive)  steals  into  our  souls 
So  suddenly,  and  strangely,  that  we  are 
From  that  time  uo  inure  ours,  but  what  she 
pleases!  [self  again 

Ang.  Why  look,  how  far  you've  thrust  your- 
Jnto  your  old  disease  ! Are  you  that  man, 
Witli  such  a resolution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  and  now  melt 
Ev’ii  in  repeating  her? 

Julio.  1 had  forgot  me. 

Ang.  As  you  will  still  do. 

Ju/io.  No;  the  strongest  man 
Mny  have  the  grudging  of  an  ague  on  him  ; 
This  is  no  more.  Let’s  go ; I’d  fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  friend  again,  for  now  I’m  no  mau's ! 

Ang.  Go  you:  1 dare  not  go,  1 tell  you  tru- 
Nor  were  it  wise  I should.  [ly ; 

Julio.  Why  > 

Ang.  I am  well, 

Anti,  if  I can,  will  keep  myself  so. 

Julio.  Ha? 

Thou  mak’st  me  smile,  tho’I  have  little  cause, 
To  see  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee: 
Art  thou  not  strong  enough  to  see  a woman  ? 
Ang.  Yes,  twenty  thousand ; but  not  such 
a one  [matter; 

As  you  have  made  her:  1*11  not  lie  for  th’ 
I know  I'm  frail,  und  may  be  cozen'd  too. 

By  such  a syren. 

Julio.  *Faith,  thou  shall  go,  Angelo  ! 

Ang.  *Faith,  but  I will  not!  No;  I know 
how  far,  sir, 

I*m  able  to  hold  out,  and  will  not  venture 
Above  my  depth.  I do  not  long  to  have 
My  sleep  ta*en  from  me.  and  go  pulingly, 
Like  a poor  wench  lmd  lost  her  market- 
money  ; 

And,  when  I see  good  meat,  sit  still  and  sigh, 
And  call  for  small  beer,  and  consume  my  wit 


The  god  would  chuse , Ar]  In  Dryden*s  All  for  Love,  or  The  World  Well  Lost,  act  iv. 
is  a beautiful  passage,  something  similar  to  this  of  our  Authors : 

4 1 pity  Dolahella:  but  she's  dangerous: 

* Her  eyes  hare  pow’r,  beyond  Thessalian  charms, 

* To  draw  the  moon  from  lleav’n ; for  eloquence, 

* The  sea-green  syrens  taught  her  voice  their  flatt’rv ; 

* And,  while  she  speaks,  night  steals  upon  die  day, 

1 Unmark'd  of  those  that  hear:  Then  she’s  so  charming, 

* Age  buds  at  sight  of  her,  and  swells  to  youth : 

‘ The  holy  priests  gaze  on  her  when  she  smiles ; 

* And  with  lieav’d  hands,  forgetting  gravity, 

* They  bless  her  wanton  eyes:  Ev’n  I who  hate  her, 

* With  a malignant  joy  behold  such  beauty; 

* And,  while  I curse,  desire  it/  H, 
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In  making  anagrams,  anti  faithful  poesies  : 

1 do  not  like  that  itch;  I'm  sure  I hud  rather 
Have  the  main  pox,  and  safer. 

Julio.  Thou  shalt  go ; 

I must  needs  have  thecas  a witness  with  me 
Uf  my  repentance.  As  thou  lov’st  me,  go! 
A tig.  Well,  I will  go,  since  you  will  have 
it  so ; 

Put  if  f prove  a fool  too,  look  to  have  me 
Cur*e  you  continually,  and  fearfully. 

Julio.  And  if  thou  sccst  inc  fall  again, 
good  Angelo, 

Give  me  thy  counsel  quickly,  lest  I perish. 
Ang.  Tray  God,  I have  cnongh  to  save 
myself ! 

Tor,  ns  I have  a soul.  I'd  rather  venture 
tjpoii  a savage  island  thun  this  woman ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Father  and  Servant. 

Either.  From  whom,  sir,  comes  this  boun- 
ty ? for  I think 
You  are  mistaken. 

Scrv.  No,  sir;  *tis  to  yon. 

Tin  sure,  my  mistress  sent  it. 

Father.  Who's  your  mistress, 

That  I may  give  her  thanks? 

Sen).  The  virtuous  widow. 

Father.  The  virtuous  widow,  sir?  I know 
none  such. 

’Pray  what’s  her  name  ! 

Srrv.  Lei  i a. 

Father.  I k new  you  err’d  ; 

Tis  not  to  ine,  I warrant  you.  There,  sir; 
Carry *t  to  those  she  feeds  fat  with  such  fa- 
I am  u stranger  to  her.  [vouri ; 

Srrv.  Good  sir,  take  it, 

And,  if  you  will.  I'll  swear  she  sent  it  to  you ; 
For  I am  sure  mine  eye  never  went  off  you' 
Since  you  forsook  the  gentleman  you  talk’d 
Just  at  her  door.  [with 

Father.  Indeed,  I talk’d  with  two, 

Within  this  half-hour,  in  the  street. 

Srrv.  Tis  you,  sir. 

And  none  hut  you,  I'm  sent  to.  Wiser  men 
Would  have  been  thankful  sooner,  and  re- 
ceiv’d it ; 


[Act  3.  Scene  S. 

Tis  not  a fortune  every  man  can  brag  of, 
And  from  a woman  of  her  excellence. 
Futher.  Well,  sir,  I’m  catechiz’d.  What 
more  belongs  to’t  ? [come 

Serv.  Thisonly,  sir;  she  would  entreat  you 
This  evening  to  her  without  fail. 

Father.  I will. 

Srrv.  You  guess  where. 

Father.  Sir,  I have  a tongue  else. 

[Exit  Servant. 

She  is  downright  devil ; or  else  my  wants 
And  her  disobedience  have  provok  d her 
To  look  into  her  foul  self,  and  he  sorry. 

I wonder  how  site  knew  me  ! I had  thought 
I’d  been  the  same  to  all  I am  to  them 
That  chang'd  me  thus  : God  pardon  me  for 
lying ! 

For  I have  paid  it  home:  Many  a good  man, 
That  had  hut  found  the  profit  of  my  way. 
Would  forswear  telling  true  again  in  haste. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Piso. 

Here  arc  my  praters:  Now,  if  1 did  well, 

I should  belabour  ’em;  but  1 have  found 
A way  to  quiet  ’em,  worth  a thousand  on’t. 
Jjod.  If  we  could  get  a fellow  that  would 
do  it ! 

Father.  What  villainy  is  now  in  hand? 
Pisa.  Twill  be  bard  to  be  done,  in  my 
opinion. 

Unless  we  light  upon  an  Englishman 
With  scvenscdTe  surfeits  in  him. 

Lod.  Are  the  Englishmen 
Such  stubborn  drinkers *9? 

Pita.  Not  a leak  at  sea  [children 

Can  suck  more  liquor:  You  shall  have  their 
Christen'd  in  mull’d  sack,  olid,  at  five  years 
old,  [lishman, 

Able  to  knock  a Dnimdown.  Take  an  Eng- 
And  cry  * St.  George  ! ’ and  give  him  but  a 
rasher, 

And  you  shall  have  him  upon  even  terms 
Defy  a hogshead.  Such  a one  would  do  it 
Home,  hoy,  and  like  a vvorkrunn. 
lxtd.  At  what  weapon3®? 

Piso.  Sherry  sack  : 1 would  have  him  drink 
stark  dead. 

If  it  were  possible;  at  worst,  past  portage. 
Lad.  What  is  the  end  then  ? 


v Sueh  stubborn  drinkers. This  qualification  in  our  countrymen  is  taken  notice  of  by  Jago 
in  act  ii.  scene  3,  of  Othello.  R. 

30  Lod.  At  what  weapon  i\  I have  made  a change  in  the  persons  of  the  speakers  Lodovic 
and  Piso,  giving  to  Lodovic  what  was  in  the  other  edition  spoke  by  Piso,  and  e contra;  as 
thinking  the  speeches  something  out  of  character.  Piso’s  design  seems  to  be,  by  the  whole 
tenor  of  the  conversation,  to  make  Jacoino  soundly  drunk : His  hope  of  doing  tins  is 
built  upon  one  of  our  countrymen,  whom  he  describes  ns  capable  of  turning  down  an 
hogshead  with  the  shoeing  horn  of  a rasher.  But  would  the  poet  on  this  supposition  put 
* At  w hat  weapon  ’ into  the  mouth  of  Piso ; make  him  ask  himself  a question,  and  let  L/idovic 
give  the  answer?  No,  surely,  hod.  has  certainly  been  dropt  upon  us,  who  should  have 
interrupted  Piso's  narrative,  both  as  to  the  means  and  end  of  making  the  Captain  drunk. 
What  seems  to  confirm  this,  is  the  speech  of  Lodovic  at  the  close  of  the  scene,  w here  hr 
bids  Piso  * think  of  the  other,’  vis.  making  Jacomo  fuddled;  to  which  Piso  answeas, 

* For  the  drunkard,  Lodovic , 

* Let  me  alone/  Sampson. 
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Act  S.  Scene  S,] 

Piso.  Dost  thou  not  perceive  it?  [him. 
If  lie  be  drunk  dead,  there’s  a fair  end  of 
If  not,  this  is  my  end,  or  by  enticing, 

Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduct  him  where 
The  foul  is  that  admires  him  ; and  if  sober 
Ilis  nature  be  so  rugged,  what  wili’t  be  [it: 
When  he  is  hot  with  wine?  Come,  let’s  about 
If  this  be  done-hut  handsomely,  I’ll  pawn 
My  head  sli'  hath  done  with  soldiers. 

I Aid.  This  may  do  well.  [alive  ! 

Father.  Here’s  a new  way  to  murder  men 
I’ll  choak  this  train. — God  save  ye, gentlemen! 
It  is  to  you — stay  !— yes,  it  is  to  you. 

Lod.  What's  to  me? 

Father.  You’re  fortunate : I can’t  stand  to 
tell  you  more  now  ; 

Meet  me  here  soon,  and  you’ll  be  made  a 
man.  [Exit. 

Lod.  What  vision’s  this? 

Piso.  I know  not. 

Lod.  Well,  1*11  meet  it ; 

Think  you  o'  th’  oilier,  and  let  me  awhile 
Dream  of  this  fellow. 

Piso.  For  the  drunkard,  Lodovic, 

Let  me  alone. 

Lod.  Come,  let’s  about  it  then.  [Frcunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Flora  and  prank, 

Cfora.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! ’Pray  let  me  laugh  ex- 
tremely. [cause  ? 

Frank.  Whv?  ’prithee  why  ? hast  thou  such 
Clara.  Yes,  ’faith; 

My  brother  will  be  here  straightway,  and 

Frank.  What? 

Cfora.  The  other  party.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Frank.  What  party  ? 

Wench,  thou  art  not  drunk? 

Clara.  No,  ’faith. 

Frank.  ’Faith,  thou  hast  been  among  the 
bottles,  Clora. 

Clara.  'Faith,  but  I have  not,  Frank.  'Pri- 
thee be  handsome ! 

The  Captain  comes  along  too,  wench. 

Frank.  Oh,  is  that  it 
That  tickles  ye  ? 

Clora.  Yes,  and  shall  tickle  you  too: 

You  understand  me! 

Frank.  By  my  troth,  thou'rt  grown 
A strange  lewd  wench  ! I must  e’en  leave  thy 
company; 

Thou  wilt  spoil  me  else. 

Clara.  Nay,  thou  art  tpoil'd  to  my  hand. 
Iladst  thou  been  free,  us  a good  wench  ought 
to  be, 

When  I went  first  a-birding  for  thy  love, 
And  roundly  said,  That  is  the  man  must  do  it, 
I had  dune  laughing  many  an  hour  ago. 
Frank.  And  what  dost  thou  see  in  him, 
now  thou  know’st  him, 

To  he  thus  laugh’d  at  ? 

Clora.  ’Prithee  he  not  angry, 

Ami  I’ll  speak  freely  to  ihec. 

Frank.  Do ; J will  not. 

VoL.  H. 


Clora.  Then,  as  l hope  to  have  a hand-* 
some  husband,  [hel  l 

This  fellow,  in  mine  eye  (and,  Frank,  I’m 
To  have  a shrewd  guess  at  a pretty  fellow) 
Appears  a strange  thing. 

Frank.  Why  ? how  strange,  forGod’s  sake  ? 
He  is  a man,  and  one  that  may  content 
(For  any  thing  I see)  a right  good  woman : 
And  sure  I am  not  blind. 

Clora.  There  lies  the  question ; 

For  (hut  you  say  he  is  a man,  and  I [him 
Will  credit  you)  l should  ns  soon  have  thought 
Another  of  God’s  creatures:  Out  upon  him  ! 
His  body,  that  can  promise  nothing 
But  laziness  and  long  strides. 

Frank.  These  arc  your  eyes! 

Where  were  r hey,  Clora,  when  you  fell  in  lov# 
With  the  old  footman,  for  singing  of  Queeil 
Dido? 

And  swore  lie  look’d,  in  his  old  velvet  trunks, 
And  his  slic'd  Spanish  jerkin,  like  Don  John  r 
You  had  a parlous  judgment  then,  my  Clora. 
Clora.  Who  told  you  that? 

Frank.  I heard  it. 

Clora.  Come,  be  friends ! 

The  soldier  is  a Mars.  No  more;  we’re  all 
Subject  to  slide  away. 

Frank.  Nay,  laugh  on  still. 

Clora.  No,  ’faith  ; thou  art  a good  wench, 
and  ’ti<  pity  [entering. 

Thou  sliouhlst  not  he  well  quarried  at  thy 
Thou  art  so  high-down  for  him.  Look,  w ho's 
there! 

Enter  Fabritio  and  Jacomo. 

Juc.  ’Prithee,  go  single : what  should  I do 
Thou  know’st  I bate  these  visitations, [there? 
As  I hate  peace  or  perry. 

Fab.  Wilt  thou  never 
Make  a right  man  ? 

Jac.  You  make  a right  fool  of  me, 

To  lend  me  up  and  down  to  visit  women, 
And  he  abus’d  and  laugh’d  at.  Ix-i  me  starve 
If  I know  what  to  say,  unless  1 ask  ’em 
What  tiieir  shoes  cost ! 

Fab.  Fy  upon  thee,  coward  ! 

Canst  thou  not  sing?  ' 

Jac.  Thou  know’st  I can  sing  nothing 
But  Plumpton  Park. 

Fab.  Thou  wile  be  bold  enough. 

When  tlnm  art  enter’d  once. 

Juc.  I’d  rather  enter 
A breach:  If  I miscarry,  by  this  hand, 

I’ll  have  you  by  th’  ears  for’t ! 

Fab.  Save  ye,  ladies ! 

Clora.  Sweet  brother,  I dare  swear  you’re 
welcome  hither; 

So  is  your  friend. 

Fab.  Come,  blush  not,  hut  salute  ’em. 
Frank.  Good  sir,  believe  your  sister  ;you’re 
most  welcome ! 

So  is  this  worthy  gentleman,  whose  virtues 
1 shall  he  proud  to  he  acquainted  with. 

Juc.  Sh’  lias  found  luc  out  already,  and 
Shall  we  be  going?  [has  paid  uiel 
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Fab.  Peace! — Your  goodness,  lady. 

Will  ever  he  afore  us.  For  myself 
I will  not  thank  you  single,  lest  I leave 
My  friend,  this  gentleman,  out  of  acquaint- 
Jac.  More  of  me  yet  ? [ancc.  ! 

Frank.  ’Would  I were  able,  sir, 

From  either  of  your  worths  to  merit  thanks ! 
Clora.  But,  brother,  is  your  friend  thus 
sad  still?  Methinks, 
rris  au  unseemly  nature  in  a soldier. 

Jac.  What  hath  she  to  do  with  me,  or  my 
behaviour?  [sister! 

Fab,  I le does  but  shew  so : ’Prithee  to  him, 
Jac.  If  I don't  break  thy  head,  I ain  no 
If  I get  off  once  ! [Christian, 

Clora.  Sir,  we  must  entreat  you 
To  think  yourself  more  welcome,  and  be  iner- 
Tis  pity  a fair  man,  of  your  proportion,  [ry : 
Should  have  a soul  of  sorrow. 

Jac.  Very  well ! — 

'Pray,  gentlewoman,  what  would  you  have 
me  say  ? 

Clora.  I)o  not  you  know,  sir? 

Jac.  Not  so  well  us  you, 

That  talk  continually. 

Frank.  You  have  hit  her,  sir. 

Clora.  I thank  him,  so  he  has; 

Fair  fall  his  sweet  face  for  it ! 

Jac.  I.ct  my  face 

Alone,  I'd  wish  you,  lest  I take  occasion 
To  bring  a worse  in  question. 

• Clora.  Meaning  mine? 

Brother,  where  was  your  friend  brought  up  ? 

11’  has  sure  . 

Been  a great  lover  in  his  youth  of  pottage,' 
They  lie  so  dull  upon  his  understanding. 
rub.  No  more  of  that ; thou’it  anger  him 
at  heart. 

Clora.  Then  let  him  be  more  manly;  for 
he  looks  [up 

Like  a great  school-boy,  that  had  been  blow  n 
Last  night  at  Dust-Point. 

Frank.  You  will  never  leave, 

Till  you  be  told  bow  rude  you  are.  Fy,  Clora  ! 
Sir,  will  it  please  you  sitr 
Clora.  And  I'll  sit  by  you. 

Jar.  Woman,  be  quiet,  and  be  rul'd,  Fd 
wish  you. 

Clora.  I've  Hone,  Sir  Captain. 

Fab.  Art  thou  not  ashain'd  ? [anon; 

Jac.  You  are  an  nss!  I’ll  tell  you  more 
Y’  had  better  have  been  bung’d  than  brought 
me  hither ! 

Fab.  You’re  grown  a sullen  fool ! Either 
be  handsome,  f 

Or,  by  this  light,  I will  have  wenches  bait 
thee ! 

Go  to  the  gentlewoman,  and  give  her  thanks, 
And  hold  your  head  up  ! what? 

Jac.  By  this  light,  I’ll  bruin  thee! 


[Act  3.  Scene  3. 

Frank.  Now,  o'  my  faith,  this  gentleman 
dries  nothing 

But  it  becomes  him  rarely.  Clora,  look 
How  well  this  little  anger,  if  it  be  one, 

Shews  in  his  face. 

Clora.  Yes,  it  shews  very  sweetly. 

Frank.  Nay,  do  not  blush,  sir ; o my  troth, 
it  does ! 

T would  he  ever  angry  to  be  thus. 

Fabritio,  o*  my  conscience,  if  i ever 
Do  fall  in  love,  (as  I will  not  forswear  it. 
Till  I am  something  wiser)  it  must  lie, 

I will  not  say  directly  with  that  face; 

But  certainly  such  another  as  that  is,  [me*1. 
And  thus  dispos'd,  may  chance  to  hamper 
Fab.  Dost  thou  hear  this,  and  stand  still? 
Jac.  You  will  prate  still  ! 

I would  you  were  not  women  ; I would  taka 
A new  course  with  ye. 

Clora.  Why,  Courageous  ? 

Jac.  For  making  roe.  a stone  to  whet  your 
tongues  on. 

Clora.  ’Prithee,  sweet  Captain  ! 

Jac.  Go,  go  spin,  go  hang  ! 

Clora.  Now  could  1 kiss  linn. 

Jac.  If  you  long  for  kicking, 

You'd  best  come  kiss  me;  ao  not  tho',  Fd 
wish  ye.  [thee, 

I’ll  send  ray  footman  to  thee ; he  shall  leap 
An  thou  waut'st  horsing.  I will  leave  ye,ladic$. 

Frank.  Beshrew  my  heart,  you  are  unman- 
To  offer  this  unto  a gentleman  [nerly 

Of  Ins  deserts,  that  comes  so  worthily 
To  visit  ine ! I cannot  take  it  well.  [man? 
Jac.  I come  to  visit  you,  you  foolish  wo- 
Frunk.  1 thought  you  did,  sir,  and  for  that 
I thank  you ; 

I would  be  loth  to  lose  those  thanks.  I know 
This  is  butsouieodd  way  you  have,  and,' ’faitli. 
It  does  become  you  well,  to  make  us  merry: 
I have  heard  often  of  your  pleasant  vein. 
Fab.  NVl.at  wouldst  thou  ask  more? 

Jac.  Pray,  thou  scurvy  fellow ! [sels! 
Thou  hast  not  long  to  live.  Adieu,  dear  dam* 
You  filthy  women,  farewell,  and  be  sober, 
And  keep  your  chambers! 

Clot  a.  Farewell,  old  don  Diego! 

Frank.  Away,  away  ! — You  must  not  be 
so  angry, 

To  part  thus  roughly  from  us:  Yet  to  me 
This  does  uut  shew  as  if  ’twere  yours ; the 
wars  [not 

May  breed  men  something  plain,  I know  ; but 
Thus  rude.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  sir : 
I know 

Tis  white,  and 

Jac.  If  I were  not  patient,  [wives? 

What  would  become  of  you  two  prating  house- 
Clora.  For  any  thing  I know,  we  would  in 
to  supper, 


s’  Dispose  my  chance.]  Thus  read  the  old  copies,  contrary  hoth  to  sense  and  grammar: 
The  slight  change  in  two  words  which  1 have  made,  makes  the  whole  clear  and  consistent; 
Frank  is  praising  Jacoino’s  anger,  and  says  naturally  enough,  1 that  a face  thus  disposed 
‘ may  chance  to  captivate  her  affections.’  Seward.  • 
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Act  S.  Scene  4.J 


And  there  begin  a health  of  lusty  claret. 

To  keep  care  from  our  hearts;  and  it  should 

he fjacomo. 

Fab.  1’  ’faith  to  whom? — Mark  but  this, 
Clora.  Ev*n  to  the  handsom’st  fellow  now 
Fab.  Do  you  know  such  a one?  [alive. 
Frank.  He  may  he  guess’d  at, 

Without  much  travel. 

Fab.  There’s  another  item. 

C/ora.  And  he  should  he  a soldier. 

Frank.  Twould  he  better. 

Clora.  And  yet  not  you,  sweet  Captain. 
Frank.  Why  not  he? 

Jac.  Well!  I shall  live  to  see  your  hus- 
bands beat  you, 

And  hiss  ’em  on  like  bandogs. 

Clora.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jac.  Green  sicknesses  and  serving-man 
light  on  ye,  ! 

With  greasv  codpieces,  and  wool  leu  stock- 
The  devil  (if  he  dare  deal  with  two  women) 
lie  of  your  counsels  ! Farewell,  plaistt  rers  ! 

f Exit. 

Clara.  This  fellow  will  be  madatMidsum- 
Without  all  doubt.  [iner, 

Fab.  I think  so  too. 

Frank.  I’in  sorry,  [him 

He’s  gone  in  such  a rage.  But  sure  this  holds 
Not  every  day. 

Fab.  ’Faith,  every  other  day, 

If  he  come  near  a woman.  [dure 

Clora.  I wonder  how  his  mother  could  cn- 
To  have  him  in  her  belly,  lie’s  so  boisterous. 
Frank.  He’s  to  be  made  more  tractable, 

1 doubt  not. 

Clora.  Ye*,  *f  they  taw  him,  as  they  do 
whit-leather. 

Upon  an  iron,  or  beat  him  soft  like  stock-fish. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Leila  and  her  Wait  ing-  Woman,  nit  A 
a veil. 

Jj-lin.  Art  sure  ’tis  he ? 

Woman.  Yes,  ami  another  with  him. 

Leliu.  The  more  the  merrier.  Did  you 
give  that  money,  [you  ? 

And  charg’d  it  he  deliver'd  where  I sliew’d 
Woman.  Yes,  and  wh-itclse  you  bad  me. 
Leila.  That  brave  fellow,  [ness; 

Tho’  he  be  old,  whate’er  he  be,  shews  tough- 
And  such  a one  1 long  for,  and  must  have 
A t any  price ; these  young  soft  melting  gristles 
Are  only  for  my  safer  cuds. 

Woman.  They’re  here. 

Leliu  Give  me  my  veil;  and  bid  the  boy- 
go  sing 

That  song  above,  I gave  him;  the  sad  song. 
Now  if  i miss  him,  I am  curs'd.  Go,  wench, 


And  tell  ’em  I have  utterly  forsworn 
All  company  of  men;  yet  make  a venture 
At  last  to  let  ’em  in : Thou  know’st  these  things; 
Do  ’em  to  th’  life. 

Woman.  I warrant  you;  I’m  perfect,  [give 
Leliu.  Some  ill  woman,  for  her  use,  would 
A million  for  this  wench,  she  is  so  subtle. 

Enter , to  the  door , Julio  and  Angelo. 
Woman.  Good  sir,  desire  it  not ; I dare 
not  do  it ; 

For  since  your  last  being  here,  sir,  believe  me, 
Sh’  has  griev’d  herself  out  of  alt  company, 
And,  sweet  soul,  almost  out  of  life  too. 

Julio.  ’Prithee, 

Let  me  but  speak  one  word. 

W'oman.  You  will  offend,  sir; 

And  yet  your  name  is  more  familiar  with  her 
Than  any  thing  but  sorrow.  Good  sir,  go. 

Ang.  This  little  vnrlct  hath  her  lesson  per- 
Tbese  are  the  baits  they*  boh  with.  [feet; 
Jul.  ’Faith,  I will  not. 

I Vomun.  I shall  he  chidden  cruelly  for  this  ; 

But  you  are  such  a gentleman 

Julio  No  more. 

Ang.  There’s  n new  tire,  wench.  Peace; 

thou’rt  well  enough. 

Julio.  What,  lias  she  musick  ? 

Woman.  Yes;  fur  God’s  sake,  stay; 

’Tis  all  she  feeds  upon. 

Julio.  Alas,  poor  soul! 

Aug.  Now  will  I pray  devoutly ; for  there’s 
need  on’t. 

THE  SONO. 

Away,  delights  ! go  seek  some  other  dwell- 
For  I must  die:  [ing, 

Farow  pll,  false  love ! thy  tongue  is  ever  tcll- 
Lie  after  lie.  [ing 

Forever  let  tn  • rest  now  from  thy  smarts; 
Alas,  for  pity  go, 

And  fire  their  hearts  [not  so. 
That  have  been  hard  to  thee ; mine  was 
Never  again  deluding  Love  shall  know  me. 
For  I will  die;  [me. 

And  all  those  griefs  that  think  to  over-grovr 
Shull  he  as  I : 

For  ever  will  I sleep,  while  poor  maids  cry, 
Alas,  for  pity  stay, 

And  let  us  die  [tlay  3*. 

With  thee;  men  cannot  mock  us  in  the 
Julio.  Mistress!  notone  word,  mistress  ? 
If  I grieve  you, 

I can  depart  again. 

Ang.  Let’s  go  then  quickly  ; 

For  if  she  get  from  under  this  dark  cloud, 
We  shall  both  sweat,  I fear,  for’t. 

Julio.  Do  hut  speak, 

Tho’  you  turn  from  me,  and  speak  bitterly. 
And  1 am  gone;  for  that  I think  will  please  you. 

In  support  of  the  alteration,  Seward  produces 


**  Mock  us  in  the  Hay.]  Varied  in  1750. 
the  following  passage  in  Henry  V. 

* The  dead  w ith  Charity  inclos’d  in  clay.* 

The  corruption  is  very  casv ; the  c and  l in  the  manuscript  looking  like  a </. 
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A np.  Oh,  that  all  women  were  thus  silent  I 
What  fine  things  were  they  ! [ever, 

Julio.  You  have  look’d  on  me, 

When,  if  there  he  belief  in  women’s  words, 
Spoken  in  tears,  you  swore  you  lov’d  to  do  so. 
Lclia.  Oh  me,  my  heart! 

Aug.  Now,  Julio,  piny  the  man. 

Or  such  another  ‘oh,  me  !’  will  undo  thee. 
'Would  I had  any  thing  to  keep  me  busy, 

I might  not  hear  her;  think  but  what  she  is, 
Or  l doubt  mainly,  l shall  be  i’th’niesh  too. 
Julio.  ’Pray,  speak  again. 

J din.  Where  is  my  woman? 

Woman.  Here. 

Ang.  Mercy  upon  me ! what  a face  she  has! 
'Would  it  were  veil’d  again ! 

folia.  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  man  in  tome?  Did  not  I 
Charm*  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  eyes  again, 
A**  carefully  as  thou  wmildst  keep  thine  own? 
Th’  hast  brought  me  poison  in  a shape  of 
Heav'n, 

Whose  violence  will  break  the  hearts  of  all, 
Of  all  weak  women, v as  it  bath  done  mine, 
That  are  such  fools  to  love,  and  look  upon 
him.  [ease 

Good  sir,  he  gone;  you  know  not  what  an 
Your  absence  is. 

Aug.  Bv  Heav'n,  she  is  a wonder! 

I cannot  tell  what  'tis,  but  I am  qualmish35. 
Julio.  Tlio*  I desire  to  be  here  more  than 
Heav'n, 

As  I am  now,  yet,  if  my  sight  offend  you, 

So  much  I love  to  be  commanded  by  you. 
That  1 will  go.  Farewell ! 

Le/ia.  I should  say  something  [me. 

Ere  you  depart,  and  I would  have  you  hear 
But  why  should  I speak  to  u man  that  hntes 
me, 

And  will  but  laugh  nt  any  thing  I suffer? 

Julio.  If  this  be  bate 

Lclia.  Away,  away,  deceiver  ! 

Julio.  Now  help  me,  Angelo ! 

Ann.  I’m  worse  than  thou  art. 
folia.  Such  tears  as  those  might  make 
another  woman 

Believe  thee  honest,  Julio  ; almost  me, 
That  know  their  ends;  for  I confess  they 
stir  me. 

Ang.  What  will  become  of  me?  I cannot 
go  now,  [eye! 

If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her.  Ob  brave 
Steal  me  away,  for  God’s  sake,  Julio. 

Julio.  Alas,  poor  man ! Pin  lost  again  too, 
strangely. 

Lclia.  No,  I will  sooner  trust  a crocodile 
When  lie  sheds  tears,  (for  lie  kills  suddenly. 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once)  or  any  thing 
That’s  evil  to  our  natures,  than  a man: 

I find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings, 

Nor  no  avoiding  ’em,  if  we  give  way. 

I was  requesting  you  to  come  no  more. 


[Art  Scene  4. 

And  mock  me  with  your  service;  ’tisnot  <Ml, 
Nor  honest,  to  abuse  us  so  far:  You  may 
love  too; 

For  tho\  I must  confess,  I arti  unworthy 
( )f  your  love  every  way,  yet  I would  have  you 
Think  I urn  somewhat  too  good  to  make  sport 
Julio.  Will  you  believe  me  ? [of. 

folia.  For  your  vows  and  oaths. 

Ami  such  deceiving  tears  ns  you  shed  now, 

I will,  as  you  do,  study  to  forge  t ’em. 

Julio.  Let  me  I*  most  despis’d  of  men 

folia.  No  more!  [niftg 

There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  ruin 
Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me.  No,  thou 
false  man, 

I w ill  avoid  thee,  and,  for  thy  sake,  nil 
That  bear  thy  stamp,  as  Counterfeit  in  love! 
For  1 am  open-ey’d  again,  and  know  thee. 
Go,  make  some  other  weep,  as  I have  done, 
That  dare  believe  thee;  go,  and  swear  to  her 
That  is  a stranger  to  thy  cruelty,  [iyingsy 
And  knows  not  yet  what  man  is,  and  hi* 
How  tiiou  diest  daily  for  her  ; pour  it  out 
In  thy  bes*.  lamentations  ; put  on  sorrow. 

As  thou  ennst,  to  deceive  an  angel,  Julio, 
And  vow  thyself  into  her  heart,  that  when 
I shall  leave  oft'  to  curse  thee  for  thy  falshood, 
Still  a forsaken  woman  may  he  found 
To  call  to  lit  av’n  tor  vengeance  ! 

Aug.  From  this  hour, 

I heartily  despise  all  honest  women  : 

(I  cart  nut  if  the  world  took  knowledge  on’f) 
I see  there’s  nothing  in  them,  hut  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  man  only.  Give  me  henceforth 
(Before  the  greatest  blessing  can  be  thought 
If  this  he  one)  a whore;  that's  all  I aim  at.  |of, 
Julio.  Mistress,  the  most  offending  man  is 
heard  [me 

Before  his  sentence:  Why  will  you  condemn 
Ere  I produce  the  truth  to  witness  with  me, 
How  innocent  I am  of  all  your  angers? 
folia.  There  ib  no  trusting  of  that  tongue; 
I know't, 

And  how  far,  if  it  be  believ’d,  it  kills:  No 
more,  sir ! 

Julio.  It  never  lied  to  you  yet;  if  it  did, 
T was  only  when  it  call’d  you  mild  and  gentle. 
Lclia.  Good  sir,  no  more  ! Make  not  my 
understanding 

(After  I’ve  suffer’d  thus  much  evil  by  you) 
So  poor  to  think  I have  not  reach'd  the  end 
Of  nil  your  forc’d  affections:  Yet,  because 
I oner,  lov’d  such  a sorrow,  too,  too  dcarlv, 
As  that  would  strive  to  be,  I do  forgive  you, 
Kv’n  heartily  as  I would  be  forgiven, 

For  all  your  wrongs  to  me  (my  charity 
Yet  loves  you  so  far,  tho’  again  I may  not): 
And  wish,  when  that  time3,1  comes  you  will 
love  truly, 

(If  you  can  ever  do  so)  you  may  find 
T’he  worthy  fruit  of  your  affections, 

True  love  again,  not  my  unhappy  harvest ; 


33  But  I am  squeamish..]  So  first  folio.  The  subsequent  editions,  quamish. 

34  And  task  when  that  tunc — ] Mr.  Seward  suspects  something  left  oot  Ik  re,  necessary  to 

complete 
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Which,  like  a fool,  I sow’d  in  such  a heart, 
So  dry  and  stony,  that  a thousand  showers, 
From  these  two  eye*  continually  raining, 
Could  never  ripen. 

Julio.  You  have  conquer’d  me  ! 

I did  nor  think,  co  yield  ; hut  make  me  now 
Ev’n  what  you  will,  my  Lei  in,  so  l may 
Be  but  so  truly  happy  to  enjoy  you. 

Lelia.  No,  no  ; those  fond  imaginations 
Are  dead  and  buried  in  me;  let  ’em  rest! 
Julio.  I’ll  marry  you. 

Ang.  The  devil  thou  wilt,  Julio? 

How  that  word  waken’d  me!  Come  hither, 
friend  ! 

Thou  art  a fool ! Look  steadfastly  upon  her: 
Tho'  she  be  all  that  I know  excellent. 

As  she  appears;  tho’  I could  tight  for  her. 
And  run  tnro*  tire;  tho’  I am  stark  inad  too, 
Never  to  he  recover’d  ; tho’  I would 
Give  all  l had  i’  th*  world  to  lie  with  her, 
Ev'n  to  my  naked  soul  (I’m  so  far  gone; ; 
Yet,  methinks  still,  we  should  not  dote  away 
That  that  is  something  more  tliau  ours,  our 
honours. 

I would  not  have  thee  marry  her  by  no  means 
(Yet  I should  do  so):  Is  she  not  a whore? 
Jnlto.  She  is  ; hut  such  n one— — 

Ang.  Tis  true,  she’s  excellent; 

And,  when  I well  consider,  Julio, 

I see  no  reason  we  should  he  confin’d 
In  our  affections  ; when  all  creatures  else 
Enjoy  still  where  they  like. 

Julio.  Ami  so  will  l then. 

Lelia.  lie’s  fust  enough,  I hope,  now,  if  I 
hold  him.  fsidcr 

Ang.  You  must  not  do  so  tho*,  now  I con- 
Bettcr  what  'tis. 

Julio.  Do  not  consider,  Angelo; 

For  I must  do  it. 

Ang.  No;  I’ll  kill  thee  first : fthce 

I love  thee  so  well,  that  the  worms  shall  have 
Before  this  woman,  friend. 

Julio.  It  was  your  counsel. 

Ang.  As  I was  a knave:  not  as  I lov’d  thee. 
Julio.  All  this  is  lost  upon  roe,  Angelo; 
For  I must  have  her. — I will  marry  you 
When  you  please : ’Pray  look  better  on  me. 
Ang.  Nay  then,  no  more,  friend;  fare- 
well, Julio! 

I have  so  much  discretion  left  me  yet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  miserable. 
Julio . Stay ; thou  art  more  than  she,  and 
now  I find  it. 

Lelia.  Is  he  so? 

Julio.  Mistress! 


Lelia.  No;  Til  see  thee  starv’d  first! 

[ Exit ; 

Julio.  Friend ! 

Ang.  Fly  her  as  I do,  Julio;  she’s  a witch. 
Julio.  Be:»t  me  away  then;  I shall  grow 
here  still  else. 

An( l-  . That  were  the  way  to  have  me  grow 
there  with  thee. 

Farewell,  forever!  [F.rit. 

Jtt/io.  Stay  ! I ain  uncharm’d.  [be 

Farewell,  thou  cursed  house!  from  this  hour 
More  hated  of  me  than  a leprosy  !#  [ Exit* 

Enter  Txlia. 

Tslia.  Both  gone  ? A plague  upon  ’em  both  ! 
Am  I deceiv’d  again?  Oh,  I would  rail. 

And  follow  ’em,  hut  I fear  the  spite  of  people, 
Till  I have  emptied  all  my  gall. 

The  next  I seize  upon  shall  pay  their  follies 
To  the  last  penny ; this  will  work  me  worse; 
He  that  comes  next,  by  Ilcav’ii,  shall  feel 
their  curse!  [£re*/il. 

SCENE  Vi 

Enter  Jacomo  at  one  door , and  Fubritio  at 
another. 

Fab.  Oh,  you’re  a sweet  youth,  so  uncivilly 
To  rail  and  run  away! 

Jac.  Oh!  are  you  there,  sir? 

I’m  glad  I’ve  found  you ! You’ve  not  now 
your  ladies. 

To  shew  your  wit  before. 

Fab.  Thou  wou’lt  nor,  wou’lt  ’ou? 

Jac.  What  a sweet  youth  l am,  as  you  have 
made  me,  [Draws: 

You  shall  know  presently. 

Fab.  Put  up  your  sword ; 

I’ve  seen  it  often  ; ’tis  a fox. 

Jac.  It  is  so;  • [sir; 

And  you  shall  feel  it  too.  Will  you  dispatch* 
And  leave  your  mirth  out?  or  1 shall  take 
occasion 

To  best  you,  and  disgrace  you  too. 

Fab.  Well;  since 

There  is  no  other  way  to  deal  with  you, 
(Let’s  see  your  sw  ord  ; I’m  sure  you  scorn  all 
I will  fight  with  you.  (olds) 

[ They  measure , and  Fubritio  gets  his  sicord. 
Jac.  How  now? 

Fab.  Nay,  stand  out; 

Or,  by  this* light,  I’ll  make  you! 

Jac.  This  is  scurvy, 

And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab.  No,  sir;  out  of  judgment; 


complete  the  sense  and  erammnr,  or  else  this  line  must  be  corrupted  through  the  transposi- 
tion of  some  particles;  and  would  read  thus: 

* I wish  when  the  time  comes,  that  you  love  truly, 

* (If  you  can  ever  do  so)  you  may  find,’ Arc. 

I have  not  indeed  altered  the  text,  though  l suspect  it  strongly  to  be  corrupt,  and  would 
propose  reading  thus: 

4 And  wishes  when  th’  time  comes  that  you  love,’  &c.  Stpnpson. 

We  confess  ourselves  unable  to  comprehend  this  note  ; but  do  not  perceive  the  least  diffi* 
cully  in  the  text. 
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For  he  that  deals  with  thee  (thou’rt  grown 
so  boisterous)  [another, 

Must  have  more  writs,  or  more  lives  than 
Or  always  he  in  armour,  or  enchanted, 

Or  he  is  miserable. 

Jar,  Your  end  of  this,  sir?  [thee, 

Fab.  My  end  is  only  mirth,  to  laugh  at 
Which  now  I'll  do  in  safety:  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Jar.  S' heart ! then  I’m  grown  ridiculous  ! 
Fab.  Thou  art ; 

And  wilt  he  shortly  sport  for  little  children, 
If  thou  continue**  this  rude  stubbornness. 
Joe.  Oh,  God,  for  any  thing  that  had  an 
Fob.  Ha, hn,  ha!  [edge! 

Joe.  Fv,  what  a shame  it  is, 

To  have  a lubber  shew  his  teeth  ! 

Fab.  Ha,  hit ! [wretched  fellow  ? 

Jar,  Why  dost  thou  Intigh  at  me,  thou 
Speak,  with  a pox  ! ami  look  you  render  uie 

Just  such  a reason 

Fab.  I shall  die  with  laughing!  [have 

Jac.  As  no  man  can  find  fault  with.  1 shall 
Another  sword,  I shall,  you  fleering  puppy  ! 
Fob.  Does  not  this  testiness  shew  finely 
in  thee? 

Once  more,  take  heed  of  children!  If  they 
find  thcc. 

They’ll  break  up  school  to  bear  thee  company, 
(Thou  wilt  be  such  a pastime)  and  hoot  at 
thee. 

And  call  thee  Bloody-bones,  and  Spade «, 
and  .Spit-lire, 

And  Gaffer  Madman, nnd  Go-by- Jeronimo**, 
And  Will  with  a Whisp,  and  Come- A loft, 
and  Crack- Rope,  [piece, 

And  old  Saint  Dennis  with  the  dudgeon  cod- 
And  twenty  such  names. 

Jac.  No,  I think  they  will  not. 

Fab.  Yes,  hut  they  will;  and  nurses  still 
their  children  [mo ! ’ 

Only  with  thee,  nnd  ‘Here  take  him,  Jnco- 
Jac.  God’s  precious,  that  I were  but  over 
thcc  [neck. 

One  steeple  height ! I’d  fall  nnd  break  thy 
Fab.  This  is  the  reason  1 laugh  at  thee,  and, 
While  thou  art  thus,  will  do.  Tell  me  one 
thing.  ftionme! 

Jac.  I wonder  how  thou  durst  thus  ques- 
Trithee  restore  my  sword. 


[Act  3.  Seme  6. 

Fab,  Tell  me  hut  one  thing, 

And  it  may  be  I will.  Nay,  sir,  keep  out. 
Jac.  Well,  I will  l»e  your  fool  now;  speak 
your  iniml,  sir. 

Fab.  Art  thou  not  breeding  teeth? 

Jac.  How!  teeth? 

Fab.  Yes,  teeth; 

Thou  wouldst  not  be  so  frowardelse. 

Jac.  Teeth? 

Fab.  Come ; *twill  make  thee 
A little  rheumatic,  but  that’s  all  one; 

We’ll  have  a bib,  for  spoiling  of  thy  doublet, 
And  a fring'd  inuckenrler  hang  at  thv  girdle; 
I’ll  he  thy  nurse,  and  get  a coral  for  tlice. 
And  a fine  ring  of  bells. 

Jac.  ’Faith,  this  is  somewhat  [you: 

Too  much,  Fabritio,  to  your  friend  that  love* 
Methinks,  your  goodness  rather  should  invent 
A way  to  tnake  my  follies  less,  than  breed  ’em. 
I should  have  been  inure  moderate  to  you; 
But  1 see  you  despise  me. 

Fab.  Now  I love  you.  Toot 

Tlure,  take  your  sword;  continue  so.  I dnre 
Stay  now  to  try  your  patience ; soon  I'll  meet 
you:  [state, 

And,  as  you  love  votir  lionours,  and  your 
Redeem  yourself  well  to  the  gentlewoman. 
Farewell,  ’till  soon  ! [Erd. 

Jac,  VV ell,  1 shall  think  of  this.  [ Exit . 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Host , Pisof  und  Boy  uith  a glass  if 
wine, 

Pisa.  Nothing  i*  th’  world  but  a dried 
tongue  or  two. 

Htul.  Taste  him,  and  tell  me. 

Pino.  He's  a valiant  wine; 

This  must  he  he,  mine  Host. 

Halt.  This  shall  be  ipse. 

()li,  lie’s  a devilish  biting  wine,  a tyrant 
Where  he  lays  hold,  sir ; this  is  he  that  norm 
Small  beer  should  quench  him,  or  a foolish 
caudle  [ him. 

Bring  him  to  bed  ; no,  if  he  flinch  I’ll  sJianie 
And  draw  him  out  to  mull  amongst  old  inid- 
wives. 

Piso.  There  is  a soldier,  I would  have  the* 
bat  ter  *7 


*5  And  Spade  and  Spit-Jire .]  If  one  would  compare  these  Authors  with  themselves,  there 
seems  to  he  reason  to  suspect  this  passage  as  corrupted : To  put  in  Spade , which  is  a name 
that  carries  no  terror  in  it  to  children,  between  two  which  are  usually  made  use  of  for  tluit 
purpose,  seems  to  me  not  a little  odd  : What  I conjecture  we  should  read  is  this: 

‘ And  call  thee  Bloody-liones,  Ran>-/ieadt  and  5>pit-fire/ 

So  in  activ.  scene  3,  of  this  play,  Clora  says  of  Jueomo, 

* Here’s  Raw-bead  come  again.’ 

And  in  The  Prophetess,  act  iv.  scene  5: 

* Now  i look 

‘ Like  Bloody-lamcs  and  Raw-head  to  fright  children.’  Sympsan. 

It  is  common  to  this  day,  among  the  vulgar,  to  say,  when  abused,  ‘ Call  me  any  thing 
but  spade.' 

*8  Go  by,  Jeronimo .]  An  expression  in  the  play  of  Jeronimo,  which  wa6  the  butt  of  ridicul® 
for  almost  every  author  of  the  times.  R, 

*7  Haze  thee  better.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Above  the  rest,  because  he  thinks  there’s  no 
man 

Can  give  him  drink  enough. 

Host.  What  kind  of  man  ? 

jp iso.  That  thou  mayst  know  him  perfectly, 
lie’s  one 

Of  a left-handed  making,  a lank  thing, 

As  if  his  belly  were  ta’en  up  with  straw, 

To  hunt  a match. 

Host.  Has  he  no  beard  to  shew  him? 

Pitt.  ’Faith,  but  a little;  yet  enough  to 
note  him, 


ass 

Which  grows  in  parcels,  here  and  there  n 
remnant : 

And  that  thou  inavst  not  miss  him,  he  i*  one 
That  wears  his  forehead  in  n velvet  scabbard. 
Host.  That  note’s  enough ; he’s  mine;  i’ll 
fuddle  him. 

Or  lie  i’  th* suds.  You  will  be  here  too? 
Piso.  Yes. 

’Till  soon,  farewell,  nnd  bear  up. 

Host.  If  I do  not. 

Say  I am  recreant;  I’ll  get  things  rmrlv. 

[Etc  u hi. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Angelo. 

Julio.  ,rPlS  strunge  thou  sbouldst  be  thus, 
-*■  with  thy  discretion. 

Ang.  I’m  sure  1 tun  so. 

Julio.  1 am  well,  you  sec. 

Ang.  Keep  yourself  warm  then,  and  go 
home  and  sleep, 

And  pray  to  God  thou  mayst  continue  so. 
•Would  I had  gone  to  th’  devil  of  an  errand, 
When  1 was  made  a fool  to  see  her ! Leave  uie ; 
1 am  not  fit  for  conversation. 

Julio.  Whv,  thou  art  worse  than  1 was. 
Ang.  Therefore  leave  me; 

The  nature  of  my  sickness  is  not  cos'd 
Uy  company  or  couusel : I am  mad; 

And,  if  you  follow  me  with  questions, 

Shall  shew  my  sell  so. 

Julio.  This  is  more  than  error. 

Ang.  Tray  be  content  that  you  have  made 
And  do  not  wouder  ut  uie.  [me  thus, 

Julio.  Let  me  know 

But  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I ain  gone  : 

I would  be  loth  to  leave  you  thus  else. 

Ang.  Nothing 

That  needs  your  fear ; that  is  sufficient. 

Tare  well,  and  pray  for  me. 

Julio.  I would  not  leave  you. 

Ang.  You  must  and  shall. 

Julio.  1 will  then.  ’Would  yon  woman 
Had  been  ten  fathom  underground,  when  first 
1 saw  her  eyes! 

Ang.  Yet  she  had  been  dangerous  ; 

For  to  some  wealthy  rock  ot  precious  stone, 
Or  mine  of  gold  as  tempting,  her  fair  body 
flight  havv  been  turn’d  ; which  once  found 
out  by  labour,  [|t# 

And  brought  to  use,  having  her  spells  within 
Alight  have  corrupted  states,  und  ruin’d  king- 
doms ; 


Which  had  been  fearful,  friend.  Go  ; when  I 
sec  thee 

Next,  1 will  be  us  thou  art,  or  no  more. 
'Pray  do  not  follow  me ; you’ll  make  me  angry. 
Julio,  lieav’n  grant  you  may  he  right  agam ! 
Ang.  Amen  ! [ Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Tavern-Boys , $c. 

Boy.  Score  a gallon  of  sack,  und  a pint  of 
olives,  to  the  Unicorn. 

Above  within.  Why,  drawer ! 

Boy.  Anon,  anon  ! £ there. 

Another  Boy.  Look  into  the  N&gVheud 
2 Boy.  Score  a quart  of  claret  to  the  Liar ; 
Ami  u pound  of  sausages  into  the  Flower-pot. 

Enter  First  Servant , with  wine. 

1 Srrr.  The  devil’s  iu  their  throats.  Auoii, 
anon ! 

Enter  Second  Servant. 

2 Serv.  Mull  a pint  [de-luce. 

Of  sack  there  for  the  women  in  the  Flower- 
And  put  in  ginger  enough ; they  belch  like 

pot-guns : 

And,  Robin,  fetch  tobacco  for  the  Peacock; 
They  will  not  be  drunk  till  midnight  else, 
llow  now  ! 

How  does  my  master? 

2 Boy.  ’Faith,  he  lies,  drawing  on  apace. 

1 Boy.  That’s  an  ill  sign. 

2 Boy.  And  fumbles  with  the  pots  too •»•. 

J By.  Then  there’s  no  way  but  one  with 
2 Boy.  All  the  rest,  [him. 

Except  the  Captain,  are  in  limbo  pati  urn, 
Where  they  lie  sod  in  s ick. 

1 Boy.  Does  lie  bear  up  still  ? 

2 Boy.  Afore  the  wind  still,  w ith  his  lights 
up  bravely  : 

All  be  takes  iu  1 think  be  turns  to  juleps, 


I wish  our  Poets  had  been  n little  less  satirical  upou  their  master  Shakespeare:  This 
expression  is  a plain  sneering  parody  upon  the  description  of  hulstuir s de  ath,  in  Henry  V. 

act  ii.  scene  3;  „ 

‘ For  after  I saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets,  Otc.  Symplon. 
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Or  h*  has  a world  of  stowage  in  his  belly  ; 
The  rest  look  nil  like  fire-drakes,  and  lie 
scatter’d  [ter 

I.ike  ruslies  round  about  the  room.  My  nms- 
Is  now  the  lovmg’st  man,  1 think,  above 
ground 

1 Bin/.  ’Would  he  were  always  drunk  tjien  ! 
Within.  Drawer  ! 

2 Boy.  Anon,  anon,  sir! 

1 Boy.  And  swears  I shall  be  free  tomor- 
row- ; and  so  weeps, 

And  calls  upon  my  mistress! 

2 Bin/.  Then  he’s  right. 

1 Boy.  And  swears  the  Captain  must  lie 
this  night  with  her, 

( \nd  bad  me  break  it  to  her  w ith  discretion) 
That  he  may  leave  an  issue  al  ter  him. 

Able  to  entertain  a Dutch  ambassador: 

And  tells  him  feelingly  how  sweet  she  is, 
And  Ito w he  stole  her  from  her  friends  i’  th’ 
country,  friers, 

And  brought  her  up  disguised  with  the  car- 
And  was  time  nights  bereaving  Iter  her  maid- 
enhead. 

And  the  tenth  got  a drawer.  Here  they  come. 

J Enter  Jacomo , Hat,  Lodovico,  and  Piso. 
Within.  Drawer!  [Peter, 

1 Boy.  Anon,  anon ! Speak  to  the  Tiger, 
Host.  There’s  my  bells,  boys,  my  silver  bcU* 
Pup.  ’Would  he  were  bang'd 
As  high  as  1 could  ring  him ! 

Host.  Captain. 

Jac.  Ho,  Boy  ? 

Ijod.  Robin  sufficient  single  beer,  as  cold 
Aft  crystal;  quench,  Robin,  quench. 

1 Boy.  I’m  gone,  sir. 

Host.  Shall  we.  bear  up  still?  Captain, 
how  I love  thee!  [hand, 

Sweet  Captain,  let  me  kiss  thee!  By  this 
I love  thee  next  to  malmsey  in  a morning, 

Of  all  things  transitory. 

Juc.  I love  thee  t«K), 

As  far  as  1 can  love  a fat^nan. 

Host.  Dost  thou,  Captain  ? 

Sweetly?  and  heartily? 

Jac.  With  all  my  heart,  boy. 

Host.  Then,  welcome.  Death! — Come, 
close  mine  eyes,  sweet  Captain; 

Thou  shalt  have  all. 

Joe.  What  shall  your  wife  have  then? 

Host . Why,  slu*  shall  have 
(Besides  mv  blessing,  and  u silver  spoon) 
Enough  to  keep  her  stirring  in  the  world, 
Three  little  children ; one  of  them  was  mine. 
Upon  my  conscience;  lli’  other  two  are  Pa- 
gans a®!  [money, 

Juc.  Twere  good  -she  had  a little  foolish 
To  rub  the  time  away  with. 


Host.  Not  a mg4*, 

Not  a denier:  No;  lether  spin,  aGod’s  name, 
And  rai*e  her  house  again. 

Jac.  Thou  shalt  not  die  tho’. 

Bov,  see  your  master  safe  delivered; 
lie’s  ready  to  lie-in. 

Host.  Goodnight! 

Jac.  Good  morrow  ! [boys. 

Drink  till  the  cow  come  home,  'tis  all  paid 
Ijod.  A pox  of  sack  ! 

Host.  Marry,  God  bless  my  butts ! Sack  is 
a jewel ; 

Tis  comfortable,  gentlemen. 

Juc.  More  beer,  bay; 

Verv  sufficient  single  beer. 

Boy.  Here,  sir. 

How  is  it,  gentlemen? 

Jac.  But  e’en  so  so. 

Hunt,  Go  before  finely,  Robin,  and  prepare 
My  wife;  bid  her  be  right  and  straight;  I 
corne,  boy. 

And,  sirrah,  if  they  quarrel,  let  ’em  use 
Their  own  discretions,  by  all  means,  and 
stir  not; 

And  he  that’s  kill’d  shall  be  as  sw  eetly  buried. 
Captain,  adieu  ! adieu,  sweet  bully  Captain  ! 
One  kiss  before  I die,  one  kiss! 

Juc.  Farewell,  boy ! 

Host.  All  my  sweet  boys,  farewell!  [Erf/, 
hoi.  Go  sleep;  you’re  drunk.  [lodging. 
Jac.  Come,  gentlemen  ; I’ll  sec  you  at your 
You  look  not  lustily;  a quart  more? 

Lad.  No,  buy. 

Pisa.  Get  us  a torch. 

Boy  Tis  day,  sir. 

Jac . That’s  all  one.  [hoy? 

Piso.  Are  not  those  the  stars,  thou  scurvy 
hod.  Is  not  Charle-.wain  there?  tell  me 
that!  there? 

Jac.  Yes; 

I’ve  paid  ’em  truly.  Do  not  vex  him,  sirrah. 

Piso.  Confess  it,  boy;  or,  as  I live,  I’ll 
Midnight  into  thv  brains.  [beat 

Boy.  I do  confess  it. 

Piso.  Then  live ; and  draw  more  small 
beer  presently. 

Jac.  Come,  boys,  let’s  bug  together,  and 
be  loving,  [hearts! 

And  sin",  and  do  brave  tilings.  Clieerly,  my 
A pox  o*  being  sad  ! Now  could  I fly, 

Aud  turn  tile  world  about  upon  iny  finger. 
Come,  ye  shall  love  me;  I’m  an  honest  fel- 
low : 

Hang  care  and  fortune!  wc  are  friends. 
hod.  No.  Captain.  [dearly. 

Jac.  Do  not  yon  love  me?  I love  you  two 
Piso.  No,  by  no  means;  you  are  a fighting 
captain,  [dozens. 

And  kill  up  such  poor  people  as  wc  are  by  th’ 


K Th  other  treo  ore  Pagans.]  In  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  act  ii.  scene  2,  Prince  Hen- 
ry, enquiring  concerning  Doll  iearsheet,  says,  4 What  Pa/: an  may  that  be?*  upon  which  pas- 
sage Mr.  Steevcns  remarks,  that  4 Pagan  seems  to  have  been  a cant  term  implying  * irregu* 
* larity, either  ot  birth  or  manners;’  and,  to  prove  it,  cites  these  two  lines  of  our  Author.  JL 
**  A cant  term  this  for  a fur  thing.  Sympson. 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 

Lod.  As  die?  kill  flics  with  fox-tails,  Cap- 
Jar.  Well,  sir?  [tain. 

Lod.  Methinks  now,  as  I stand,  the  Cap- 
tain shews 

To  he  a very  merciful  young  man. 

And  ’prithee,  Piso,  let  me  have  thy  opinion. 

Piso.  Then  he  shall  have  mercy  that  racr- 
Orall  the  painters  are  Apocrypha.  [ciftU  is, 
Juc.  I’m  glad  you  have  your  wits  yet.  Will 
ye  go  ? 

Piso.  You  had  best  say  we're  drunk. 

Jac.  Y e arc. 

Lod.  You  lie ! 

Jac.  Ye’re  rascals,  drunken  rascals! 

Piso.  rfis  sufficient. 

Jac.  And  now  I’ll  tell  you  why,  before  I 
beat  ye:  [days. 

You  have  been  tampering  any  time  these  three 
Tims  to  disgrace  me. 

Piso.  That's  a lie  too. 

Jar.  Well,  sir  ! [you ; 

Yet,  I thank  God,  I've  turn’d  your  points  on 
For  which  I’ll  spare  ye  somewhat,  Imlf  a beat-* 
ing. 

Piso.  I'll  make  you  fart  fire,  Captain,  by 
this  band,  [you. 

An  ye  provoke — Do  not  provoke.  I’d  wish 
Juc.  How  do  you  like  this?  [Beats  them. 
Ijod.  Sure  I am  enchanted. 

Piso.  Stay  till  I draw— 

Jac.  Dispatch  then ; I am  angry. 

Piso.  A ud  thou  shalt  see  Ivow  suddenly  I'!l 
kill  thee. 

Jac.  Thou  dar’st  not  draw.  Ye  cold,  tame, 
mangy  cowards,  [valiant? 

Ye  drunken  rogues,  can  nothing  make  ye 
Not  wine,  nor  heating? 

Lod.  If  this  way  be  suffer'd 

Tis  very  well ! 

Juc.  Go ; there's  your  wav ; go  and  sleep ! 
I've  pity  on  you;  you  shall  have  the  rest 
Tomorrow  when  we  meet. 

Piso.  Come,  Lodovic: 

He’s  monstrous  drunk  now  ; there’s  no  talk- 
ing with  him. 

Jac.  I am  so ; when  Pin  sober,  I’ll  do  more. 
Boy,  where’s  mine  Host? 

, [ Ercunt  I sid.  and  Piso. 

Bog.  He’s  on  his  bed,  asleep,  sir.  [Ksit. 
Juc.  Let  hicn  alone  then.  Now  am  1 high 
ptoof 

For  any  action;  now  could  I fight  bravely, 

And  charge  into  a wildfire  ; or  I could  love 
Any  man  living  now,  or  any  woman, 

Hr  indeed  any  creature  that  loves  sack, 
Extremely,  monstrously:  I am  so  loving, 

Just  at  tins  instant,  that  I might  be  brought 
(I  feel  it)  with  a little  labour,  now  to  talk 
With  a justice  of  peace,  that  to  my  nature 
I hate  next  an  ill  sword.  I will  do 
Some  strange  brave  thing  now;  and  I have 
it  here : 

Tray  God  the  air  keep  out!  I feci  it  buzzing. 

[Exit. 

VOL.  II.  2 X 


SCENE  I IT* 

Enter  Frederick,  Frank , and  Clora . 
Clora.  She  loves  him  too  much ; that’s  the 
plain  truth,  Frederick ; 

For  which,  if  I might  he  believ’d,  I think  her 
A strange  forgetter  of  herself : There’s  Julio, 

Or  twenty  more 

Fred.  In  your  eye,  I believe  you; 

But,  credit  me,  the  Captain  is  a man, 

Lay  but  his  rough  affections  by,  as  worthy— 
Clora.  So  is  a restyjade  a horse  of  service. 
If  he  would  leave  his  nature.  Give  roe  one, 
By  your  leave,  sir,  to  make  a husband  of, 
Not  to  be  wean’d,  when  I should  marry  hime 
Methinks,  a man  is  misery  enough. 

Fred.  You  are  too  bitter.  I’d  not  hav« 
him  worse; 

Yet  J shall  see  you  hamper’d  one  day,  lady, 
I do  not  doubt  it,  for  this  heresy. 

Clora.  I’ll  burn  before ! Come,  ’pritbep 
leave  this  sadness, 

This  walking  by  thyself  to  see  the  devil. 

This  mumps,  this  Uchrinut , this  love  in  sip- 
It  fits  thee  like  a French  hood.  [pets; 

Frank.  Does  it  so? 

I’m  sure  it  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking,  Qy; 
And  nothing  to  the  purpose:  Take  up  quick 
Thy  wit  will  founder  ol  all  four  else,  wench, 
If  thou  hold'st  this  pace;  take  up,  when  I 
bid  thee. 

Clora.  Before  your  brother?  fy! 

Fred.  I can  endure  it. 

Enter  Jucomo. 

Clora.  Here’s  Raw-head  come  again.  Lord, 
how  he  looks ! 

’Pray  God  we  ’scape  with  broken  pates ! 
prank.  Were  I he, 

Thou  shouldst  not  want  thy  wish.  He  has 
Has  he  not,  Frederick  ? [been  drinking; 
Fred.  Yes ; but  do  not  find  it. 

Clora.  Peace,  and  let’s  hear  his  wisdom. 
Fred.  You  will  mad  him. 

Jac.  I*in  somewhat  bold,  but  that's  all  one. 
Clora.  A short  and  pithy  saying  of  a sol- 
Frank.  As  I live,  [dier. 

Thou  art  n strange  mad  wench! 

Clara.  To  make  a parson. 

Jac.  Ladies,  I mean  to  kiss  you 

Clora.  How  he  wipes  [have  it. 

His  mouth,  like  n young  preacher ! We  shall 
Juc.  In  order  a s you  lie  before  met  First, 

I will  begin  with  you. 

Frank.  With  me,  sir? 

Jac.  Yes.  [ease, 

Frank . If  you  will  promise  roe  to  kiss  in 
I care  not  if  I venture.  [tions, 

Jac.  I’ll  kiss  according  to  mine  own  rnvrn- 
As  1 shall  see  cause ; sweetly  I would  wish 
I love  you.  [you. 

Frank.  Do  you,  sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes,  indeed  do  I ; 
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Frank.  I would  you  would,  sir ! 

Juc.  I would  to  God  I could ; but  *tis  suffi- 
I love  you  with  my  heart.  [dent, 

Frank.  Alas,  poor  heart! 

.lac.  And  I ntn sorry ; but  we’ll  talk  of  tliut 
Hereafter,  ift  please  God. 

Frank.  F/en  when  you  will,  sir. 

Flora.  lie's  dismal  drunk  ; would  he  were 
Juc.  You,  [muzzled  ! 

I take  it,  arc  the  next. 

Frank.  Go  to  him,  fool. 

Flora.  Not  f ; lie’ll  bite  roc. 

Juc.  When,  wit  ? when  ? 

Flora.  Good  Captain  ! [fnercy. 

Jar.  Nnv,  an  you  play  bo-peep,  I’ll  ha*  no 
But  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay,  I’ll  not  defend  you. 

Clara.  Good  Captain,  do  not  hurt  roe ! I 
That  e’er  I anger'd  you.  [am  sorry 

Jac.  I’ll  tew  you  for’t, 

By  this  hand,  wit,  unless  you  kiss  discreetly. 

[Kissel  her. 

Clara.  No  more,  sir. 

Jac.  Yes,  a little  more,  sweet  wit  j 
One  taste  more  o*  your  office.  Go  thy  ways, 
With  thy  small  kettle-drums;  upon  my  con- 
science, N [oVr. 

Thou  nft  the  best  that  o’er  man  laid  his  Ice 
Flora.  He  smells  just  like  a cellar:  Fy  upon 
Juc.  Sweet  lady,  now  to  you.  [him! 

[Grwtq?  to  Frederick. 
Flora.  For  lute’s  sake,  kiss  him. 

Fred.  I shall  not  keep  my  countenance. 
Frank.  Try,  ’prithee. 

Jac.  ’Pruv  hr  not  coy,  sweet  woman ; for 
I’ll  kiss  you. 

I'm  blunt;  but  you  must  pardon  me. 

Flora.  Oh,  God,  my  sides  ! 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jac.  Why  ha, ha,  ha?  why  laugh? 

Why  all  this  noise,  sweet  ladies? 

Clara.  Lusty  Laurence, 

.See  what  n gentlewoman  you've  saluted  : 
Tray  God,  she  prove  not  quick  ! 

Fred.  Where  were  thine  eves, 

To  take  tnc  for  a woman  ? ha,  ha,  ha! 

Jac.  Who  art’a  ? art ’a  mortal? 

Fred.  I am  Frederick.  [Frederick, 

Jac.  Then  Frederick  rs  an  ass,  a scurvy 
To  laugh  at  roe. 

Frank.  Sweet  Captain  ! 

Jac.  Away,  woman!  [woman! 

Go  stitch,  mid  serve  God ; I despise  thee, 
And  Frederick  shall  be  beaten.  ’Sblond,  you 
rogue, 

Have  you  none  else  to  make  your  puppies  of 
But  me  ? 

Fred.  I prithee  be  more  patient; 

There’s  no'  hurt  done. 


[Act  4.  Scene  9. 

Jac.  ’Shlnod,  but  there  shall  be,  scab! 
Flora.  Help,  help,  for  love’s  sake! 

Frank.  Who’s  within  there? 

I Fred.  So ! 

Now  you  have  made  n fair  hand. 

Jac.  Why? 

Fred.  You’ve  kill’d  me.  [Falla  a»  kill'd. 
Flora.  Call  in  some  officers,  and  stay  the 
Jac.  You  shall  not  need.  [Captain! 

('Inra  This  is  your  drunkenness  ! [ rick ! 

Frank.  Oh/ me!  unhappy  hrothc r Frede- 
Look  hut  upon  me ; do  not  part  so  from  me  ! 
Set  Inin  a little  higher.  He  is  dead! 

Flora.  Oh,  villain,  villain  ! 

Enter  Fubritio  and  Servant*. 

Fab  HoW  now  ! what’s  the  matter? 
Frank.  Oh,  sir,  my  brother ! Oh,  luy  dcaN 
est  brother! 

Flora.  This  drunken  trough  has  kill’d  him. 
Fab.  Kill’d  him? 

Flora.  Yes. 

For  God  sake,  hang  him  quickly  ! he  will  da 
Ev’ry  day  such  a murder  else.  There’s  no- 
thing 

But  a strong  gallows  that  can  make  him  quiet ; 
1 find  it  in  his  nature  too  late. 

Fab.  ’Pray  be  quiet ; 

Let  me  come  to  Inm. 

Flora.  Some  go  for  a surgeon  ! 

Frank.  Oh,  what  a wretched  woman  bat 
he  made  me ! 

Let  me  alone,  good  sir! 

Fab.  To  what  a fortune 
Hast  thou  reserv'd  thy  life  ! 

Jac.  Fahritio. 

Fub.  Never  cutrcat  uic;  for  I will  not 
know  thee, 

Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  unless  it  be 
To  have  thee  bang'd. — For  God  sake,  be 
more  temperate! 

Juc.  I have  a sword  still,  and  I am  a villain  ! 
Flora,  if  c.  Hold/  hokl,  hold  ! 

Jac.  Hat*! 

Flora.  Away  with  him,  for  Heaven’s  sake! 
lie  is  too  desperate  for  our  enduring,  [not; 

Fab.  Come, you  shall  sleep;  come,  strive 
I’ll  have  it  so.  Here,  take  him  to  his  lodging; 
And  see  him  laid  before  you  part. 

Scrr.  We  will,  sir.  [ Exeunt  Jac.  andSerr. 
Fred.  Ne’er  wonder;  1 atn  living  yet,  and 
well.  [it 

I thank  you,  sister,  for  your  grief ; ’pray  keep 
’Till  I am  fitter  for  it. 

Fub.  Do  you  live,  sir? 

Fred.  Yes ; hut  ’twas  time  to  counterfeit, 
he  was  grown 

To  such  a madness  in  his  wine. 

Fub.  TTwas  well,  sir, 


«'  Jac.  If  a ? F.xit.]  So,  without  authority,  reads  Sympson;  but  it  is  impossible  the  Authot 
should  intend  Jarotno  to  depart  here,  when  Fabritio’s  next  speech  is  partly  addressed  to  bar, 
and  partly  to  the  Servants,  directing  them  to  ‘ take  him  to  his  lodging;’  by  which  speech* 
•Wo,  we  understand  that  he  ttruggled  with  them. 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 

You  had  that  good  respect  unto  his  temper, 
That  no  worse  followed. 

Fred.  If  i had  stood  him, 

Certain  one  of  us  must  have  perish'd.  Huw 
now,  Frank  ? [aspeu  ! 

Frank.  Beshrew  my  heart,  I tremble  like  an 
Ciora.  Let  him  come  here  no  more,  fur 
Heaven's  sake, 

Unless  he  he  in  chains. 

Frank.  I would  fain  see  hirn 
After  he  has  slept,  Fahritio,  but  to  try 
How  he  will  by.  Chide  him,  and  bring  him 
back. 

Ciora.  You'll  never  leave,  ’till  you  be  wor- 
ried with  him. 

Frank.  Come,  brother;  we’ll  walk  in,  and 
laugh  a little, 

To  get  this  fever  off  me. 

Clara.  Hang  him,  squih ! 

Now  could  I grind  him  into  priming  powder. 
Frank.  'Pray  will  you  leave  your  fooling? 
Fab.  Come,  all  friends49.  [men  sore, 
Frank.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of 
Thou  art  so  cross  and  peevish. 

Fab.  1 will  chide  him } [for’t. 

And,  if  lie  he  not  graceless,  make  him  cry 
Clara.  I'd  go  a mile  (to  see  him  cry)  in 
slippers, 

lie  would  look  so  like  n whey-cheese. 

Frank.  'Would  we  might  see  him  once 
Fab.  If  you  dare  [more! 

Venture  a second  trial  of  his  temper, 

1 make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Clara.  No,  good  Frank, 

Let  him  alone:  I sec  his  vein  lies  only 
For  fulling  out  at  wakes  and  bear-baitings, 
Tlmt  may  express  him  sturdy. 

Fab.  Now,  indeed, 

You  are  too  sharp,  sweet  sister;  for  unless 
It  he  this  sin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 
1 mean  this  sourness,  lie's  as  brave  a fellow, 
As  forward,  and  as  understanding  else. 

As  any  lie  that  lives. 

Frank.  I do  believe  you ; 

And,  g<K>d  sir,  when  you  see  him,  if  we  have 
Distasted  his  opinion  any  way, 

Flake  peace  again. 

Fab.  I will.  I’ll  leave  ve,  ladies. 

Clara.  Take  heed ! y'  had  best ; h*  has 
sworn  to  pay  you  else.  [threaten’d. 
Fab.  I warrant  you ; 1 have  been  often 


Clara.  When  he  comes  next,  I'll  have  the 
cough,  or  toolh-ach,  [chamber ; 

Or  something  that  shall  make  me  keep  iny 
1 love  him  so  well. 

Frank.  'Would  you’d  keep  your  tongue  ! 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  IV a. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  I cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly 
woman, 

This  Lelia  ; whom  I know  too,  yet  am  caught; 
Her  looks  arc  nothing  like  her:  ’Would  her 
Were  ail  in  Paris  print  upon  her  face,  [faults 
Cum  pririlegio  to  use ’em  still ! I would  write 
An  epistle  before  it,  on  the  inside  of  her  musk. 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  whore  of  Babylon  ; 
With  a preface  upon  her  nose  to  live  gentle 
And  they  should  be  to  be  sold  [render : 
At  the  sign  of  the  Whore’s  Head  i’  tli’  Pot- 
tage-pot, 

In  wlmt  street  you  please.  But  all  this  helps 
not  me ! 

I’m  made  to  be  thus  catch'd,  past  any  redress, 
With  a thiug  i contemn  too.  I've  read  Epic- 
tetus 

Twice  over  ’gainst  the  desire  of  these  out- 
ward tilings; 

And  still  her  fuce  runs  in  my  mind  : I went 
To  say  my  prayers,  an  J they  were  so  laid  out 
o*  th’  way, 

That  if  I could  find  any  prayers  1 had, 

I am  no  Christian.  This  is  the  door,  and  the 
short  is, 

I must  see  her  again.  [lie  knocks. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Who’s  there? 

Ang.  Tis  L: 

I would  speak  with  your  mistress. 

Maid.  Did  she  send  for  you  ? 

Ang.  No;  what  then?  I would  see  her. 

’Prithee,  by  thy  leave ! 

Maul.  Not  by  my  leave;  for  she  will  not 
sec  you,  but  doth  hate 
You  and  your  friend,  aud  doth  wish  you  both 
bung’d ; 

Which,  being  so  proper  men,  isgreat  pity 
That  you  are  not. 

Ang.  llowisthis? 


♦'  Come,  all  friends. 

Frank.  Thou  urt  enough  to. make  an  age  of  men.  so. 

Thou  art  so  cross  and  peevish.]  'This  seems,*  says  Mr.  Sympson,  ‘to*  he  as  odd  a reason 
1 as  well  could  be  given,  to  confirm  the  line  above:*  And  lie  supposes  that  * some  line  or 
* lines  have  been  dropt.' — The  first  copy  is  much  confused  in  this  scene:  It  never  mentions 
the  departure  ol’ Jacomo ; hut  on  Fabritio’s  saying, ‘Come,  all  friends,*  it  says,  Exeunt,  us 
if  all  were  to  depart,  though  Fahritio  and  the  two  ladies  continue  conversing. — The  alter- 
ation of  so  to  sore  (which  we  have  made)  destroys  the  ubsurdtty  which  Sympson  complains 
of,  and  which  every  one  must  see. 

<3  Scene  IV.]  The  measure  of  this  scene  (till  the  entrance  of  the  Father)  is,  in  all  editions 
prior  to  that  of  1750,  divided  extremely  bad:  Mr.  Sympson  then  made  a new  division  of  the 
lines,  which  seems  to  us  far  from  satisfactory.  Wc  have  endeavoured  to  make  out  a better 
and  more  nulural  one. 
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[Act  4.  Seen*  i. 


Mild.  For  toot  sweet  self,  in  particular. 
Who  she  resolves  persuaded  your  friend  to 
neglect  her,  [uuction, 

She  dceim-th  whipcord  the  most  convenient 
For  your  back  and  shoulders. 

Jng.  Let  me  in,  I’ll  satisfy  her. 

Maid.  And  if 't  shall  hapu  en  that  you  are 
in  doubt 

Of  these  m v speeches  insomuch  that  you 
Shall  spend  more  time  in  arguing  at  the  door, 
I am  fully  persunded  that  my  mistress  in  per- 
son from  above, 

Will  utter  her  mind  more  at  large,  by  way 
Of  urine  upon  your  head,  that  it  may  sink 
The  more  soundly  into  your  understanding 
faculties.  (pretty  soul, 

Ang.  This  is  the  strangest  tiling ! Good 
Why  dost  thou  use  me  so?  I pray  thee 
Let  me  in.  Sweet-heart ! 

Maid.  Indeed  I cannot,  Sweet-heart! 

A ng.  Thou  art  u handsome  one,  and  this 
Does  not  become  thee.  [crossness 

Maid.  Alas,  I cannot  help  it. 

Aug.  Especially  to  me:  Thou  know’st  when 
1 was  here 

I said  I lik’d  thee  of  all  thy  mistress'  servants. 

Maid.  So  did  I you  ; tho’  it  be  not  my  for- 
To  express  it  at  this  present;  for  truly,  [tune 
If  you  would  cry,  I cannot  kt  you  in. 

Ang.  Pox  on  her!  I must  go  die  down-right 
way. — Look  you,  [her. 

Here  is  ten  pouud  for  you,  let  me  speak  with 
Maid.  1 like  your  gold  well,  hut  it  is  a 
thing,  [with  you, 

By  Hcav'n,  I cannot  do!  She  will  not  speak 
Especially  at  this  time ; sh’  lias  affairs. 

Ang.  This  makes  her  leave  her  jesting  yet. 
— But  take  it, 

And  let  me  see  her;  bring  me  to  a place 
Where,  undiscernt-d  of  herself,  I may 
Eeed  my  desiring  eyes  but  Imlf-nn-hour. 
Maid.  Why,  'faith,  I think  I can;  and  I 
will  stretch  [swear, 

My  wits  and  body  too  for  gold.  If  you  will 
As  you  are  gentle,  not  to  stir  or  speak, 
Whatever45  you  shall  see  or  hear,  now  or 
hereafter — 

Give  me  your  gold : I'll  plant  you. 

Aug.  Why,  as  I am  a gentleman, 

J will  not. 

Muid.  Enough.  Quick ! follow  me. 

[Errant. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Why,  where’s  this  inaid  ? She  has 
much  care  of  her  business ! [whiew  ! 
Kell ! I think  she  he  sunk  ! Why,  Nell, 
Muid.  [auMm].  What  is  the  matter? 

Enter  Maid. 

Serv.  I pray  you  heartily  come  away  ! 

Oh,  come,  come.  The  gentleman  my  mis- 
tress invited 


Is  coming  down  the  street,  and  the  banquet 
Not  yet  brought  out ! 

[ They  bring  in  the  banquet. 
Lelia.  [arifAin].  Nell,  sirrah! 

Maid,  i come,  forsooth. 

Serv.  Now  must  I walk : 

When  there  is  nnv  fleshly  matters  in  hand. 

My  mistress  send**  me  of  a four  hours' errand: 
But  if  1 go  not  about  mine  own  bodily  bunnies* 
As  well  as  she,  I am  a Turk.  [Esit. 

Enter  Father. 

Father.  What ! all  wide  open  ? T’is  the  w ay 
to  sin, 

Doubtless ; but  I must  on ; the  gates  of  bell 
Arc  not  more  passable  than  these:  How  they 
Will  be  to  get  out,  Cod  knows;  I must  try. 
Tis  very  strange ! If  there  be  any  life  [self! 
Within  this  house,  ’would  it  would  shew  it-. 
What’s  here?  a banquet?  and  no  mouth  to 
eut, 

Or  bid  inc  do  it?  This  is  something  like 
The  entertainment  of  adventurous  knights 
Ent'rmg  enchanted  castles  ; for  the  manner, 
Tho’  there  he  nothing  dismal  to  be  seen,  • 
Amazes  me  a little.  What  is  meant 
By  this  strange  invitation?  I will  sound 
My  daughter’s  meaning  ere  I speak  to  her. 
If  it  he  possible  ; for  by  my  voice  [Mustek. 
She  will  discover  me.  Hark!  whence  is  this? 

THE  SONG.4* 

Come  hither,  you  that  love,  and  hear  me 
Of  joys  still  growing,  [sing 

Green,  fresh  and  lusty,  as  the  pride  of 
And  ever  blowing.  [spring. 

Come  hither,  youths  dial  blush,  and  dare 
not  know 

What  is  desire, 

And  old  men,  worse  than  you,  that  cannot 
One, spark  of  fire.  [blow 

And  with  the  power  of  my  enchanting  song. 
Boys  shall  he  able  men, ami  old  men  young. 

Enter  A age  to  above. 

Conic  lnther,  you  that  hope,  and  you  that 
Leave  off  complaining ; [cry ; 

Youth,  strength,  and  beauty,  that  shall 
never  die, 

Arc  here  remaining.  [long 

Come  hither,  fools,  and  blush  you  stay  so 
From  being  blest,  [w  rong. 

And  mad  men  worse  than  you,  thut  suffer 
Yet  seek  no  rest. 

And  in  an  hour,  with  my  enrhaoting  song, 
You  shall  he  ever  pleas’d,  and  young  maids 
long. 

Enter  Lelia  and  Woman , with  night-govx 
and  slippers. 

Lelia.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  hither!  as  this 
kiss, 


Where  you  shall.]  Varied  by  Sympson. 

46  It  is  a suflicient  compliment  to  this  Song,  that  Mr.  Killigrew  has  inserted  it  inhisTho’.aaso, 
tr  Merry  Wanderer.  Symvsvn. 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 

Giv’n  with  a larger  freedom  than  the  use 
Of  strangers  will  admit,sball  witness  to  you. — 
Put  the  gown  on  him.— In  this  chair  sit 
down.— 

Give  him  his  slippers. — Be  not  so  amaz’d  : 
Here's  to  your  health ! and  you  shall  feel  this 
wine 

Stir  lively  in  me,  in  the  Head  of  night. — 

Give  him  some  wine. — Fall  to  vour  banquet, 
And  let  us  crow  in  mirth.  Tho*  I am  set  [sir  ; 
Now  thus  fur  off  you,  yet,  four  glasses  hence, 

I will  sit  here,  and  try,  till  both  our  bloods 
Shoot  up  and  down  to  find  a passage  out’; 
Then  mouth  to  mouth  will  we  walk  up  to  bed, 
And  undress  one  another  as  wt  go  ; 

Where  both  my  treasure,  body,  and  iny  soul, 
Arc  yours  to  be  dispos’d  of. 

Father.  Umh!  umh! 

J Makes  signs  of  his  white  head  and  beard. 
Leliu.  Y ou  are  old  ? 

Is  that  your  meaning?  Why, you  are  to  me 
The  greater  novelty ; all  our  fresh  youth 
Are  daily  offer’d  me.  Tho*  you  perform, 

As  you  think,  little,  yet  you  satisfy 
My  appetite ; from  your  experience 
I may  learn  something  in  the  way  of  lust 
I may  be  better  for.  But  I can  teach 
These  young  ones : But  this  day  1 did  refuse 
A pair  of  them  ; Julio  and  Angelo,  [fools 
And  told  them  they  were,  as  they  were,  raw 
And  whelps.  [Ang.  makes  discontented  signs. 

Maid.  'Pray  God  he  speak  not ! 

[ Maid  lays  her  finger  cross  her  mouth  to  him . 

Lelia.  Why  speak  you  not, 

Sweet  air? 

Father.  Umh  ! 

[Slops  his  cars;  shews  he  is  troubled  with  the 
musick. 

Lelia.  Peace  there,  that  musick ! Now,  sir, 
Speak  to  qie. 

Father.  Umh  ! [Poislf  at  the  Maid. 
Lelia.  Why?  would  you  have  her  gone? 
You  need  not  keep  your  freedom  in  for  her; 
She  knows  tny  life,  that  she  might  write  it ; 

think  [fessor, 

She  is  a stone : She  is  a kind  of  bawdy  con- 
And  will  not  utter  secrets. 

Father.  Umh  ! [Points  at  her  again. 
Lelia.  Be  pone  then, 

Since  lie  needs  will  have  it  so.  Tis  all  one. 

[Erit  Maid.  Father  locks  the  door. 
Is  all  now  as  you  would ; Come,  meet  me 
then ; 

And  brim'  a thousand  kisses  on  thy  lips. 

And  I will  rob  thee  of ’em,  and  yet  have 
Thy  lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 
Father.  Yes,  all  is  as  I would,  but  thou  ! 
IMia.  By  Heaven, 

It  is  my  father?  [Slorli. 

Father.  And  I do  beseech  thee 
Leave  these  unheard-of  lusts,  which  worse 
become  thee 

Than  mocking  of  thy  father.  Let  thine  eyes 
Reflect  upon  thy  soul,  and  there  behold 
How  loathed  black  it  is;  and  whereas  now 


All 

Thy  face  is  hcav’nly  fair,  but  thy  mind  foul. 
Go  but  into  thy  closet,  and  there*  cry 
Till  thou  hast  spoil’d  that  face,  and  thou  shult 
find 

IIow  excellent  a change  thou  wilt  have  made. 
For  iuward  beauty. 

Ixtia.  Tho’  I know  him  now 
To  be  my  father,  never  let  me  live 
If  my  lust  do  abate!  I’ll  take  upon  in« 

To  have  known  him  all  this  while. 

Father.  Look  1 dost  thou  know  me? 

Ix./ia.  I knew  you,  sir,  before. 

Father.  What  didst  thou  do  ? 

Lelia.  Knew  you : And  so  umriov’dly  have 
you  borne 

All  the  sad  crosses  that  I laid  upon  you. 

With  such  a noble  temper,  which  indeed 
I purposely  cast  on  you,  to  discern 
Your  carriage  in  calamity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  ’em  with  that  brave  con- 
tempt, 

That  I have  turn’d  the  reverence  of  a child 
Into  the  hot  affection  of  a lover  : [yours, 

Nor  can  there  on  the  earth  be  found,  but 
A spirit  lit  to  meet  with  mine. 

Futher.  A woman  ? 

Thou  art  not  sure ! 

Leliu.  Look  and  believe. 

Futher.  Thou  art 

Something  created  to  succeed  the  devil, 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  course. 
And  compassing  the  world.  But  I believe 
thee ; 

Thou  didst  hut  mean  to  try  my  patience. 
And  dost  so  still:  But  better  be  advis’d, 

And  make  thy  trial  with  some  other  things 
That  safelier  will  admit  a dalliance: 

And  if  it  should  be  earnest,  understand 
How  curs’d  thou  art!  so  far  from  Heaven, 
that  thou 

Bcliev’&t  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone, 

Or  with  a stranger,  but  wouldst  heap  all  sins 
Unnatural  upon  this  aged  head; 

And  draw  thy  father  to  thy  bed,  and  hell! 
ljclia.  You  are  deceiv’d,  sir;  ’tis  not  a- 
gaiust  nature 

For  us  to  lie  together:  If  you  have 
An  arrow  of  the  same  tree  with  your  bow, 
Is’t  more  unnatural  to  shoot  it  there 
Than  in  another?  Tis  our  geuerul  nature 
To  procreate,  as  fire’s  is  to  consume ; 

A ml  it  will  trouble  you  to  find  a stick 
The  tire  will  turn  from.  If ’t  he  Nature’s  will 
We  should  not  mix,  she  will  discover  to  ns 
Some  most  apparent  crossness,  as  our  organs 
Will  not  be  fit;  which  if  we  do  perceive 
We’ll  leave,  and  think  it  is  her  pleasure 
That  we  should  deal  with  others. 

Futher.  The  doors  are  fast; 

Thou  slmlt  not  say  a prayer ! ’tis  not  God’s  will 
Thou  shouldst.  When  this  is  done,  I’ll  kill 
myself, 

That  never  man  may  tell  me  I got  thee. 
[Futher  draws  his  sword ; Angelo  discovers 
himsef. 
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Lelitt.  T pray  yon,  sir  ! — Help  there ! — for 
God's  sake,  sir ! [ vour  ngc  ! 

Ang.  Hold,  reverend  sir!  for  honour  of 
Father.  Who's  that?  [soul 

Aug.  For  safety  of  your  soul,  and  ol  the 
Of  that  too  wicked  woman  yet  to  die ! 
Father.  What  art  tliouf  and  how  catn'st 
thou  to  that  place  ? 

Aug.  I gin  a man  so  strangely  hither  copie. 
That  l have  broke  an  oath  in  speaking  this; 
But  l believe  ’twas  l etter  broke  than  kept, 
And  1 desire  your  patience.  Let  me  in, 

And  I protest  1 will  not  hinder  you 
In  anv  act  you  w ish,  more  than  by  word. 

Jf  so  1 can  persuade  you,  that  1 will  not 
Use  violence,  I'll  throw  my  sword  down  to 
you. 

This  house  holds  none  but  I,  only  a maid, 
Whom  I will  lock  fast  in,  as  1 come  down. 
Father.  I do  not  knovy  thee;  hut  thy  tongue 
doth  seem 

fo  l>e  acquainted  with  the  truth  well 
That  I will  let  thee  in:  Throw  down  thy 
Aug.  There  ’tis ! [sword. 

Lelia.  Iluw  came  lie  there?  I am  betray’d 
to  shame ! 

The  fear  of  sudden  death  struck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I scarce  have  breath 
To  speak  yet : But  I have  it  in  my  head, 
And  out  it  shall,  that,  Father,  may  perhaps 
O'cr-reach  yoti  yet.  [ Father  let*  in  Angelo, 
Father.  Come,  sir ; what  is’t  you  say  ? 
Lelia.  My  Angelo  ! By  nil  the  joys  of  love, 
Thou  art  as  welcome,  as  these  pliant  arms 
Twin’d  round,  and  fast  about  thee,  can  per- 
suade tliec! 

Aug.  Away  ! [ cam’s t ! 

Lelia,  I was  in  such  a fright  before  thou 
Ton  old  mad  f*  How  (it  w ill  make  thee  laugh, 
Tho’  it  fear’d  mej  has  talk’d  >»o  wildly  here  ! 
Sirrah,  he  rush’d  in  at  my  doors,  and  swore 
lie  was  my  father,  and,  I think,  believ’d  it : 
But  that  he  had  a sword,  and  threaten'd  me, 
1’ faith  he  was  good  sport.  Good,  thrust  him 
out. 

That  thou  and  I may  kiss  together ; wilt  thou  ? 
Father.  Are  you  her  champion?  and  with 
these  fair  words. 

Got  in  to  rescue  her  from  me  ? 

[Offer*  to  run  at  him. 

Ang.  Hold,  sir! 

I swear  I do  not  harbour  such  a thought : 

I speak  it  not  for  that  you  have  two  swords, 
But  for  'tis  truth. 

Lelia.  Two  swords,  my  Angelo? 

Think  this,  that  thou  bust  two  young  brawny 
arms  [swords 

And  ne’er  a sword,  and  be  lias  two  good 
And  ne’er  an  arm  to  use  ’em : Kush  upon  him ! 


[Act  4.  Scene  4. 

I could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  body, 

If  I had  had  the  spirit  of  a man. 

Ang.  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking, 
or  by  Heaven  [thee! 

I'll  trample  tiiy  last  damning  word  out  of 
Father.  Why  do  you  hinder  me  then  ? 
stand  away, 

And  1 will  rid  her  quickly. 

Lelia.  'Would  I were 
Clear  of  this  business ! yet  I cannot  pray. 

Ang.  Oh,  be  advis’d  ! Why,  you  were  bet- 
ter kill  her,  {place, 

If  she  were  good.  Convey  her  from  this 
Where  none  but  you,  and  such  as  you  ap- 
point, 

May  visit  her;  where  let  her  hear  of  nought 
Out  death  and  damning,  (which  she  bath  de- 
serv’d) 

Till  she  he  truly,  justly  sorrowful ; ( 

And  then,  lay  merry  to  her,  who  does  know 
But  she  uiay  mend  ? 

Father.  But  whither  should  I bear  her? 

Aug.  To  mv  house ; 

Tis  large  and  private;  I will  lend  it  you. 

Father,  i thank  you,  sir;  and  happily  it  fits 
With  some  design  I have.  But  bow  shall  wc 
Convey  her 

ljelio.  Will  they  carry  roe  aw^y  ? 

Father.  For  she  will  scratch  and  kick,  and 
scream  so  loud 

That  people  will  be  drawn  to  rescue  her. 

Aug.  Why,  none  can  hear  her  here,  but 
her  ow  n maid, 

Who  is  as  fast  as  she. 

Father.  But  in  the  street? 

Ang.  Why,  we  will  take  'em  both  into  the 
kitchen, 

There  bind  'em,  and  then  gng  ’em,  and  then 
throw  ’em 

Into  n coach  I’ll  bring  to  the  back-door, 

And  hurry  'em  away. 

Father.  It  shall  lie  so. 

I owe  you  much  for  this,  and  I may  pay  you  : 
There  is  your  sword.  Lay  hold  upon  her 
quickly. 

This  way  with  me,  thou  disobedient  child! 

Why  does  thy  stubborn  heart  beat  at  tliy 
breast  ? 

Let  it  be  still;  for  I will  linve  it  search’d 
Till  I have  found  a well  of  living  tears 
Within  it,  that  shall  spring  out  of  thine  eyes, 

And  Cow  all  o’er  thy  body  foul’d  with  sin, 

Till  it  have  wash’d  it  quite  without  a stain. 

Lelia.  Help!  help ! ah ! ah  ! Murder!  1 
shall  he  murder'd  ! [I’/iry  drug  her. 

I shall  be  murder’d  ! 

Father.  This  helps  thee  not. 
lselin.  Basely  murder’d,  basely  ! 

Father.  I warrant  you.  [ EjcmuI. 
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SO 


ACT  V. 


scene  r. 

Euler  Lodovico  and  Piso. 


Piso.  T would  the  devil  it)  a Storm  would 
Home  to  his  garrison  again.  I ache  all  over, 
That  I ain  sure  of!  Certainly  my  laxly 
Is  of  a wild-fire*,  for  my  head  rings  brtek- 
Of  else  I have  n morris  in  ibv  brains,  [ward, 
Lod.  I'll  deal  nd  more  with  soldiers.  Well 
remember’d ; 

Did  not  the  vision  promise  to  appear 
About  this  time  again  ? 

Piso.  Yes  Here  he  comes  : 

He’s  just  ou’s  word. 

Enter  Futhcr. 

Father.  Oh,  they  he  here  together. 

She’s  penitent ; and,  by  my  troth,  I stagger. 
Whether,  rts  now  she  ft,  either  of  these 
Two  fools  be  worthy  of  her:  Yet,  because 
Her  youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungovern’d, 
And  marriage  now  may  stay  her,  one  of ’em 
(And  Piso,  since  [ understand  him  abler) 
Shall  lie  the  man ; the  other  hear  the  charges, 
And  willingly,  us  1 will  handle  it. 

I have  a ring  here,  which  he  shall  believe 
Is  sent  him  from  a woman  1 have  thought  of: 
Hut  ere  1 leave  it,  I’ll  have  one  of  his 
In  pawn  worth  two  on’t ; for  I will  not  lose 
By  such  a mess  of  sugar-sops  as  this  is; 

I am  too  old. 

Lod.  It  moves  again  ; let’s  meet  it. 
Father.  Now,  if  I be  not  out,  we  Shall 
have  fine  sport. 

I am  glad  I’ve  met  you,  sir,  so  happily; 

You  do  remember  me,  I'm  sure. 

Lad.  I do,  sir.  [lenge. 

Piso.  This  is  a short  preludrum  to  n chitl- 
Father.  1 have  a message,  sir,  that  much 
concerns  you,  [hear  too. 

And  for  your  special  good.  Nay,  you  may 
Piso.  What  should  this  fellow  mean? 

Pal  her.  There  is  a lady  — 


flow  the  poor  thing  begins  to  warm  already— 
Come  to  this  town,  (as  yet  a stranger  here, 
sir) 

Fair,  young,  and  rich,  both  in  possessions, 
And  all  the  graces  that  make  up  a woman, 

A widow,  and  a virttiotft  one. — It  works; 
lie  needs  no  broth  upon't. 

Ijid.  What  of  her,  Sir? 

Father.  No  more  but  this;  she  loves  you. 
Lod.  Loves  me? 

Father.  Yes; 

And  with  a strong  affection,,  hut  a fair  one* 
If  you  be  wise  and  thankful,  you  are  made: 
There’s  the  whole  matter. 

Lod.  I am  sure  I hear  this.  [luej 

Father.  Here  is  a ring,  sir,  of  no  little  va- 
Which,  after  slid  had  seen  you  at  a window. 
She  had  me  haste,  and  give  it;  when  slid 
Like  a blown  rose.  [blush’d 

Lad.  But  'pray,  sir,  by  your  leave — 
MctSiinks  your  years  should  promise  no  ill 
meaning.  [courser « 

Tut  her.  I am  no  bawd,  nor  cheater,  nor  a 
Of  brokrn-u'iudtd  women  : If  you  fear  ine^ 
1M  take  inv  leave,  and  let  my  lady  use 
A fellow  of  more  form;  an  honester 
I’in  sure  she  cannot. 

Lod.  Stay  ! you  haVc  confirm’d  me  : 

Yet  let  me  feel;  you  are  iu  health  ? 

Father.  I hope  so; 

My  water's  well  enough,  and  my  pulse. 

Lod.  Then 

All  may  In*  excellent.  ’Pray  pardon  me ; 

For  I am  like  u boy  that  had  found  money, 
Afraid  I dream  still. 

Piso.  Sir,  what  kind  of  woman. 

Of  what  proportion,  ft  your  lady  ? 

L>d.  Ay  ? [tufe : 

Father.  I’ll  tell  you  presently  her  very  pio 
D’ you  know  a woman  iu  this  town  they 
Stay ; yes ; it  is  so — I-elia  ? [c.iil— 

Piso.  Not  by  sight. 

Father.  Nor  you,  sir? 

Cod.  Neither 

Futher.  These  are  precious  rogues, 


«*  Is  of  a wildfire  ] So  the  old  copies.  The  rending  in  the  text  [all  for  of]  is  from  Mr. 
Seward’s  conjecture,  who  thinks  if  much  more  agreeable  to  the  tenor  of  this  speech.  Sampson. 
We  believe  die  reading  of  the  old  copies  right;  meaning/  My  body  is  [MADE  J of  a wildfire/ 
« Nor  a coarser.]  Though  I have  changed  counter  to  courtier,  us ‘we  commonly  pronounce 
it,  yet  I fancy  we  ought  to  make  a further  correction  still,  and  for  courser  read  caser,  i.  e. 
mango,  a merchant  or  dealer  in,  &c.  the  word  rose  in  Scotch  signifying  to  change  or  bar- 
ter. I am  indebted  to  the  ingenious  and  learned  Mr.  Lve,  for  this  sense  of  the  word.  Vtd. 
Junii  Etymologicon  Anglicanum  ad  verbum  cosed.  fyrnpsun. 

Though  Mr.  Sympson  thus  confidently  says,  ‘ I have  changed,'  yet  courser  is  the  reading 
of  the  sccoud  folio;  and  is,  as  the  context  proves,  evidently  right;  ‘ a courser  of  broken - 
winded  women.* — III  the  same  Style  is  his  assertion,  that,  when  Angelo  (p.  d40)  is  persuad- 
ing Lelias  Maid  to  admit  him  into  the  house,  the  other  copies  make  Angelo  sav,  * This 
crossness  does  become  thee,’  and  that  * he  ha»  inserted  the  particle  Hot/  whn.li,  howevar, 
appears  in  the  second  folio.- 
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To  mil  upon  * woman  they  ne’er  raw  : 

So  they  would  u&e  their  kindred.  [Aside. 

Pirn.  We  have  heard  tho’ 

She’s  very  fair  and  goodly. 

Father.  Such  another, 

Just  of  the  same  complexion,  making,  speech, 
(Hut  a thought  tweeter)  is  my  lady. 
hod.  Then 

She  must  be  excellent  indeed. 

Put  her.  Indeed  she  is, 

And  you  will  find  it  so.  You  do  believe  me  ? 
hod  Yes,  marry  do  I ; and  1 am  so  al- 
ter'd— 

Father.  Your  happiness  will  alter  any  man. 
T)o  not  delay  the  time,  sir:  At  a house 
Where  don  Velasco  lay,  the  Spanish  signor, 
Which  now  is  signor  Angelo’s,  she  is. 

JjhI.  I know  it. 

Father.  But  before  you  shew  yourself, 

I„et  it  be  night  by  all  means;  willingly 
By  day  she  would  not  have  such  gallants  teen 
Repair  unto  her;  ’tis  her  modesty. 

Jjod.  I’ll  go  and  fit  myself. 

Father.  Do;  and  be  sure 
You  send  provision  in,  in  full  abundance, 
Fit  for  the  marriage ; for  this  night,  l know, 
She  w ill  be  vours.  Sir,  have  you  ne’er  a token 
< )f  worth  to  send  her  back  again  ? You  must ; 
She  w ill  expect  it. 

ho<L  Yes;  'pray  give  her  this, 

[Gives  a ring. 

And  with  it,  ail  I have.  I’m  made  for  ever  1 

f Exit. 

Pisa.  Well,  thou  hast  fools’  luck.  Should 
I live  as  long 

As  an  old  oak,  and  say  my  prayers  hourly, 

I should  not  he  the  better  of  a penny. 

I think  the  devil  be  mv  ghostly  father  ! 

Upon  my  conscience,  I ain  full  as  handsome ; 
Fin  sure  I have  more  wit,  and  more  perform- 
Whirh  is  a pretty  matter.  [nnce. 

Father.  Do  you  think,  sir,  jstant 

That  your  friend,  signor  Piso,  will  he  cou- 
Untomy  lady?  you  should  know  him  well. 
Pisa.  Who?  signor  Piso? 

Fulhcr.  Yes,  the  gentleman. 

Puo.  Why,  you  are  wide,  sir.  t 

Father.  Is  not  his  name  Piso? 

Fisa.  No;  miue  is  Piso. 

Father.  I low ! 

Piso.  It  is  indeed,  sir ; 

And  his  is  Lodovic. 

Father.  Then  Pin  undone,  sir! 

Fori  was  sent  at  first  to  Piso.  What  a rascal 
Was  T,  so  ignorantly  to  mistake  you! 

Piso.  Peace ; 

There  is  no  harm  done  yet. 

Father.  Now  'tis  too  late, 

I know  my  error  : At  turning  of  a street, 
(For  you  wcit*  then  upon  the  right-hand  of 
him) 


[Act  5.  Scene  f . 

You  chang'd  your  places  suddenly ; where  I 
(Tike  a cross  blockhead  *•)  lost  my  memory. 
What  shall  I do?  My  lady  utterly 
Will  put  me  from  her  favour. 

Piso.  Never  fear  it ; 

Pll  be  thy  guard,  I warrant  thee.  Oh,  oh! 
Ain  I at  length  reputed  ? For  the  ring, 

Pll  fetch  it  back  with  a light  vengeance  from 
him : 

II’  had  better  keep  tame  devils  than  that  ring. 
Art  thou  not  steward? 

Father.  No. 

Piso.  Thou  shalt  be  shortly. 

Father.  Lord,  how  he  takes  it ! [Aside. 
Piso.  I’ll  go  shift  me  straight. 

Art  sure  it  was  to  Piso? 

Father.  Oh,  too  sure,  sir. 

Piso.  I’ll  mount  thee,  if  I live,  for’t— Give 
iue  patience, 

Heaven,  to  bear  this  blessing,  I beseech  thee! 
I am  but  man ! I prithee  break  mv  head, 

To  make  me  understand  I'm  sensible,  [sir. 
Father.  Lend  me  your  dagger,  and  I will, 
Piso.  No; 

I believe  now,  like  a good  Christian. 

Father.  Good  sir,  make  haste ; I dare  not 
go  without  you, 

Since  I have  so  mistaken. 

Piso.  Tis  no  matter:  fret's  — 

Meet  me  within  this  half-hour  at  St.  Marpv* 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  leg!  thou  hast  die 
trick  ou’t.  [Exit. 

Enter  Angelo  and  Julio , 

Ang . How  now  ! the  news? 

Father.  Well,  passing  well ; I have  'em 
Both  in  a leash,  and  made  right  for  my  pur- 
pose. 

Julio.  1’ra  glad  on't.  I must  leave  you. 
Ang.  Whither,  man?  [too* 

Julio.  If  all  go  right,  I inny  be  fast  enough 
Ang.  I cry  you  mercy,  sir  ! I know  your 
meaning:  \ 

Clora’s  the  woman;  she’s  Frank’s  lydfcllow. 
Commend  me  to  ’em  ; and  go,  Julio, 

Bring  ’em  to  supper  all,  to  grace  this  matter: 
They’ll  serve  for  witnesses. 

Julio.  I will.  Farewell! 

[ Ex.  Julia  at  one  door ; Ang.  and  Father 
at  another. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Clara,  Frank,  Frederick,  and  Mai id. 
Fred.  Sifter,  I brought  you  Jacomo  to  th’ 
door: 

He  has  forgot  all  that  he  sa:d  last  night; 
And  shame  of  that  make,  him  more  loth  to 
I left  Fabritio  persuading  him ; [coinr. 

But  'tis  in  vain. 

Frank.  Alas,  my  fortune,  Clora  ! 

the  original  reading ; i.  ft 


w A cross  blnckl'Cad.]  I hnve  a strong  suspicion  that  grmt  was 
What  a great,  stupid,  dull,  &c.  blockhead  was  I ! Symplon. 

Cn.et  may  perhaps  be  used  by  the  Poets  iu  the  sense  of  blundering. 


THE  CAPTAIN. 
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Art  5.  Scene  <.] 

Clora.  Now,  Trunk,  sre  what  a kind  of 
man  yon  love, 

That  loves  you  when  he’s  drunk. 

Frank.  If  so, 

’Faith  I would  marry  him  : My  friends,  I hope, 
Would  make  him  drink. 

Clora.  Tis  well  consider’d,  Trank, 

He  has  such  pretty  humours  then.  Besides, 
Being  a soldier,  ’tis  better  he  should  love  you 
When  he’s  drunk,  than  when  he’s  sober;  for 
then  [on’s  lift*. 

He  will  be  sure  to  love  you  the  greatest  part 
Frank.  And  were  not  I a Imppv  w oman  then? 
Clora . That  ever  was  born,  Frank,  i’ faith. 
F'rcd.  How  now!  what  says  he? 

Enter  Fabritia. 

Fab.  'Faith,  you  may  as  wc  II  ’tier  a dog  up 
With  a whip  and  bell,  as  him  by  telling  him 
Of  love  and  women:  He  swears  they  mock 
Fred.  Look  how  my  sister  weeps,  [him. 
Fab.  Why,  who  can  help  it? 

Fred.  Yes,  you  may  safely  swear  she  loves 
him.  [oaths 

Fab.  Why,  so  I did  ; anti  may  do  all  the 
Arithmetick  can  make,  ere  he  believe  me; 
And  since  lie  was  last  drunk,  he  is  more 
jealous  [him 

They  would  abuse  him.  I f wc  could  persuade 
She  lov’d,  lie  would  embrace  it. 

Fnd.  She  herself 

Shall  bate  so  much  of  her  own  modesty, 

To  swear  it  to  him,  with  such  teurs  as  now 
You  see  rain  from  her. 

Fab.  I believe  ’twould  work  ; 

But  would  you  have  herdo’i  i’tb’open  street  ? 
Or,  if  you  would,  he’ll  run  away  from  her. 
How  shall  we  get  him  hither? 

Fred.  By  entreaty. 

F'ub.  ’Tis most  impossible.  No;  if  wccould 
Anger  him  hither,  (as  there  is  no  way 
But  that  to  bring  him  ) and  tin  u hold  him  fast, 
Women  and  men,  whilst  she  delivers  to  him 
The  truth  seal’d  w ith  her  teurs,  he  would  be 
pliant*1 

As  a pleas'd  child.  He  walks  below  for  me, 
Under  the  window. 


Clora.  We'll  anger  him,  I warrant  ye: 

Lx?t  one  o’  th’  maids  take  a good  howl  of  «va- 
Or  say  it  be  a piss-pot,  and  pour  it  [ter, 
On’s  head. 

Fab.  Content  I Hang  me,  if  I like  not 
The  cast  on’t  rarely;  for  no  question 
Tis  an  npprov’d  receipt  to  fetch  such  a fellow. 
Take  all  the  women-kind.in  this  house,  hc- 
tw  ixt  [them 

The  age  of  one  and  one  hundred,  and  let 
'Fake  unto  them  a pot  or  a how  l,  containing 
Seven  quarts  or  upw  ards,  and  let  them  never 
leave  [lull; 

’I  ill  the  al»ove-nam*d  pot  or  bowl  become 
Then  let  one  of  them  stretch  out  her  arm, 
and  pour  it  [him ; 

On  his  head,  and,  probat  am  at,  it  will  fetch 
For  in  hi*  auger  he  will  run  up,  and  then 
Let  us  alone. 

Clora.  Go  you  and  do  it.  [ Exit  Maid . 
Frank.  Gviod  Clora,  no. 

Clora.  Away,  1 say,  and  doit.  Never  fear; 
We  have  enough  of  that  water  ready  Hi  still’d. 
Frank.  Why,  tliis  will  make  him  mad, 
Fubritio ; 

lie’ll  neither  love  me  drunk,  nor  sober,  now. 
F'ub.  I warrant  you.  What,  is  the  wench 
come  up? 

Enter  Maid  abore. 

Clora.  Art  thou  there,  wench? 

Mo  id-  A y. 

Fab.  Look  out  then 
If  thou  canst  see  him. 

Maid.  Yes,  I see  him  ; and  by  my  troth 
He  stands  so  fair,  I could  not  hold,  were  lie 
My  father.  His  hat’s  off  too,  and  he’s  scratch- 
His  head.  [jug 

Fab.  < lb,  wash  that  hand,  I prithee. 
Maid.  God  send  thee  good  lutk! 

Tis  the  second  time  I have  thrown  thee  out 
to-day. 

Ila,  ha,  ha  ! just  on’s  head. 

Frank . Alas ! 

Fab.  What  does  he  now  ? 

Maid.  lie  gathers  stones : Cod'*  light,  he 
breaks  all  the  street-windows*®  * 


*'  He  vavld  be  plain.]  Plain  being  evidently  corrupt,  Mr.  Seward  proposes  to  read  pliant ; 
and  Mr.  Sympson.  /ai/i,  i.  e.  (upon  authority  of  Spvnbcrj  Jbnd.  We  think  tins  very  uncouth, 
and  that  Seward’s  conjecture  is  much  more  plausible. 

**  The  street  tcindons.]  'This  is  a passage  I cannot  at  all  reconcile  with  flic  context ; as 
perhaps  not  being  Tilled  enough  in  architecture;  for  whnt  windows  were  the  $trtet  ones? 
High  ones,  no  doubt;  because  he  breaks  them  with  atom's.  But  what  were  the  low  ones 
he  is  now  breaking  with  his  sword  ? Were  not  these  toward  the  street  t«xi  ? If  they  were  not, 
why  arc  they  not  distinguished?  and  if  they  he,  then  there  is  a distinction  without  a diffe- 
rence. I suspect  the  passage  corrupted,  and  that  to  make  our  Poets  talk  sense,  and  the 
whole  passage  consistent,  we  ought  to  read  : 

4 - - - — the  garret  w indows/ 

The  Captain  broke  those  with  stones,  the  garret  being  the  place  from  whence  the  Jordan 
was  discharged;  but  after  his  ammunition  was  spent,  like  a brave  officer,  heclmrgcs  tie  lower 
windows  sword  in  hand,  and  manfully  makes  a mighty  breach  in  the  innocent  and  inoffen- 
sive ground-room  windows.  Sympion. 

The  sticet  windows  mean  simply  the  windows  that  look  to  the  street ; any  of  which  be 
mkht  throw  stones  at;  but  be  could  reach  none  but  the  lower  cues  with  hi*  sword,  which 
tre  therefore  necessarily  speeded, 
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Jac.  [wit Kin.]  Whores ! bawds  ! your  win- 
dows, your  windows ! 

Maid.  Now  he  is  breaking 
All  the  low  windows  with  his  sword : Ex- 
cellent sport ! 

Now  he’s  beating  a fellow  that  laugh’d  at  him; 
''Truly  tb^  man  takes  it  patiently:  Now  lie 
goes 

Down  the  street  gravely, looking  on  each  side; 
There’s  not  one  more  dare  htogh. 

Frank.  Does  he  go  on ? 

Maid.  Yes. 

Frank.  Fabritio,  you  have  undone  a maid 
[ Kneels. 

By  treachery;  know  you  some  other  better, 
You  would  prefer  your  friend  to?  If  you  do 
not. 

Bring  him  again  ! I have  no  other  hope  [me. 
But  you,  that  made  me  lose  hope  ; if  you  fail 
I ne’er  shall  see  him,  but  shall  languish  out 
A discontented  life,  and  die  contemn'd. 

Fab.  This  vexes  me ! I pray  you  he  more 
patient. 

If  I have  any  truth,  let  what  win  happen, 

[Fifhi  her  up. 

I’ll  bring  him  presently.  Do  you  all  stand 
At  the  street-door,  the  maids,  and  all,  to 
watch  [place 

When  I come  back,  and  have  some  private 
To  shuffle  me  into  ; for  he  shall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I know  l can  out-run  him: 

As  he  comes  in,  clap  nil  fust  hold  on  him, 
And  use  vour  own  discretions. 

Fred.  \Ve  will  do  it. ' [hither, 

Fab.  But  suddenly ; for  I will  bring  him 
With  that  unstopp'd  speed,  that  he  shall  run 
over  [rur’d. 

All  that’s  in’s  way : And  tho’  rny  life  be  ven- 
Tis  no  great  matter,  l will  do’t. 

Frank.  1 thauk  you,  worthy  Fabritio. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  I ever  knew  no  woman  could  abide 
But  am  I grown  so  contemptible,  [me; 

By  being  once  drunk  among*t  ’em,  that  they 
begin 

To  throw  piss  on  mv  head?  for  surely  it  was 
piss : Huh,  hub ! [Seems  to  smell. 

Enter  Fabritio.'" 

Fab.  Jacomo,  how  dost  thou  ? 

Joe.  Well;  something  troubled 
With  watrish  humours. 

Fab.  Foh ! how  thou  stink ’st  i 
’Prithee  stand  further  off  me.  Me  thinks  these 

_ humours  [niours, 

Become,  t hee  better  than  thy  dry  cholerick  hu- 
Or  thy  wine-wet  humours,  liu! 

Jac.  You’re  pleasant; 

But,  Fabritio,  know  I am  not  in  the  mcod 
Of  suffering  jests. 

Fab.  If  you  he  not  i’tli’  mood, 

I hope  you  will  not  be  moody.  But  truly 


[Act  5.  Scenes 

I cannot  blam<*  the  gentlewomen ; you  stood 
eves-dropping 

Under  their  w mdow,  and  would  not  come  uy, 
Jac.  Sir,  I suspect  now,  by  yonr  idle  talk, 
Your  hand  was  in’t;  which,  if  t once  believe, 
Be  sure  you  shall  account  to  me. 

Fab.  The  gentlewomen 
And  the  maids  have  counted  to  you  already; 
The  next  turn  I see  is  mine. 

Jae.  Let  me  die,  but  this 
Is  very  strange!  Good  Fabritio,  don’t 
Provoke  me  s»o. 

Fab.  Provoke  you  ? You’re  grown 
The  strangest  fellow ! there’s  no  keepinj 
company  with  you. 

Pish  ! take  you  that. 

[Fab.  givet  him  a lor  o*th*  ear.  Jae. 
dram  his  sword. 

Jac.  Oh,  nil  the  devils!  Stand,  slave! 

Fab.  Follow'  me  if  thou  dar’st.  [Exit. 
Jac.  Stay,  coward,  stay  ! [ Exit  running. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick,  Frank , Clara,  Servant,  and 
Maid. 

C/ora.  Be  ready ; for  I see  Fabritio  nm- 
And  Jacomo  behind  him.  [aing. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Where’s  the  place  ? 

Fred.  That  way,  Fal»riLio.  [ Exit  Fat. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Where  art  thou,  t reach er  ? [Fred. 
Flora, and  Maid , lay  hold  on  Jac.]  What’* 
the  matter,  sirs? 

Why  do  you  hokl  me?  I am  basely  wrong’d! 
Torture  and  hell  he  with  you  ! let  me  go! 
[They  dr  ag  him  to  a chair , and  hold  him 
dim  n in  it.  [hear 

Fred.  Good  Jacomo,  he  patient;  and  hut 
What  I can  say  : You  kmm  I am  your  friend ; 
If  you  yet  doubt  it,  by  my  soul  I am. 

Jac.  ’Sdcath,  stand  away  ! I would  my 
breath  were  poison ! 

Fred.  As  I have  life,  that  which  was  thrown 
on  you,  [hither 

Ami  this  now  done,  were  but  to  draw  you 
For  causes  weighty,  that  concern  yourself. 
Void  of  all  malice;  which  thistnatd,  my  sister, 
ShaH  tell  you, 

Jac.  Puh  ! a pox  upon  you  all  ! you  will 
not  hold  me 

For  ever  here ; and,  till  you  let  me  go. 

I’ll  talk  no  more. 

Frank.  As  you’re  a gentleman. 

Let  not  this  boldness  make  me  be  believ’d 
To  be  immodest ! If  there  were  a way 
More  silently  to  be  acquainted  with  you, 
God  knows,  that  I would  ebuse;  but  as  it  Jr, 
Take  it  in  plainness:  I do  love  you  more 
Than  you  do  your  content.  If  yon  refuse 
To  pity  ine,  I’ll  never  cease  to  weep; 

And  when  mine  eyes  be  out,  1 wAi  lie  told 
iiow  fast  the  tears  I shed  for  you  do  foil; 
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Act5.  Scene  4.] 

And  if  they  do  not  flow  abundantly. 

I’ll  fetch  a sigh  shall  make  ’em  start  and  leap, 
As  if  the  fire  were  under. 

Jac.  Fine  mocking,  fine  mocking! 

Fred.  Mocking  ? Look  how  she  weeps. 
Jac.  Does  she  counterfeit  crying  too  r 
Fred.  Behold  how  the  tears  flow  ! Or  pity 
Or  never  more  he  .call’d  a nirtn.  [her, 

Jac.  How’s  this? 

Soft  you,  soft  you,  my  masters  ! Is  it  possi- 
ble, think  you, 

She  should  he  iu  earnest? 

Clora.  Earnest?  Ay,  in  earnest: 

She  is  a fool  to  break  so  many  sleeps, 

That  would  have  beeu  sound  ones, 

And  venture  such  a face,  and  so  much  life, 
For  e’er  an  humorous  ass  i’  th*  world. 

Frank.  Why,  Clora, 

I have  known  you  cry  as  much  for  Julio, 
That  has  not  half  lus  worth.  All  night  you 
write 

And  weep,  too  much,  I fear:  I do  but  what 
I should. 

Clora.  If  I do  write,  I'm  answer’d,  Frank. 
Frank.  I would  I might  he  so  ! 

Jac.  Good  Frederick,  let  me  go;  [feit. 
I would  fain  try  if  that  thing  do  not  countcr- 
Frtd.  Give  me  your  sword  then. 

Jac.  No;  but  take  my  word, 

As  I am  man,  I will  not  hurt  a creature 
Under  this  roof,  before  I have  deliver’d 
Myself,  as  I am  now,  into  your  hands, 

Or  have  your  full  consent. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

Jac.  Gentlewoman,  I prdy  you  let  me  feel 
your  face: 

I am  an  infidel,  if  she  don’t  weep! 

Stay;  where’s  my  handkerchief?  I’ll  wipe 
The  old  wet  off : The  fresh  tears  come ! Pox 
on’t,  I am 

A handsome  gracious  fellow  amongst  women , 
And  kuew  it  not.  Gentlewoman,  how  should 
I know  [dead  ? 

These  tears  are  for  me  ? Is  not  your  mother 
Frunk.  By  Hcav’n,  they  are  for  you  ! 

Juc.  ’Slight,  I’ll  have  ray  bead  curl’d  and 
powder’d 

Tomorrow  by  break  of  day.  If  you  love  me, 
I pray  you  kiss  me ; for  if  I love  you, 

It  shall  be  such  love  as  I will  not 
Be  uslmm'd  of.  If  this  be  a mock,  [Kisses. 
Jt  is  the  heartiest  and  the  sweetest  mock 
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That  e’er  I tasted.  Mock  me  so  again ! 

[Khars  again, 

Fred.  Fy,  Jacomo ! why  do  you  let  her 
So  long?  [kneel 

Jac.  It’s  true;  I had  forgot  it,  and  should 
have  done  \ Lifts  her  up 

ThjstwHvemouth r ’Pray  you  rise.  Frederick^* 
If  I could  all  this  while  have  been  persuaded 
She  could  have  lov’d  me,  dost  thou  think  l had 
Not  rather  kiss  her  than  another  sltould  ? 

And  yet  you  may  gull  me,  for  aught  I know; 
But  if  you  do,  hell  take  me  if  I do  not  cut 
All  your  throats  sleeping! 

Ircd.  Oh,  do  not  think  of  such  a thine. 

Jac.  Otherwise,  if  she  be  in  earnest,  the 
short  is, 

I am. 

Frunk.  Alas,  I am. 

Jac.  And  I did  not  thinkit 
Possible  any  woman  could  have  lik’d 
This  face:  it’s  good  for  nothing,  is  it? 

Clora.  Yes,  . 

It  isw-orth  forty  shillings  to  pawn, being  lin’d 
Almost  quite  thro'  with  velvet. 

Frunk.  It  is  better 
Than  your  Julio’s. 

Jac.  Thou  thinkest  so ; 

But  otherwise,  in  faith,  it  is  not,  Frank. 

[ Whilst  Jacomo  is  kissing  Frank , 

Enter  Fubritio. 

Fab.  Hist,  Jacomo  ! How  dost  thou,  boy  ? 
Jac.  Why,  very  well,  [hia? 

I thank  you,  sir. 

Fab.  l)ost  thou  perceive  the  reason 
Of  matters  and  passages  yet,  sirrah,  or  no? 

Jac.  Tis  wondrous  good,  sir. 

Fab.  I’ve  done  simply  for  you  : 

But  now  you’re  beaten  to  some  understanding, 

I pray  you  dally  not  with  the  gentlewoman, 

But  dispatch  your  matrimony  with  ull  con- 
venient speed. 

Fred.  He  gives  good  counsel.  . 

Jac.  And  I’ll  follow  it.  [unkindly; 

Fab.  And  I you**.  ’Prithee  do  not  take  i( 
For,  trust  me,  l box’d  thcc  for  thy  advance- 
A foolish  desire  I had  to  joggle  thee  [ment: 
Into  preferment. 

Jac.  I apprehend  you,  sir;  [nndoing 
And  if  I can  study  out  a course  how  a basti- 
May  any  ways  raise  your  fortunes  in  the  state, 
You  shall  be  sure  ou’t. 


41  Lined.]  In  act  iii.  scene  6,  of  this  play,  Piso  describes  Jacomo  as  one  that  wore  his 
forehead  in  a velvet  scabbard  ; and  Clora  here  says  his  face  is  worth  forty  shillings  to  pawn 
upon  account  of  its  velvet  lining.  If  lin'd  be  not  a Latinism  here,  we  must  have  the  lining 
ftoton  the  inside  as  usual,  but  on  the  out.  What  we  mav  further  remark  from  hence  is,  the 
difference  of  Hatches  in  the  Poet’s  days  and  in  ours.  The  heroes  of  the  blade  then  would 
have  nothing  less  than  velvet,  whereas  plain  silk  is  thought  go  yd  enough  by ‘those  now. 
fystpto*. 

Lined  is,  we  believe,  used  in  the  same  sense  to  this  day  by  nrtisans,  &c.  The  actors,  in 
particular,  call  marking  their  features  for  old  characters  lining  the  face ; though  that  may? 
indeed,  liear  another  sense. 

w And  I you.]  The  occasion  should  seem  to  require  us  to  read.  * As  I you.’ 
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[Act  5.  Scene  3. 


Fab.  Oh,  sir,  keep  your  nay. 

Goil  send  you  much  joy ! 

Clura.  And  me  my  Julio  ! 

Julio  speaks  within . 

Oh,  God,  I hear  his  voice!  Now  he  is  true, 
Have  at  a marriage,  Frank,  as  soon  as  you  ! 

[ Fueunt  all  but  Frederick. 
Enter  Messenger. 

Ah  is.  Sir,  I would  speak  with  you. 

Fred.  What  is 
Your  hasty  business,  friend? 

Mess.  The  duke  commands 
Your  present  attendance  at  court. 

Fred.  The  cause? 

Altss.  I know  not  in  particular:  [fairs 

Rut  this;  many  are  sent  for  more,  about  af- 
Fo  reign,  I take  it,  sir. 

Fred.  I will  be  there 

Within  this  hour.  Return  my  humble  service. 
Mess.  I will, sir.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Farewell,  friend.  What  news  with 
you  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serr.  My  mistress  would  desire  yon,  sir, 
to  follow  [church, 

With  all  the  haste  you  can : She  is  gone  to 
To  marry  Captain  Jsicomo  ; and  Julio, 

To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  geotle- 
Fair  mistress  Clora.  [woman, 

Fred.  Julio  marry  Clora? 

Thou  art  deceiv'd,  1 warrant  thee. 

Serv.  No  sure,  sir; 

I saw  their  lips  as  close  upon  the  bargain 
As  cockles. 

Fred.  Give  ’em  joy  ! I cannot  now  go; 
The  duke  hath  sent  forme  in  haste. 

Sere.  Tliis  note,  sir, 


When  you  are  free,  will  bring  you  where  tliey 
are.  [Fait. 

Fred,  [reading.]  4 You  shall  find  us  ull  ui 
‘signor  Angelo’s, 

‘ Where  Piso,  and  the  worthy  Telia 
‘ Of  famous  memory,  are  to  be  married  ; 

* And  we  not  far  behind/  ’Would  1 hadtuuc 
To  wonder  at  this  last  couple  iu  hells*. 

Enter  Messenger  again. 

Altss.  You  arc  stay’d  for,  sir. 

Fred.  1 come.  ’Pray  God  the  bosiness 
Hold  me  not  from  this  sport  ! 1 would  not 
lose  it.  [Eituftl. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Fulhcr,  Piso,  Angelo,  and  Lelia. 
Ang.  God  give  you  joy,  and  make  you  live 
A happy  pair  ! [together 

Piso.  I do  not  doubt  we  shall.  1 here  was 
never 

Poor  gentleman  had  such  a sudden  fortune! 

I could  thrust  my  head  betwixt  two  pales, 
and  strip  me  [guests  come, 

Out  of  my  old  skin  like  a snake.  Will  the 
Thou  saidst  thou  senlesl  for  to  solemnise 
The  nuptials? 

Father . They  will ; I look'd  for  ’em 
Ere  this. 

Enter  Julio , Jacomo,  Fubritio , Frank , and 
Clora. 

Julio.  By  your  leave  all. 

Father.  They  arc  here,  sir. 

Julio.  Especially,  lair  lady, 

I ask  your  pardon ; to  whose  marriage-bed 
1 wish  ail  good  success ! 1 have  here  brought . 
you 


45  Last  couple  in  hell.]  This  is  alluding  to  a rustic  diversion,  called,  I think,  by  another 
name  in  our  Poets,  Shake  spear,  and  the  play*  wrights  of  that  time,  viz.  Barley-break.  Sir 
John  Suckling  has  a pretty  poem  wherein  he  describes  this  diversion,  which,  for  the  sake 
of  my  readers,  I have  here  inserted : 

* ‘ Love,  Reason,  Hate,  did  once  l*espeak 

4 Three  mates  to  play  at  Barley-break ; 

* Love,  Folly  took ; and  Reason,  Fancy ; 

4 And  Hate  consorts  with  Pride;  so  dance  they: 

‘ Love  coupled  last,  and  so  it  fill 

* That  Love  and  Folly  were  injicll. 

4 They  break,  and  Love  would  Reason  meet, 

4 But  Hate  was  nimbler  on  her  feet ; 

‘ Fancy  looks  for  Pride,  and  thither 
4 Hies,  and  they  two  hug  together: 

4 Yet  this  new  coupling  still  doth  tell 
4 That  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell. 

4 The  rest  do  break  again,  and  Pride 
4 Hath  now  got  Reason  on  her  side; 

4 Hate  and  Fancy  meet,  and  stand 
‘•Un touch t by  Love  in  Folly’s  band  ; 

4 Folly  was  dull,  but  Love  ran  well, 

4 So  Love  and  Folly  were  in  hell/ 

But  the  reader  may  find  a more  exact  and  minute  description  of  tliis  diversion  in  Sir  P.’iiiip 
7 Sydney’*  Arcadia.  St/jnpsan. 
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Act  5.  Scene  S.] 

Such  guests  as  can  discern  your  happiness, 
And  best  do  know  how  to  rejoice  at  it 
(For  such  a fortune  they  themselves  have  run): 
The  worthy  Jacomo,  and  hi**  fair  bride; 
Noble  Fabritio,  (whom  this  age  of  peace 
Has  not  yet  taught  to  love  aught  hut  the  wars) 
And  his  true  friend,  this  lady,  who  is  but 
A piece  of  me. 

Lelia.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  al  I ! 

Are  they  not,  sir?  [Exit  Father. 

Piw.  Bring  in  some  wine  ; 

Some  of  the  wine  Lodovic  the  fool  sent  hither. 
Whoever  thou  bid’st  welcome,  shall  Hud  it. 

Lelia.  An  unexpected  honour 
You  have  done  to  our  too-hasty  wedding. 

Juc.  ’Faith, 

Madam,  our  weddings  were  as  hasty  as  yours : 
We’re  glad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither, 
To  see  where  we  can  get  meat  to  our  wed- 
ding. 

Piso.  That  Lodovic  hath  provided  too, 
good  ass  ! 

Ang.  I thought  you,  Julio,  would  not  thus 
have  stolen 

A marriage, without  acquainting  your  friends. 
Julio.  Why,  I did  give  thee  inklings. 

Ang.  If  a marriage 
Should  be  thus  slubber'd  up  in  a play, 

Ere  almost  any  body  had  taken  notice 
You  were  in  love,  the  spectators  would  take  it 
To  be  but  ridiculous. 

Julio.  This  was  the  first,  and  I 
Will  never  hide  another  secret  from  you. 

Enter  Futhcr. 

Father.  Sir,  yonder’s  your  friend  Lodovic : 
Hide  yourself, 

And  it  will  be  the  best  sport 

Piso.  Gentlemen, 


Enter  Ljodovico. 


Jjod.  Is  that  the  lady  ? 

Futhcr.  That  is  my  lady. 

Lod.  As  I live,  she’s  a fair  one  ! 

What  make  ail  these  here  ? 

Father.  Oh, Lord,  sir,  she’s  so  pester'd 

Fab.  Now  will  die  sport  bej  it  runs  right 
as  Julio 
Told  us. 

Lod.  Fair  lady,  health  to  you  ! Some  words 
I have,  that  require  an  utterance  more  private 
Than  this  place  can  atTord. 

Lclta.  I’ll  call  my  husband  ; 

All  business  l hear  with  his  ears  now. 

Jjod.  Good  madam,  no;  (but  I perceive 
your  jest) 

You  have  no  husband ; I'm  the  very  man 
That  walk’d  the  streets  so  comely. 

JaHu.  Are  you  so  ? 

Lod.  Yes,  ’faith;  when  Cupid  first  did 
prick  your  heart. 

I am  not  cruel ; hut  the  love  begun 
1’  th*  street  i’ll  satisfy  i*  th’ chamber  fully. 
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Lelia. To  ask  a madman  whether  he  be  mad 
Were  but  an  idle  question ; if  you  be, 

I do  not  "peak  to  you ; hut  if  you  be  not, 
Walk  in  die  streets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
1 may  dote  on  you;  here  I not  endure  you. 
Lod.  Good  madam,  stay ; do  not  you  know 
this  ring?  [mat 

Jjeliu.  Yes,  it  was  mine;  I sent  it  by  my 
To  change,  and  so  he  did  ; it  has  a blemish. 
And  this  he  brought  me  for  it:  Did  you 
change  it? 

Are  you  a goldsmith  ? 

Ltd.  Sure  die  world  is  mad  ! 

Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  ring  from 
your  lady? 

Futhcr.  Yes,  surely,  sir,  did  I ; but  your 
worship 

Must  e’en  bear  with  me,  for  there  was  a mis- 
taking in  it; 

And  so,  as  I was  saying  to  your  worship, 

My  lady  is  now  married. 

Lod.  Married?  to  whom? 

Father.  To  vour  worship’s  friend  Piso. 
Lod.  ’Sdeath ! to  Piso  ? 

Piso  [on/ Ain].  11a,  ha,  Im! 

Ang.  Yes,  sir,  I can  assure  you 
She’s  married  to  him ; I saw't  with  these  grey 
eyes. 

Lod.  Why,  what  a rogue  art  diou  then? 
Thou  hast  made  me 
Send  in  provision  too. 

Father.  Oh,  a gentleman 
Should  not  have  such  foul  words  in’s  mouth; 
But  your  worship’s  provision 
Could  not  have  conic  in  at  a fitter  time. 

Will  it  please  you  to  taste  auy  of  your  own 
wine? 

It  may  he  the  vintner  has  cozen’d  you. 

Lod.  Pox,  I am  mad ! 

Ang.  You  have  always  plots,  sir;  and  see 
how  dicy  fall  out! 

Jac.  You  had  a plot  upon  me:  How  do 
you  like  this? 

Ltd.  I do  not  speak  to  you. 

Fab.  Becuuse  you  dare  not.  [ teeth 

Ltd.  But  I will  have  one  of  that  old  rogue’s 
Set  in  this  ring. 

Father.  Dost  not  thou  know 
That  I can  beat  thee?— Dost  thou  know  it 
now?  f Discovers  himself. 

Lod.  He  beat  me  once  indeed. 

Father.  And  if  you  have  [Piso  ! 

Forgot  it,  I can  call  a witness.  Come  forth, 
Remember  you  it? 

Piso.  ’Faith,  I do  call  to  mind 
Such  a matter. 

Father.  Ami  if  I cannot  still  do't,  [law. 
You  nrc  young,  and  will  assist  your  fudier-in* 
Piso.  My  father-in-law? 

Ang.  Your  father-in-law, 

As  sure  as  this  is  widow  Lelia. 

Piso.  How!  widow  Lelia? 

Father.  Ffaith,  ’tis  she,  son. 

Lod.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  let  ray  provision  go! 

I'm  glad  1 have  miss’d  the  woman. 
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Pixo.  Hove  you  put 
A whore  upon  me? 

ijtliu.  By  Heuv’n,  you  do  me  wrong ! 

1 have  a heart  as  pure  as  any  w wuan’s ; 

And  I mean  to  keep  it  so  for  ever. 

Father.  There  is 

No  starting  now,  son ; if  you  offer  it, 

2 ran  compel  you ; her  estate  is  great, 

But  ail  made  oVr  to  me,  before  this  match: 
Yet  if  you  use  her  kindly,  (as  I swear 

1 think  she  will  deserve)  you  shall  enjoy  it 
During  your  life,  all,  save  some  slender  piece 
I will  reserve  for  my  own  maintenance ; 
And  if  God  bless  you  with  a child  by  tier, 

It  shall  have  all. 

Pixo.  So  I may  have  die  means, 

I do  not  much  care  what  the  woraati  i*.: 
Come,  n»y  sweetheart!  as  long  as  I shall  find 
Thy  4tisses  sweet,  and  Uiy  means  plentiful, 
Let  people  talk  their  tongues  out. 

Lclia.  They  may  talk 
Of  what  is  pass'd ; but  all  that  is  to  come 
Sliall  be  without  occasions. 

Julio.  Shall  we  not  make 
Piso  and  Lodovic  friends? 

Juc.  Hang ’em,  they  dare  not 
Be  enemies;  or,  if  they  he,  the  danger 
Is  not  great.  Welcome,  Frederick ! 


[Act  5.  Scene  6. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  First,  joy  unto  you  all  I And  next, 

I think  we  shall  have  wars. 

Jac.  Give  me  some  wine ! 

PH  drink  to  that. 

Fab.  J'il  pledge. 

Frank.  But  I 
Shall  lose  you  then. 

Jac.  Not  a whit,  wench; 

I’ll  teach  thee  presently  to  be  a soldier. 

pred.  FabHtio's  command,  and  yours, 
Are  both  restor'd. 

Jac.  Bring  me  four  glasses  then  ! 

Fred.  Where  are  they  ? 

Aug.  You  shall  not  drink  'em  here.  It  it 
supper  time;  [stir 

And  from  my  house  no  creature  here  shall 
These  three  days ; mirth  shall  flow  as  well 
ns  wine. 

Father.  Content.  Within,  I’ll  tell  you  more 
at  large  [you, 

How  much  I am  hound  to  all,  but  most  tu 
Whose  undeserved  liberality 
Must  not  escape  thus  unrequited. 

Jac.  Tis  happiness  to  me,  l did  so  well; 
Of  every  itoblc  action,  the  intent 
Is  to  give  Worth  reward.  Vice  punishment 

[Eucxnt- 


EPILOGUE. 


If  you  mislike  (as  you  shall  ever  he 
Your  own  free  judges)  this  play  utterly, 
For  your  own  nobleness  yet  do  not  hiss! 
But,  as  you  go  by,  say  it  was  ami**, 


And  we  will  mend : Chide  us,  but  Jet  it  l>« 
Never  in  cold  blood  ! O'  my  honesty, 

(If  I haTe  any)  this  HI  sav  for  nil; 

Our  meaning  was  to  please  you  still,  and  shall. 
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THE  PROPHETESS: 

A TRAGICAL  HISTORY. 


TRftr  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Play  solely  to  Fletcher.  It- 
was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1<M?.  Mr  Seward,  on  the  authority  of  Langbainc,  says, 
it  was  revived  by  Dryden : But  in  this  particular,  we  apprehend,  they  are  both  mistaken ; 
as  Downey  the  prompter,  in  his  Roscius  Anglicanus , positively  assigns  the  revival  of  it, 
and  the  alterations  and  additions  made  to  it,  to  Betterton.  The  piece,  thus  altered,  after 
the  manner  of  an  Opera,  was  represented  at  the  Queen’s  Theatre,  and  printed  in  quarto, 
1690.  Purcell  composed  the  mosick,  nrnl  Priest  the  dances:  It  appears  tn  have  beers 
revived  at  a considerable  expence,  and  has  within  a few  years  been  performed  at  Covent- 
Garden  Theatre.  ' 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Guard. 

Suitors. 

Ambassadors. 

Lictors. 

Flamen. 

Shepherd. 

Countrymen. 

Attendants. 


Charixus,  Emperor  of  Rome. 

Co^KOE,  King  of  Persia.  [per or. 

PlOCLBS,  of  a private  Soldier  elected  Co-em- 
Maniminman,  Nephew  to  Diodes , and  Em- 
peror by  his  Donut  ion. 

Volutius  A per,  Murderer  nf  Numerianus, 
the  late  Emperor. 

Niger,  Genera)  of  the  Roman  Forces. 
Came  RIGS,  a Captain,  and  Creature  of Aper. 
Get  A,  a Jester r Servant  tv  Diodes , a merry 
Knave. 

Persian  Lords. 

Senators. 

Soldiers. 


Aurelia,  Sister  £o  Charinus. 

C assan  a,  Sister  to  Cairoe,  a Captive,  wail- 
ing on  Aurelia. 

Delphi  a,  a Prophetess.  [ Dioc/es. 

Dkusilla,  Niece  to  Delphiat  in  lave  with 


SCENE,  Rome. 


ACT  I. 


SCENTS  I. 

Enter  Charinus , Aurelia , and  Niger. 
Charinus.  VOO  buz  into  my  head  strange 
likelihoods, 

And  fill  me  fullof-doubcs:  But  what  proofs, 
N iger, 

What  certainties,  that  my  most  noble  brother 
Came  to  his  end  by  murder  ? Tell  me  that; 
Assotc  me  by  some  circumstance. 

Niger.  .1  will,  6ir ; [me ! 

And  as  I tell  you  truth,  so  the  gods  pro3per 
I’ve  often  nam’d  this  Aper. 

Char.  True,  you  have  done; 

And  in  mysterious  senses  I have  heard  yon 
Break  out  of  th’  sudden,  and  abruptly. 


Niger.  True,  sir:  [ness. 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  time’s  giddi- 
Made  me  I durst  not  then  go  further.  So 
your  Grace  please. 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  give  credit1, 
1 shall  unfold  die  wonder. 
i Aur.  Do  it  boldly:  [hearings. 

; You  shall  have  both  our  hearty  loves  and 
i Niger.  This  Aper  then,  this  too-much- 
honour’d  villain, 

1 (For  he  deserves  no  mention  of  a good  man) 
Great  sir,  give  ear — this  most  ungrateful, 
spiteful, 

Above  the  memory  of  mankind  mischievous, 
With  his  own  bloody  hands—— — 

Chur.  Take  heed  ! 


* Out  of  yeur  wonted  goodneit  to  give  errd it.J  Sympson  tliinlts  it  *uuid  be  better  to  rend, 
to  give  eur  io't’ 
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1 Vigrr.  I’m  in,  sir; 

And,  if  I make  not  good  my  story — — 

Aur.  Forward ! [ful. 

I sec  n truth  would  break  out:  Be  not  fear- 
Niger.  I say,  this  Aper,  and  his  damn'd 
ambition,  [fortunes: 

Cut  off  your  brother’s  hopes,  his  life,  and 
The  honour’d  Numerianus  fell  by  him, 

Fell  basely,  most  untimely,  and  most  trea- 
ch’rousiy ; 

lor  in  his  litter,  ns  he  boro  him  company, 
Most  privntrlv  and  cunningly  lie  kill’d  him. 
Yet  still  he  tills  the  faithful  soldiers’  ears 
W ith  stories  of  his  weakness ; of  his  life ; 
That  he  dure  not  venture  to  appear  in  open. 
And  shew  his  warlike  face  among  the  soldiers, 
The  tenderness  and  w eakness  of  his  eyes, 

Fir  ing  notable  to  endure  the  sun  yet: 

Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  infirmity 
(Because  lie  would  dispatch  his  honour  too) 
To  arise  from  wnntouncss,  and  love  of  wo- 
And  thus  lie  juggles  still.  [men  ; 

Aur.  Oh,  most  pernicious,  [ther, 

Most  bloody,  and  most  base!  Alas,  dear  hro- 
Art  thou  accus’d,  and  after  death  thy  memory 
Loaden  with  shames  and  lies?  those  pious 
tears  filament, 

Thou  daily  shower’dst  upon  my  father's  mo- 
(When  in  the  Persian  expedition 
He  fell  unfortunately  by  a stroke  of  thunder) 
Made  thy  defame  and  sins?  those  wept-out 
eyes, 

The  fair  examples  of  a noble  nature. 

Those  holy  drops  of  love,  turn’d  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poison'd  tongues)  to  thy  abuses? 
We  must  not  suffer  this. 

Char.  It  shews  a truth  now: 

And  sure  this  Aper  is  not  right  nor  honest, 
He  will  not  now  come  near  inc. 

Niger.  No;  he  dare  not:  [science, 

He  has  an  inmate  here,  that’s  call’d  a Con- 
Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char.  My  brother  honour’d  him, 

Made  him  first  captain  of  his  guard,  his  next 
friend ; 

Then  to  my  mother  (to  assure  him  nearer) 

He  made  him  husband. 

Niger.  And  withal  ambitious;  [sir, 

For  when  he  trod  so  nigh,  his  false  feet  itch’d, 
To  step  into  the  state. 

Aar.  If  you  believe,  brother, 

Aper  a bloody  knave,  as  ’tis  apparent,  [ble.  I 
Let's  leave  disputing,  and  do  something  no- 
Char.  Sister,  be  rul’d.  I am  not  yet  so 
pow’rftil 

To  meet  him  in  the  field  : II*  has  under  him 
The  flower  of  all  the  empire,  and  the  strength, 
The  Britain  and  the  German  cohorts;  ’pray 
you  be  patient. 

Niger,  how  stuiuls  the  soldier  to  him? 

N'ger.  In  fear  more,  sir. 

Than  love  or  honour:  He  has  lost  their  fair 
affections. 

By  his  most  corctbus  and  greedy  griping. 

Are  you  desirous  to  do  aometbiug  on  him, 


[Act  1.  Scene  5. 

That  nil  the  world  may  know  you  lov’d  your 
brother? 

And  do  it  safely  too,  without  an  array  ? 
Char.  Most  willingly. 

N'ger.  Then  send  out  a proscription,  [it. 
Send  suddenly ; and  to  that  man  that  executes 
(I  mean  that  brings  his  head)  add  a fair  pay- 
ment, [no't, 

No  common  sum : Then  you  shall  see,  I fear 
Kv’n  from  his  own  camp,  from  those  ine» 
tiiat  follow  him, 

Follow  and  flatter  him,  we  shall  find  one, 
And,  if  he  miss,  one  hundred,  that  will  ven- 
ture it.  [brother, 

Aur.  Fur  his  reward,  (it  shall  be  so,  dear 
So  far  I’ll  honour  him  that  kills  the  villain; 
For  so  far  runs  my  love  to  my  dead  brother) 
Let  him  be  w-hat  he  will,  base,  old,  or  crooked, 
lie  shall  have  me:  Nay,  which  is  more,  I’ll 
love  him. 

I will  not  be  denied. 

Char.  You  shall  not,  sister:  [too. 

But  you  shall  know,  my  love  shall  go  along 
See  a proscription  drawn ; and  for  his  re- 
compense, 

My  sister,  and  half  partner  in  the  empire; 
And  I w ill  keep  my  word. 

Aur.  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Niger.  Anrf,  iho*  it  cost  ray  life,  I’ll  see 
it  publish’d. 

Chur.  Away  then,  for  the  business. 
Niger.  I am  gone,  sir: 

You  shall  have  nil  dispatch’d  to-night. 

Char.  Be  prosperous. 

Aur.  And  let  the  villain  fall. 

Niger.  Fear  notlung,  madam.  [Jvrnoil. 

SCENE  jr. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drutilla. 

Drus.  Tis  true,  that  Diocles  is  courteous, 
And  of  a pleasant  nature,  sweet  and  temper 
ra»e; 

His  cousin  Maxitninian,  proud  and  bloody. 

Yes,  and  mistrustful  too,  tny  girl : 
Take  heed; 

Altho’  he  seem  to  love  thee,  and  affect. 

Like  the  more  courtier,  curious  compliment. 
Yet  have  a care. 

Drus.  You  know  all  my  affection, 

And  nil  my  heart-desires,  are  set  on  Dioclcs: 
But,  aunt,  how  coldly  lie  requites  this  cour- 
tesy, 

How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me  ! 
Altho’  I wooc  him  sometimes  beyond  mo- 
desty, [me  I 

Beyond  a virgin's  care,  bow  still  he  slights 
And  puts  me  still  off  with  your  prophecy, 
And  the  performance  of  your  late  prediction. 
That  when  he’semp’ror,  then  he’ll  marry  me ! 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that? 

Deiph.  Peace,  and  he  pntient ; 

For  tho’  he  be  now  a man  most  miserable, 

Of  no  rank,  nor  no  badge  of  honour  on  him, 
Bred  low  and  poor,  no  eye  of  favour  shining; 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

And  tho*  ray  sure  prediction  of  liis  rising, 
Which  can  no  more  fail  than  the  day  or 
night  does, 

Nav,  let  him  he  asleep,  will  overtake  him. 
Hath  found  some  rubs  and  stops,  yet  (hear 
me,  niece. 

And  hear  me  with  a faith)  it  shall  com c to 
I’ll  tell  thee  the  occasion,  [him. 

Drus.  Do,  good  aunt; 

Tor  yet  I'm  ignorant. 

Dtlph.  Chiding  him  one  day. 

Tor  being  too  near  and  sparing  fora  soldier*, 
Too  griping,  and  too  greedy,  be  made  an- 
sw  er, 

* When  I am  Caisar,  then  I will  be  liberal:’ 
I presently,  inspir'd  with  holy  tire. 

And  my  prophetic  spirit  burning  in  me, 

Gave  answer  from  the  gods;  and  this  it  was: 
lm per  a tor  tris  Honttt , cum  Aprunt  gruiuiem 
interfeieris* : 

* Thou  shalr  he  einperor,  oh,  Diocle«, 

* When  thou  hast  kill'd  a mighty  boar.’  I Voin 

that  time,  [ploy’d 

As  giving  credit  to  my  words,  lie  has  etn- 
Much  of  his  lift*  in  hunting  : Many  boars, 
Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  bunds  h’ 
has  kill'd  too. 

But  vet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one,  [niece : 
Should  raise  him  to  the  empire.  Be  not  sad. 
Ere  long  he  shall.  Come;  let’s  go  entertain 
him:  [hunting: 

For  by  this  time,  I guess,  he  comes  from 
And,  by  mv  art,  1 find  this  very  instant 
Some  great  design's  o’ foot. 

l)r us.  Theguds  give  good,  aunt ! Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Diodes , Aluximiniunf  and  Get  a with  a 
boar. 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  hoar. 

Geta.  With  all  iny  heart;  I’m  weary  on’t: 
I shall  turn  Jew, if  I carry  many  such  burdens. 
J)o  you  think,  master,  to  he  emperor 
With  killing  swine?  You  muy  be  an  honest 
butcher, 

Or  allied  to  a seemly  family  of  souse-wives. 
Can  you  he  such  an  ass,  my  reverend  master, 
To  think  these  springs  of  pork  w ill  shoot  up 
Maxi.  The  fool  says  true.  [Caesars? 
Dio.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  sirrah, 
And  think  of'  what  tnuu  shall  be  when  I’m 
emperor. 


Geta.  ’Would  it  would  come  with  think- 
ing! for  then  [nator. 

O’  my  conscience  I should  be  at  least  a sc- 
Afuxi.  A sow  ter; 

For  that’s  a place  more  fitted  to  thy  nature, 
If  there  could  be  such  an  expectation. 

Or,  say  the  devil  could  perform  this  wonder. 
Can  such  a rascal  as  thou  art  hope  for  honour? 
Such  a log-carrying  lout? 

Geta.  Yes ; and  bear  it  too. 

And  bear  it  swimmingly.  I’m  not  the  first 
ass,  sir,  [rendly. 

Has  borne  good  office,  and  perform’d  it  reve- 
Dio.  Thou  being  the  son  of  a tiler,  canst 
thou  hope  to  he  a senator? 

Geta.  Thou  being  the  son  of  a tanner, 
canst  thou  hope  to  be  an  emperor  ? 
l)io.  Thou  say 'st  true,  Geta;  there’s  a stop 
indeed: 

But  yet  the  bold  and  virtuous- 

Geta.  You’re  right,  master, 

Right  as  a gun!  For  we,  the  virtuous, 

Tho’  we  be  kennel-rakers,  scabs,  and  scoun- 
drels, 

We,  the  discreet  and  bold— And  yet,  now  I 
remember  it, 

We  tilers  may  deserve  to  lie  senators, 

(And  there  we  step  before  you  thick-skin’d 
tanners)  ( ones. 

For  we  arc  born  three  stories  high  ; no  base 
None  of  your  groundlings,  master. 

Dio.  1 like  thee  well;  [honour*. 

Thou  hast  a good  mind,  as  I have,  to  this 
Geta.  As  good  a mind,  sir,  of  a simple 
plaisterer: 

And,  when  I come  to  execute  my  office, 
Then  you  shall  sec— 

AJaxi.  What? 

Geta . An  officer  in  furv, 

An  officer  as  he  ought  to  be.  Do  you  laugh 
at  it?  * [rence? 

Is  a senator,  in  hope,  worth  no  more  reve- 
By  tfiese  hands,  I’ll  clap  yuu  by  tb’  heels  the 
first  hour  of  it. ! [lieves ! 

Muu.  O'  my  conscience,  the  fellow  be- 
l)io.  Ay,  do,  do,  Geta; 

For  if  I once  be  emperor 

Geta.  Tl»eu  will  J [publick) 

(For  wise  men  must  be  had  to  prop  me  re- 
Not  bate  you  a single  ace  of  a sound  senator. 
Dio  But  what  shall  we  do  the  whilst? 
Geta.  Kill  swine,  and  souse  ’em. 

And  eat  ’em  when  we’ve  bread. 


* This  whole  speech  is  almost  a translation  from  Vopisrus.  Sampson. 

3 I could  wish  this  sptenduius  punnus , this  i ami  piece  of  patch-work,  was  not  to  be  found 
in  the  oldest  edition:  It  might  very  well  have  beeu  spared,  and  the  Author’s  learning  have 
suffered  no  detriment.  .Sympson. 

Never  was  a more  injudicious  censure,  than  this  of  Mr.  Sympson  upon  the  above  Latin 
liue  ; it  being  absolutely  necessary,  to  preserve  the  pun  (for  so  it.inu.-a  lie  called)  upon  the 
name  of  Aper,  for  the  prediction  to  be  delivered  in  that  language:  But  perhaps  Mr.  Myinp- 
aon  would  have  Had  the  traitor’s  name  Anglicised,  and  have  called  him  Yolulius  Boar. 

4 Thou  hast  a good  i/und  j Betterton,  in  his  alteration  of  this  play,  reads, 

* 1 hou  hast  us  good  u mind  as  1 have,*  &c. 

Sympson  follows  him,  but  claims  the  merit  of  the  variation. 

V ul.  II.  8 Z 
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Mari.  Why  did  it  thou  run  away 
When  the  hoar  made  toward  thee  r art  thou 
not  valiant? 

Get ii.  Mo,  indeed  am  I not;  and  ’tis  for 
mine  honour  too:  fster; 

I took  a tree,  ’tis  true,  cave  way  to  th*  mon- 
Hark  what  Discretion  says:  ‘ Let  fury  pass; 
* From  t lie  tootii  of  a mad  beast,  and  the 
tongue  of  a slanderer*, 

‘ Preserve  thine  honour.' 

Din.  Hr  talks  like  a full  senator.  (Vine; 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry ’t  in.  H is  a huge 
We  never  kill’d  so  large  a swine;  so  fierce  too, 
I never  met  with  yet. 

.1  lari.  Take  heed  ! it  stirs  again. 

How  nimbly  the  rogue  runs  up  ! he  climbs 
like  a squirrel.  [dead? 

Din.  Conte  down,  you  dunce!  Is  it  not 
Get  a.  I know-  not. 

Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bow  els  out. 
Get  a.  That's  all  one.  [I  know, 

JVn  sure  his  teeth  ate  in;  and,  for  any  thing 
He  may  have  pigsof  his  own  nuture  in’s  belly. 
Dio.  Come,  take  him  up,  I say,  and  see 
him  dress'd;  [him, 

He's  fat,  and  will  he  htsty  ruent;  away  with 
Anil  get  some  of  hitit  ready  for  our  dinner. 

Geta.  Shall  he  hr  roasted  w hole,  [vice  ! 
And  serv’d  up  in  n souce-tub?  a portly  ser- 
l’JJ  run  i’ tli’  wheel  myself. 

il fori.  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating. 

And  get  some  piece  of  hint  ready  presently  ; 
W e’re  weary  both,  and  hungry. 

Geta.  I'll  ubout  it. 

What  an  inundation  of  brew  is  shall  I swim 
in ! [ Exit. 

Dio.  Thou’rt  ever  dull  and  mcinnciioly. 
Distrustful  of  my  hopes.  [cousiu, 

Maxi.  Why,  cun  you  blame,  me? 

Do  nten  give  credit  to  a juggler? 

Dio.  Thou  know 'at  she  is  a Prophetess. 
Mari.  A small  one, 

And  as  small  profit  to  be  hop’d  for  by  her. 
Dio.  Thou  art  the  strangest  man!  How 
does  thy  hurt? 

The  boar  came  near  you,  sir. 

Maxi.  A scratch,  a scratch. 

Dio.  It  aches  and  troubles  thee,  and  that 
makes  thee  angry.  [uncle, 

Mari.  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  practic  e, 
The  butcherly  base  custom  of  our  lives  now  : 
Had  a brave  enemy’s  sword  draw  n so  much 
from  me. 

Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o’  th’  army, 

T’  have  blush’d  thus  in  my  blood  Imd  been 
mine  honour; 

But  to  live  base,  like  swine-herds,  and  be- 
lieve too!  f dreams, 

To  be  fool’d  out  with  tales,  and  old  wives' 
Dreams  when  they’re  drunk ! 


[Act  1.  S^eucS. 

Dio.  Certain,  you  much  mistake  her. 

Muxi.  Mistake  her?  hang  her!  To  be 
made  her  purveyors. 

To  feed  her  old  chaps,  to  provide  her  daily, 
And  bring  in  feasts,  whilst  she  sits  farting 
at  us, 

And  blowing  outlier  Prophecies  at  both  mils! 

Dio.  ’Prithee  be  wise:  Dost  thou  think, 

Muximinian,  [ledge 

So  "rent  u rev’rence,  and  so  staid  a kii  'w- 

Maxi.  .Sur-rcv’rence,  you  would  suy!  N\  hat 
truth?  what  knowledge  ? 

What  any  tiling,  but  eating,  is  good  in  her  ? 
*T would  make  a fool  prophesy,  to  be  fed 
continually.  [dagger, 

What  do  you  get?  Your  labour  iusd  \our 
W Itilst  site  sits  bathing  in  her  larded  fury, 
inspir'd  with  full  deep  cups,  w ho  cannot  pro- 
phesy ? 

A tinker,  out  of  ale,  w ill  give  predictions; 
Hut  who  believes  ? 

Dio.  Site  is  u holy  druid, 

A woman  noted  for  that  faith,  that  piety, 
Belov’d  of'  ileav’u. 

Maxi . Ileav'n  knows,  I don’t  believe  it. 
Indeed,  I must  confess,  they’re  excellent 
jugglers;  [fide  nee.* 

Their  age  upon  some  fools  too  flings  a con- 
liut  what  grouuds  have  they,  what  elements 
to  work  on  ? 

Shew  me  Imt  that ! the  sieve  and  sheers;  a 
team'd  one. 

I have  no  patience  to  dispute  this  question, 
Tis  so  ridiculous!  1 think  the  dtvil  duel 
help  ’♦•in ; 

Or  rather,  mark  well,  abuse  ’em,  uncle: 
For  they're  ns  lit  to  deal  with  him,  these  old 

women,  [turc 

They  are  as  jump  and  squar’d  out  to  his  na- 

Dto.  Thou  hast  a perfect  malice. 

Maxi.  So  I would  have 
Against  these  purblind  prophets;  for,  look 
ye,  sir,  (devil, 

Old  women  w ill  lie  monstrously,  so  will  the 
(Or  else  h’  has  had  much  wrong,  upou  uiy 
know  ledge); 

Old  women  are  malicious,  so  is  he; 

They're  proud,  and  covetous,  revengeful, 
Icch'rous, 

All  which  arc  excellent  attributes  o’  th*  devil : 
'I  hey  would  at  least  seem  holy,  so  would  he  ; 
And,  to  veil  o’er  these  villainies,  they’d  pro- 
phesy ; 

He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  use 
their  cunnings. 

Which  is  to  kill  a cow,  or  blast  a harvest, 
Make  young  pigs  pipe  themselves  to  death, 
choke  poultry, 

And  chafe  u dairy-wench  into  a fever 
Witii  pumpiug  for  her  butter: 


5 Thine  honour]  ‘ To  preserve  thy  honour  from  the  tooth  of  a mad  beast’  is  scarcely  sense. 
The  deficiency  of  the  verse  gives  room  to  suspect  tlmt  something  is  dropu  I read: 

4 of  a mad  beast,  and  the  tongue  of 

4 A slanderer,  preserve  thee  (or  thyself)  and  honour.*  Sevartl. 
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Act  I.  Scene  3.] 

Rut  when  he  makes  thcic  agents  to  raise  etn- 
jM.ro  rs, 

When  he  disposes  Fortune  as  his  servant, 

And  ties  her  to  old  wives’  tale* 

Dio.  Go  thy  wavs  ; 

Thou  art  a learned  scholar,  against  credit. 
You  hear  the  prophecy. 

Mari.  Yes;  and  I laugh  at  it, 

And  so  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty. 
That  is  not  blind,  as  you  arc  blind,  and  ig- 
norant. 

1)’  you  think  she  knows  your  fortune? 

Din.  I do  think  it. 

.Mari.  I know  she  has  the  name  of  a rare 
soothsayer ; [holy  ? 

Rut  do  you  in  your  conscience  believe  her 
Inspir’d  with  such  prophetic  lire? 

Din.  Yes,  in  tnv  conscience. 

Maxi.  And  that  you  must,  upon  necessity, 
From  her  words,  be  a Ctesar? 

Din.  If  I live 

.Ma  ri.  There’s  one  stop  yet. 

Din.  And  follow  her  directions. 

Mari.  But  do  not  juggle  with  ine. 

Din.  Jn  faith,  cousin,  u 
So  full  a truth  hangs  ever  on  her  pruphccies, 

That  how  1 should  think  otherwise 

Mari.  Very  well,  sir;  [ces«arv) 

You  then  believe  (for  inetliiuks  ’tis  most  i»c* 
She  knows  her  own  fate? 

Din.  I believe  it  certain.  ' [try  it? 
Maxi.  Dare  you  hut  be  so  w ise  to  lei  me 
For  1 stand  doubtful. 

Dio.  1I<  >w  ? 

Mari.  Coine  nearer  to  rae,  fine; 

Because  her  cunning  devil  shall  not  prevent 
Close,  close, and  hear. — If  she  can  turn  this 
destiny, 

I'll  be  of  vonr  faith  too.  \Whispcrt  ])inc/t  H. 

Din.  forward;  I fear  not;  [thing. 

For  if  she  knows  not  this,  sure  she  know  s no- 

Kater  De/phia. 

I nm  so  confident 

Maxi.  ’Faith,  so  am  I too, 

That  1 shall  make  Iter  devil’s  sides  limn. 

Dio.  She  comes  here; 

Go  take  your  stand. 

.Muii.  Now  holy®,  or  you  howl  for’t! 

[ Retires. 

Dio.  ’Tis  pity  this  young  man  should  he 
so  stubborn  : 

Valiant  he  is,  and  to  his  valour  temperate, 


25b 

Only  distrustful  of  delays  in  fortune ; 
l love  him  dearly  well. 

Dt/ph.  Now,  my  son  Diodes, 

Are  you  not  weary  of  your  game  to-day? 
And  arc  you  well? 

Din.  Yes,  mother,  well  and  lusty; 

Only  you  make  me  hunt  for  empty  shadows. 
Dt/ph.  You  must  have  patience:  Koine 
was  not  built  in  one  day ; [current*. 
And  he  that  hopes,  must  give  his  hopes  their 
You’ve  kill’d  a mighty  boar. 

Dio.  But  Pin  no  emperor.  [low 

Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  foF 
Your  flattering  expectation  hour  by  hour? 
Rise  early,  and  sleep  late?  to  feed  your 
appetites,  [ honour  ? 

Forget  niv  trade,  my  arms?  forsake  mine 
labour  and  sweat  to  arrive  at  a base  meinoi  y ? 
Oppose  myself  to  hazards  of  nil  sorts, 

(♦nlv  to  win  the  barb’rous  name  of  Butcher? 
Dr .Son,  you  are  wise. 

Dm.  But  you  are  cunning,  mother;  [you, 
And  with  that  cunning?,  and  the  faith  I give 
You  lend  me  Mindly  to  no  end,  no  honour. 
You  find  you're  daily  fed,  you  take  no  labour, 
Your  family  at  case,  they  know  no  market ; 
Aud  therefore,  to  maintain  this,  you  speak 
darkly. 

As  darkly  still  you  nourish  it;  whilst  I 
(Being  a credulous  and  nbs<  quious  coxcomb) 
Hunt  daily,  and  sweat  hourly;  to  find  out 
To  clear  vour  mystery,  kill  hoar  on  boar, 

Aud  make  your  sjiits  and  pots  bow  with  utj 
unities: 

Yet  1 still  poorer,  further  still 

Dr/ph.  lie  provident, 

And  tempt  not  tlie  gods*  dooms ; stop  not 
the  glory  [then! 

They’re  ready  to  fix  on  yon ; you're  a fool 
Chciiiful  and  grateful  takers  ibe  gods  love, 
And  such  as  wait  their  pleasures  with  full 
hopes ; 

The  doubtful  and  distrustful  man  lienv’n 
frowns  ut. 

What  I have  told  you  by  my  inspiration, 

I tell  you  once  again,  must  and  shall  hud  you. 
Din.  But  when  ?%»r  bow? 

Defph.  Cum  Apt-urn  inltrjtceris. 

Din.  I have  kill’d  many. 

Dt/ph.  Not  the  Boar  they  point  you  ; 

Nor  must  1 reveal  further,  ?till  you  clear  it : 
The  lots  of  glorious  men  are  wrapt  in  my- 
steries, 


* N<’W  holly,  Ac.)  I read  ha/ kmc  ye. — Maxitnininn  did  not  believe  Delphia  had  any  divinity 
about  her,  and  therefore  when  designing  to  shoot  ut  her,  should  seem  to  say,  now  hultotc 
you,  i e.  render  yourself  holy,  or  you  hou  / for  it.  As  lo  the  old  nailing,  I have  no  idea  of 
it  at  all ; and  what  I purpose  will  re-ni  in  the  verse  as  two  syllables  only.  St  Kurd. 

The  whole  conversation  respecting  Dolphin  turns  upon  the  question}  Whether  she  is  really 
holy,  or  only  pretends  to  be  so:  Maxiniiniau’s  meaning,  therefore,  seems  to  us  to  bej  * Now 
[Y'ju  M r«vr  ijk]  holy,  or  you  bowl  for’t;'  and  then  presents  an  arrow. 

Betterton's  alteration  gives  the  line  thus: 

* Now  shew  your  linliuexs,  or  you  hotel  far  t%  beldame!’ 

? And  with  that  c umou.J  The  amendment  in  die  text  was  made  by  Betterton,  but  is 
ci. inne'J  by  Sympson. 
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And  so  deliver'd  ; common  and  slight  crea- 
tures, 

That  have  their  ends  as  open  as  their  actions, 
Easv  and  open  fortunes  follow. 

Mari.  [fomini!  forward.]  I shall  try 
TIow  deep  your  inspiration  lies  hid  in  you. 
And  whether  your  bravespirit  have  a buckler 
To  keep  this  arrow  off;  1*11  make  you  smoke 
else.  [punctually, 

Dio.  Knowing  my  fortune  so  precisely, 
And  that  it  must  fall  without  contradiction, 
Being  a stranger,  of  no  tie  unto  you, 
Mcthink*  you  should  be  studied  in  vour  own  ; 
In  your  own  destiny,metliinks,  most  perfect : 
And  every  hour,  and  every  minute,  mother, 
(So  great  a cure  should  licav’n  hnve  of  her 
ministers) 

Methinks  your  fortunes  both  ways  should 
appear  to  you. 

Both  to  avoid,  and  take.  Can  the  stars  not*. 
And  all  those  influences  you  receive  into  you, 
Or  secret  inspirations  yon  make  show  of, 

If  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
To  pour  itself  upon  your  life,  deliver  you  ? 
Can  they  now  sav,  1 Take  heed  ?’ 

Delph.  11a?  ’Pray  you  coinc  hither. 

Maxi.  I would  know  Unit:  I fear  vour 
devil  will  cozen  you ; [you. 

And,  stand  as  close  ns  you  can,  I shall  be  with 
Delph.  I find  a present  ill. 

J)io.  llow  ? 

Dflph.  But  I scorn  if. 

Mari.  Do  you  so  ? do  you  so  ? 

Delph.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it,  Diodes. 

Is  it  not  9tmnge,  these  wild  and  foolish  men 
Should  dare  to  oppose  the  power  of  destiny  ? 
That  power  the  gods  shake  at?  Look  yonder, 
son.  r.vu ! 

Mari.  Have  yon  spied  me  ? then  have  at 
Delph.  Do;  shoot  boldly! 

Hit  me,  and  spare  not,  if  thou  canst. 

Dio.  Shoot,  cousin. 

Mari.  I cannot;  mine  arm's  dead  ; 1 have 
no  feeling  ! 

Or,  if  I could  shoot,  so  strong  19  her  arm'd 
She’d  catch  the  arrow  flying.  [virtue, 

Delph.  Poor  doubtful  people! 

I pity  your  weak  faiths. 

Diu.  Your  mercy,  mother ! 

And,  from  this  hour,  a deity  I crown  you. 
Delph.  No  more  of  that. 

Mari.  Oh,  let  my  prayers  prevail  too  ! 
Here  like  a tree  l dwell  else:  1' rce  me,  mo- 
ther, t [thee! 

And,  greater  than  great  fortune,  I’ll  adore 
Delph.  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure 
thoughts  in  you.  [stnntlv ; 

Dio.  Now  1 believe  your  words  most  con- 
And  when  I have  that  power  you've  promis'd 
tome — [niece  Drusilln, 

Delph.  Remember  then  your  vow:  My 
I menu,  to  marry  her,  and  then  you  prosper. 
Dio.  I shall  forget  my  life  else. 

Delph.  I am  a poor  weak  woman ; to  inc 
no  worship. 


[Act  1.  Scene  3. 

Enter  Niger , Geta,  and  Soldiers. 

Geta.  And  shall  he  have  as  you  say,  that 
kills  this  A per  ? 

Delph.  Now  mark,  and  understand. 

Niger.  The  proscription’s  up,  [it: 

I*  th’  market-place  *tis  up ; there  you  may  read 
He  ‘•hall  have  half  the  empire. 

Geta.  A pretty  farm,  i*  faith.  [Aurelia, 
Niger.  And  th’  emperor's  sister,  bright 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Geta.  You  say  well,  friend : But,  hark  you; 
Who  shall  do  tlfis  ? 

Niger.  You,  if  you  dare. 

Geta.  I think  so  : 

Yet,  1 could  poison  him  in  a pot  of  perry ; 
lie  loves  that  veng'ancely.  But  when  1 have 
done  this, 

May  I lie  with  the  gentlewoman  ? 

Niger.  J.ie  with  her?  wlmt  else,  man? 
Geta.  Yes,  man ; 

1 have  known  a man  married  that  never  lay 
with  his  wife : 

lliose  dancing-days  are  done. 

Niger.  These  are  old  soldiers, 

And  poor,  it  seems.  I'll  try  their  appetites. 
’Save  ye,  brave  soldiers! 

Maxi  Sir,  you  talk’d  of  proscriptions? 
Niger.  Tis  true  ; there  is  one  set  up  from 
the  emperor, 

Against  Volutius  Aper. 

Dio.  A per? 

Delph.  Now! 

Now  have  you  found  the  Boar? 

Dio.  1 have  the  meaning; 

And,  blessed  neither 

Niger.  He  has  scorn’d  his  master. 

And  bloodily  cut  off  by  treachery 
The  noble  brother  to  him. 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  sir, 

Sickly  and  weak. 

Niger.  Did  you  see  him? 

Mori.  No. 

Niger,  lie’s  murder’d;  [peror, 

So  you  shall  find  it  mention’d  from  the  ern* 
And,  honest  faithful  soldiers,  hut  believe  it; 
For,  by  tin*  Cods,  you’ll  find  it  so  ; he’s  mur- 
der'd ! v[tion. 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  proscrip- 
Delph  It  is  most  true,  son,  and  he  cozens 
A per’s  a villain  false.  [you; 

Dto.  I thank  you.  mother. 

And  dare  believe  you.  Hark  you,  sir ! tl»e 

As  vou  related [recompense 

Niger.  Isas  firm  ns  faith,  sir, 

Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Mari.  You  took  a fit  time. 

The  general  being  out  o’  th’  town  ; for  tho 
we  love  him  nor,  , 

Yet,  had  he  known  this  first,  you  had  paid 
for’t  dearly.  [Niger, 

Dto.  ’Tis  Niger;  now  I know  him;  lioiiv^ 
A true  sound  man  ; and  I believe  him  con- 
stantly. [hurry 

Your  business  may  be  done,  make  uo  great 
l’or  your  own  safety. 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Niger.  No;  I’m  eonc,  I thank  you.  [Enf. 
Dio.  Pray,  Maximinian,  pray. 

Mari.  I’ll  pray  and  work  too.  [offer: 
Dio.  I’ll  to  the  market-place,  and  read  the 
And,  now  I’ve  found  the  Boar  — 

Delph.  Find  your  own  faith  too. 

And  remember  whatyou  have  vow’d. 


3ST 

Dio.  Oh,  mother!—- 
Delph.  Prosper. 

Oeta.  If  my  master  and  I do  this,  there’s 
two  emperors, 

And  what  a show  will  that  make!  how  we 
shall  bounce  it! 

[.ELrcurff. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Drusilla  and  Delphia . 

Drus.  T EAVE/US,  and  not  vouchsafe  a 
parting  kiss 

To  her,  that  in  his  hopes  of  greatness  lives. 
And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  dangers? 
Delph.  I grant  ’twas  most  iuhuman. 

Drus.  Oh,  you  give  it 
Too  mild  a name ! ’twas  more  than  barbarous ! 
And  you  a partner  in  it. 

Delph.  I,  Drusilla? 

Drus.  Yes;  you  have  blown  his  swoln 
pride  to  that  vastness, 

As  he  believes  the  earth  is  in  his  fathom  ; 

This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  being: 
And  can  I hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagin’d  food  of  future  empire, 
Disdains  ev’n  those  that  gave  hun  means,  and 
life, 

To  nourish  such  desires,  when  lies  possess  d 
Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  must  fall  on  him, 
Or  vour  predictions  are  false)  will  ever 
Descend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Delph.  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  sens  or  winds;  his  heart 
Compos'd  of  falshood ; yet  the  benefit, 

The  greatness  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 
(For  what  I have  conferr’d  is  thine,  Drusilla) 
Must  make  him  firm  and  thankful:  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  debts  he  stands  engag’d 
Find  a quick  grave  in  his  ingratitude,  [for. 
My  powerful  art,  that  guides  him  to  this 
height, 

Shall  make  him  curse  the  hour  he  e’er  was 
Or  sink  him  to  the  centre.  [rais’d, 

Drus.  I hud  rather  [dour 

Your  art  could  force  him  to  return  that  ar- 
To  ine,  I bear  to  him ; or  give  me  power 
To  moderate  my  passions:  Yet  I know  not ; 

I should  repeat  yuur  grant,  tho’  you  had 
sign’d  it 

(So  well  1 find  he’s  worthy  of  all  service). 
But  to  believe' that  any  check  to  him 
In  fiis  main  hopes  could  yield  content  tome, 
Were  treason  to  true  love,  that  knows  no 
pleasure, 

Tho  object  that  it  doats  on  ill  affected  ! 

Delph.  Pretty  simplicity!  I love  thee  for’t, 
And  will  not  sit  an  idle  looker-on, 

And  see  it  cozen’d.  Dry  thy  innocent  eyes, 
And  cast  off  jealous  fears,  (yet  promises 


Arc  hut  lip»comforts)  and  but  fancy  aught 
That’s  possible  in  nature,  or  in  art. 

That  may  advance  thy  comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  thy  soul  ’tis  thine;  there  fore  speak 
freely. 

i Drus.  You  new-create  me!  To  conceal 
from  you 

My  virgin  fondness,  were  to  hide  my  sickness 
From  my  physician.  Oh,  dear  aunt,  1 languish 
For  want  of  Diodes’  sight:  He  is  the  sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a perpetual  spring; 
But,  in  his  absence,  cold  benumbing  winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties.  Would  you  bind  me 
(That  am  your  slave  already)  in  more  fetters. 
And,  in  the  place  of  service,  to  adore  you  ? 
Oli,  bear  me  then  (but  ’tis  impossible, 

I fear,  to  be  effected)  where  1 may 
See  how  iny  Diodes  breaks  thro’ his  dangers, 
And  in  what  heaps  his  honours  flow  upon  him. 
That  I may  meet  him  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  iiis  glories,  and  there  (as  your  gilt) 
Challenge  him  as  mine  own. 

Delph  Enjoy  thy  wishes: 

This  is  an  easy  boon,  which,  at  thy  years, 

I could  have  giv’n  to  any;  hut  now  grown 
Perfect  in  all  the  hidden  mysteries 
Of  that  inimitable  art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  ev’n  to  the  gods,  and  nature’s  wonders, 
It  shall  be  done  us  fits  iny  skill  and  glory  : 

To  break  thro*  bolls  and  locks,  a scholar’s 
prize  fanny, 

For  thieves  and  pick-locks  ! to  pass  thro’  an 
Cover’d  with  night,  or  some  disguise,  the 
practice 

Of  poor  and  needy  spies!  No,  my  Drusilla, 
From  Ceres  I will  force  her  winged  dragons, 
And  in  the  air  hangover  the  tribunal. 

The  music  of  the  spheres  attending  on  us. 
There,  as  his  good  star,  thou  shult  shine  ujnin 
him, 

If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  angel  guard  him  : 
But  it  he  dare  be  false,  I,  in  a moment, 

Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,  with  such 
horror 

As  if  th’  eternal  night  had  seiz’d  the  sun. 

Or  all  things  were  return’d  to  the  first  chaos. 
And  then  appear  like  furies. 

Drus.  I will  do 
Whate’er  you  shall  command. 

Delph.  Rest  then  assur’d, 

I am  the  mistress  of  my  art,  and  fear  not. 

viusiek.  Exeunt* 
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SCENE  n. 

Enter  Aiur,  Canmritis,  Guard,  a Utter co- 
vered. 

After.  Your  care  of  your  sick  cmp’rur,  fel- 
low-soldiers. 

In  colours  to  the  life  doth  shew  your  love, 
And  zealous  duty  : Oh,  continue  in  it ! 

And  tho*  1 know  you  long  to  see  and  hear  him, 
Impute  it  not  to  pride,  or  melancholy,  [vices 
That  keeps  you  from  your  wishes:  such  state* 
(Too,  too  familiar  with  great  princes)  arc 
Strangers  to  all  the  actions  of  the  life 
Of  good  Numeriantis.  Let  your  patience 
Be  the  physician  to  his  wounded  eyes, 
(Wounded  with  pious  sorrow  for  his  father) 
Which  time  and  your  strong  patience  will  re- 
cover, 

Provided  it  prove  constant,  [doc*  to  the  litter. 

1 Guard.  If  he  counterfeit, 

I will  hereafter  trust  a prodigal  heir, 

When  he  weeps  at  his  lather’s  fum  nil. 

2 Guard.  Or  a young  widow,  following  a 
bed-rid  husband 

(After  a three-years’  groaning)  to  tin*  fire. 

3 Guard.  Note  his  humility, and  with  what 
soft  inurinurs 

lie  does  enquire  his  pleasures. 

1 Guard.  And  how  soon 
He  is  instructed. 

2 Guard.  I low  he  how  s again  too. 

Aprr.  All  your  command*.,  dread  CieSitr, 

I'll  impart 

To  your  most  ready  soldier,  to  obey  them ; 
So,  take  votir  rest  in  peace. — It  is  the  pleasure 
[ Turning J’rom  the  Utter  to  the  Guards. 
Of  might v ( a Mir  (his  thanks  still  remember'd 
For  your  long  patience,  which  a donative, 
Pitting  his  stair  to  giro,  shall  quickly  follow) 
That  you  continue  u strict  guard  upon  - 
His  sacred  person,  and  admit  no  stranger 
Of  any  other  legion  to  come  ncur  him ; 

You  being  most  trusted  hy  him.  I rec  eive 
Your  answer  in  your  silem  e.  Now,  Cam  tin  us. 
Speak  without  flatt’rv  : Huth  thy  Aper  acted 
This  passion  to  the  life? 

Cant.  I would  applaud  him. 

Were  he  saluU-d  Civwir:  Hut  1 fear 
These  long-protracted  counse  ls  w ill  undo  us; 
And  'tis  beyond  mv  reason,  lie  being  dt  ud, 
You  should  conceal  yourself,  or  hope  it  can 
(.‘on tin ue  undiseovei 'd. 

A per.  That  I’ve  kill’d  him,  [lives, 

A’et  feed  these  ignorant  fools  w ith  hopes  he 
Has  a main  end  m’t.  The  Pnnnoiii an  cohort? 
(1  lint  are  my  ow  n,  and  sure)  arc  not  come  up; 
The  German  legions  waver;  and  Chsiritiits, 
llrot her  to  this  dead  dog,  (ludl’s  plagues  on 
Niger!) 

Is  jealous  of  the  murder,  and,  1 hear, 


[Act  9.  Scene  2, 

Is  marching  up  against  me.  Tis  not  safe. 
Till  I have  power  to  justify  the  act,  [careful 
To  shew  myself  the  author:  Be  therefore 
For  an  hour  or  two  (till  have  fully  sounded 
How  the  tribunes  and  centurions  stand  af- 
fected ) 

That  none  come  near  the  litter.  Iff  find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  l dare  profess  myself ; 
Anti  then,  live  Aper’s  equal ! 

Cam.  Does  not  the  body 
Begin  to  putrify  ? • 

Aper.  'Hint  exacts  my  haste:  [it, 

When,  but  ev’n  now,  1 feign’d  obedience  to 
As  I had  some  great  business  to  impart, 

The  scent  had  almost  choak’d  me ; be  there- 
fore curious 
All  keep  at  distance. 

Cam.  i am  taught  mv  parts; 

Ha*e  you,  to  perfect  yours. 

i Guard.  I’d  rather  meet 
An  enemy  i‘  th’  field,  than  stand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a rug-gown’d  watchman. 

Enter  Diodes , Minim  in  tan,  and  Get a. 

4 Muii . The  watch  at  noon  “ ? 

Tins  is  a new  device 
Cum.  Stand ! 

Dio.  1 am  arm’d 
Against  all  danger. 

Maxi.  If]  fear  to  follow, 

A coward’s  name  pursue  me! 

Dio.  Now,  my  fate, 

Guide  and  direc  t me  ! 

('am.  You  arc  rude  and  saucy, 

With  your  forbidden  feet  to  touch  this  ground, 
Sacred  to  Casaionlv,  and  to  these  [you? 
That  do  attend  his  person  ! Speak,  what  arc 
Dio.  What  thou,  nor  any  of  thy  faction  nre, 
Nor  ever  were;  soldiers,  and  honest  men. 
Cam.  So  blunt? 

Geta.  Nay,  you  shall  find  he’s  good  at  the 
sharp  too.  [murder, 

Dio  No  instruments  of  craft,  t n. ines  of 
That  serve  the  empemr  only  w it1 1 oil’d  tongue  s 
Sioth  and  applaud  his  vices,  play  the  bawds 
To  all  bis  appetites;  and  when  you’ve 
wrought 

So  far  upon  his  weakness,  that  lie’s  grown 
Odious  to  the  subject  and  himself, 

And  can  no  further  help  youi  wicked  cuds, 
You  rid  him  out  o’  th’  way. 

Cum.  'Treason! 

Dio.  M is  truth, 

And  1 will  make  it  good. 

Cam.  Lay  hands  upon  ’em; 

Or  kill  them  suddenly ! , 

Get  a.  I am  out  at  that; 
l do  not  like  the  sport. 

Dio.  What’s  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  virtue  Worth  a Roman, 


7 Curious.]  i.  e.  cautious.  Sympum. 

fc  Gcta.  The  watch  at  uoon  ?]  The  old  books  give  this  speech  to  Gctn,  whom  we  thought 
the  most  unlikely  person  on  the  stage  to  make  the  remark,  before  wc  consulted  Betterton# 
edition,  which  we  have  followed,  in  giving  it  to  Maxmiinian. 
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Act  2.  Scene  3.J 


Or  does  retain  the  mem  ry  of  die  oath 
lie  made  to  Caesar,  that  dares  lift  his  sword 
Against  the  man  that  (careless  of  his  life) 
Comes  to  discover  such  a horrid  treason, 

As,  when  you  hear’t,  and  understand  how  Ion" 
You’ve  been  abus’d,  will  run  you  mad  with 
fury? 

I  am  no  stranger,  but  (like  you)  a soldier, 
Train’d  up  one  from  my  youth:  And  there 
are  some  [myself) 

With  whom  JJve  serv’d,  and  (not  to  praise 
Must  needs  confess  they  have  seen  Diodes, 
Tu  the  late  Britain  wars,  botli  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a common  man. 

1 Guard.  Diodes? 

2 Guard.  I know  him; 

The  bravest  soldier  of  the  empire. 

Com.  Stand! 

If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thou'rt  dead. 

Dio.  Die  thou,  [ Kills  Coinuriut. 

That  durst  oppose  thyself  against  a truth 
That  will  breakout,  tbo’ mountains  cover'it ! 

Getu.  I fear  this  is  a sucking  pig,  no  boar, 
He  fulls  so  easy. 

Dio.  Hear  me,  fellow-soldiers; 

And  if  I make  it  not.  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  net  of  justice,  niul  no  murder, 

Cut  me  in  pieces.  I’ll  disperse  the  cloud 
That  hath  so  long  obscur’d  a bloody  act 
Ne’er  equat'd  yet.  You  all  know  with  what 
The  good  Xtiincriuuus  ever  grac’d  [favours 
The  provost  A per  ? 

Guard.  True. 

Dio.  And  thut  those  bounties  * flearn’d 
Should  have  contain'd  him  (if  he  e’er  had 
The  elements  of  honesty  and  truth) 

In  loyal  duty  : But  Ambition  never  [haste 
Looks  backward  on  Desert,  but  with  blind 
Boldly  runs  on  : But  I lose  time.  You’re  here 
Commanded  by  this  Apcr  to  attend 
The  emp’ror’s  person,  to  admit  no  stranger 
To  have  access  to  him,  or  come  near  his  litter. 
Under  pretence,  forsooth,  his  eyes  are  sore, 
Ami  his  mind  troubled:  No,  my  friends, 
you’re  cozen’d  ; 

The  good  Numerianus  now  is  past 
The  sense  of  wrong  or  injury. 

Guard.  How!  dead? 

Dm.  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

[ Opens  l he  litter . 
Gcta.  An  emperor’s  cabinet?  [sweeter. 
Fough  ! I have  known  a charnel-house  smell 


If  emperor's  flesh  have  this  savour,  what  will 
When  I am  rotten?  [mine  do, 

1 Guard.  Most  unheard-of  villainy  ! 

2 Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  re- 
veng'd. 

3 Guard.  Who  is  the  murderer?  Name 
him,  that  we  niav 

Punish  it  in  his  family. 

Dio.  Who  hut  A per? 

The  barbarous  and  most  ingrateful  A per? 
His  desperate  poniard  printed  on  his  breust 
This  deadly  wound.  Hate  to  vow'd  enemies 
Finds  a full  satisfaction  in  death. 

And  tyrants  seek  no  further  : lie, a subject, 
And  bound  by  all  the  ties  of  love  and  duty, 
Ended  not  so;  hut  does  deny  his  prince 
(Whose  ghost,  forbad  a passage  to  his  rest, 
Mourns  by  the  Stygian  shore;  it  is  funeral- 
t rites.  [ainzer; 

Nay,  w eep  not ; let  your  loves  speak  in  your 
Ami,  to  roulirm  you  gave  no  suffrage  to 
The  damned  plot,  lend  me  your  helping  hands 
To  w reak  the  parricide:  and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diodes  to  deserve  it, 
Make  him  your  leader. 

G nurd.  A Diodes,  a Diodes ! 

Dio.  We’ll  force  him  from  his  guards. — 
And  now,  my  stars. 

If  von  have  am  good  for  me  in  store, 

Shew  it,  when  i have  slain  this  fatal  Boar ! 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Eater  Delphi,,  and  Drusif/a , in  a throne 
drum,  bp  dragons, 

. D,  Iph.  Fix  here,  and  rest  awhile  your  sail- 
stretch’d  w ings fl,  * [iieav'n 

That  have  out-stript  the  winds.  The  eye  of 
Durst  not  behold  >our  speed,  but  hid  itself 
*Bi  hind  the  grossest  clouds;  and  the  pale  inoou 
Piuck’d  in  her  silver  horns,  trembling  fur  fear 
That  my  strong  spells  should  force  her  from 
her  sphere : 

Such  is  the  power  of  urt. 

Dms.  Good  aunt,  where  are  we! 
l)e/ph.  lj>ok  dow  n,  Drusilla,  on  thrse  lofty 
towers,  [house 

I licse  spacious  streets,  where  every  private 
Appears  a palace  to  refeiveu  king:* 

The  site,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  the  place. 
Will  soon  inform  thee  ’tis  imperious  Rome, 


9 Sail-st  retch'd  wings.]  I cannot  forbear  transcribing  a stanza  out  of  our  inimitable  Spender, 
which  whether  our  poets  had  in  their  eye  or  no  here,  the  reader  must  judge.  B.  i.  C.  xi. 
Stan.  10. 


* His  flaggy  wings  w hen  forth  lie  did  display, 

* Were  like  two  sails,  in  which  the  hollow  wind 
‘ Is  gathered  full,  and  workrtli  speedy  wav: 

4  And  eke  the  pens  that  did  his  pinions  hind, 

* Were  like  main-yards,  with  flying  canvas  liu’d  ; 

4 With  which,  when  as  him  list  the  air  to  heat, 

* And  there  by  force  unwonted  pussiige  find, 

* The  clouds  before  him  fled  for  terror  great, 

* And  ail  the  heavens  stood  full  aruozid  with  his  threat,’ 


Spmpson. 
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Rome,  the  great  mistress  of  the  conquer’d  I 
world. 

Drv i.  But,  without  Diodes,  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  wilderness  we  have  pass’d  o’er: 

Shall  l not  see  him  ? 

JJc/ph  Yes,  and  in  full  glory, 

And  glut  thy  gre«dy  eyes  with  looking  on 
His  prosperous  success.  Contain  thyself; 
Fortho’ull  things  licneatli  us  are  transparent, 
The sliarpcst-sighud  (were  he  eagh-ey’d) 
Cannot  discover  us  Nor  will  we  hong 
Idle  spectators  to  behold  hi*  triumph; 

Enter  Dine  Us , Maximinian , Get  a,  Guard , 
A per , Senators,  Officers,  uith  litter. 

But,  when  occasion  shall  present  itself, 

Do  ^incthmg  to  add  to  it.  fete,  he  comes. 
Drus.  How  god-like  he  appears!  With 
such  a grace. 

The  giants  that  attempted  to  scale  Heaven, 
When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrcao  plain, 
IVlars  did  appear  to  Jove. 

De/ph.  Forbear. 

Dm.  Look  on  this,  [deed, 

And  when  with  horror  thou  hast  view’d  thy 
Thv  most  accursed  deed,  be  thine  own  judge, 
And  see  (thy  guilt  consider’d)  if  thou  canst 
Persuade  thyself,  whom  thou  stands’t  hound 
to  hate, 

To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aptr.  1 confess 
My  life’s  a burden  to  me. 

Dio.  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 

A cruel  Boar,  whose  snout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruit  ful  vineyard  of  the  commonwealth. 

I long  have  hunted  for  thee;  and  since  now 
Thou’rt  in  the  toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  shalt  break  out.  Thou  dost  de- 
serve 

The  hangman’s  hook,  or  to  he  punished 
More  mujorum , w hipt  with  rods  to  death, 

Or  any  way  that  were  more  terrible: 

Y'ct,  since  my  future  fate  depends  upon  thee, 
Thus  to  fulfil  great  Dclphia’s  prophecy, 

Auer  (thou  fatal  Boar)  receive  the  honour 

[Kills  A per. 

To  fall  by  Diodes’  hand  !— Sliiue  clear,  my 
stars, 

That  usher’d  me  to  taste  this  common  air, 

In  my  entrance  to  the  w orld,and  give  applause 
To  this  great  work! 

Dclph.  Strike  musick  from  the  spheres! 

[jUitfirft. 

Drus.  Oh,  now  you  honour  me  ! 

Dio.  Ha ! in  the  air? 

All.  Miraculous! 


[Act  2.  Scene  3. 

Maxi.  Tli is  shew  s the  gods  approve 
The  person,  and  the  act.  Then  if  the  senate 
(For  in  their  eyes  1 read  the  soldiers*  love) 
Think  Diodes  worthy  to  supply  the  place 
Of  dead  Nunicrianus,  as  he  stands 
His  heir  in  his  revenge,  w ith  one  consent 
.Salute  him  emperor. 

Sen.  Long  live  Diodes ! 

Augustus,  Pater  Patrix , and  all  titles 
That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  Caesars, 

We  gladly  throw  upon  hitn. 

Guard.  \Yc  confirm  it. 

And  will  defend  his  honour  with  our  swords 
Against  the  world.  Raise  him  to  the  tribunal. 

1 Sen.  Fetch  the  imperial  robes ; and,  as 
a sigu 

Wc  give  him  absolute  pow  er  of  life  and  death, 
Bind  this  sword  to  his  side. 

2 Sen.  Omit  no  ceremony 

That  may  be  for  his  honour.  [Sorg. 

Maxi.  Still  the  gods  [tion. 

Express  that  they  are  pleas’d  with  this  elec* 
Gi  ta.  My  master  is  an  emperor,  and  1 feci 
A senator’s  itch  upon  me : ’Would  i could 
hire 

These  fine  invisible  Adlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  instalment. 

Dio.  I embrace  your  loves, 

And  hope  the  honours  that  you  henp  upon  me 
Shall  be  w ith  strength  supported  : It  shall  be 
My  study  to  appear  another  Atlas,  [pi  re, 

To  stand  firm  underneath  this  heuv’u  of  cui- 
And  bear  it  boldly,  i desire  no  titles, 

But  as  I shall  deserve  ’em.  I w ill  keep 
j The  name  I had,  being  n private  man, 

Only  with  sonic  small  difference ; 1 will  add 

To  Diodes  but  two  short  syllables  '% 

And  be  call’d  Dioclesiauus. 

Grta.  That  is  line ! [imtor, 

1*11  follow  tlie  fashion;  and,  when  I’m  a k- 
1 will  be  no  more  plain  Geta,  but  be  call'd 
I-ord  Gctianus. 

Drus.  lie  ne'er  thinksof  me, 

Nor  of  your  favour. 

Enter  Eiger. 

De/ph.  If  he  dares  prove  false, 

These  glories  shall  be  to  him  as  a dream, 

Or  an  enchanted  banquet. 

Eiger.  From  Charinus,  [heard 

From  great  Charinus,  who  with  joy  hath 

Of  your  proceedings,  and  confirms  your  lio* 
nours : 

lie,  with  his  beauteous  sister,  fair  Aurelia, 
Are  come  in  person,  like  themselves  attended, 
To  gratulnte  your  fortune.  [Lund musu.lt. 


»• hut  tno  short  syllables. 

And  be  call'd  Dior  lesianus]  Thus  run  all  the  copies  ancient  aud  modern:  Itwasdoubt- 
less  for  want  of  attention  in  our  Authors,  or  their  editors,  that  this  passage  has  come  down 
to  us  so  incorrect:  Tor  if  we  must  read,  two  short  syllables,  what  must  we  do  with  Duxle- 
tianus , which  is  certainly  an  addition  of  three?  And  if  we  read  Dioclcsian , which  is  much 
more  agreeable  to  the  measure,  we  shall  be  embarrassed  with  that  unlucky  addition  ol  (Jcta , 
to  be  called  Gctianus.  J am,  however,  upon  the  whole,  for  reading  Diocletian , because  the 
verse  will  run  better,  and  because  be  is  called  so  through  the  rest  of  the  play.  Sywpam* 
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Enter  Charinus , Aurelia , and  Attendants. 

Dio.  For  thy  news, 

Be  thou  in  France  pro-consul. — Let  us  meet 
The  emperor  with  all  honour,  and  embrace 
him.  [eclipse 

Drug.  Oli,  aunt,  I fear  this  princess  doth 
The  opinion  of  my  beauty,  tbo’i  were 
Myself  to  be  the  judge! 

Delph.  Rely  on  me. 

Char.  Tis  virtue,  and  not  birth,  that  makes 
us  noble: 

Gn  at  actions  speak  great  miuds,  and  such 
should  govern ; [brother. 

And  you  are  grac'd  with  both.  Thus,  as  a 
A fellow,  and  co-partner  in  the  empire, 

I do  embrace  you.  May  we  live  so  far 
From  difference,  or  emulous  competition, 
That  all  the  world  may  say,  altho’  two  bodies, 
We  hare  one  mind  ! 

Aur.  When  1 look  on  the  trunk 
Of  dear  Numeriauus,  I should  wash  [row 
Ilis  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a sister’s  sor- 
To  his  sad  fate ; but  since  he  lives  again 
In  your  most  brave  revenge,  1 bow  to  you, 
As  to  a power  that  gave  him  second  life, 
And  will  make  good  my  promise.  Ifyoufind 
Thattherc  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deserve  you. 
And  that  in  being  your  wife,  I shall  not  bring 
Di  souiet  and  dishonour  to  your  bed, 

(Altho*  my  youth  and  fortune  should  require 
Both  to  be  sued  and  sought  to)  here  1 yield 
Myself  at  your  devotion. 

Dio.  Oh,  you  gods,  [pour’d 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful!  You  have 
All  blessings  on  me,  that  ambitious  man 
Could  ever  fancy:  T ill  this  happy  minute 
J ne’er  saw  beauty, or  believ’d  tiierecould  be 
Perfection  in  a woman  ! I shall  live 
To  serve  and  honour  you ! Upon  my  knees 


I thus  receive  you  ; and,  so  you  vouchsafe  it, 
This  day  I’m  doubly  married,  to  the  empire, 
Aod  your  best  self. 

Delph.  False  and  perfidious  villain  ! 

Drus.  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him ! Oh, 
iny  stars ! 

This  I foresaw  and  fear’d. 

Char.  Call  forth  a Flamcn. 

This  knotshail  now  be  tied. 

Delph . But  I will  loose  it. 

If  art  or  hell  have  any  strength. 

[ Thunder  and  lightning. 

Enter  a Flamcn, 

Chur.  Prodigious ! 

Mari.  How  soon  the  day’s  o’ercast! 
Flarnen.  The  signs  are  fatal ; [too 

Juno  smiles  not  upon  this  match,  and  shews 
She  lias  her  thunder. 

Dio.  Can  there  he  a stop 
In  my  full  fortune? 

Char.  We’re  too  violent, 

And  1 repent  the  haste:  We  first  should  pay 
Our  latest  duty  to  the  dead,  ami  then 
Proceed  discreetly.  Let’s  lake  up  the  body  ; 
And  when  we’ve  plac’d  his  ashes  in  his  uni, 
We’ll  try  the  gods  again  ; for,  wise  men  say, 
Marriage  and  obsequies  don’t  suit  one  day. 

[Sen.  Ex, 

Delph.  So;  ’tis  deferr'd  yet,  in  despite  of 
falshood. 

Comfort,  Drusilla;  for  he  shall  be  thine, 

Or  wish,  in  vain,  he  were  not I w ill  punish 
His  perjury  to  the  height.  Mount  up,  my 
birds  ". 

Some  rites  Fin  to  perform  to  Hecate, 

To  perfect  my  designs;  which  once  perform'd, 
lie  shall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  call, 

Or  in  his  ruin  I will  bury  all. 

[ Ascend  in  the  throne. 


11  Or  wish  in  vain  he  were  not.  J mill  punish.]  To  talk  thus  was  not  talking  like  a Prophe- 
tess, or  like  a person  of  common  sense.  ‘ He  shall  l»e  yours,’  says  she  to  Drusilla,  ‘or  wish  in 
vain,  lie  were  not.’  W’liy  so?  What  occasion  for  Diodes  to  wish  in  vain  that  he  was  not  hers? 
since  ’twas  fact  that  lie  was  not:  The  alteration  I have  made,  depends  only  upon  the  change 
of  a point,  ami  the  addition  of  a single  letter,  one  of  which  might  be  easily  overlooked,  and 
the  other  dropt. 

Mr.  Seward,  upon  my  laying  my  finger  on  this  passage,  agreed  it  was  corrupt,  and  offered 
to  read  now  for  note:  The  reader  is  left  to  his  choice,  seeing  both  are  at  his  service, 

Sampson, 

Sympson  reads,  ‘ Or  wish  in  vain  he  were.  Note,  I will  punish,  & c.’ 

The  meaning  of  the  text  obviously  is,  ‘ He  shall  be  thine,  or  wish  he  had  no  existence; 
* winch  I will  prevent  Ins  putting  a period  to.’ 

19  Mount  up , my  birds. J She  means  dragons.  Thus  what  has,  or  is  supposed  to  have, 
wings,  as  the  drag  his  here,  is  by  our  poets  called  a bird.  Shakespear  takes  much  the  same 
kind  of  liberty  in  his  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  when  be  calls  hts  aspics  worms  of  Nile;  and 
Milton,  in  imitation  of  his  great  master,  gives  die  serpent  in  Paradise  Lost  the  same  name, 
as  coming  1 suppose  under  the  denomination  of  reptiles.  Sympson. 
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[Act  S.  Scene 


Mt 

ACT  III. 


, SCENE  i! 

Enter  Maximinian. 

Maxi.  \\r\l\T  powerful  star  shin’d  at  this 
^ ’ man’s  nativity, 

And  bless'd  his  homely  cradle  with  full  glory  ? 
What  throngs  of  people  pirssaud  buz  about 
him,  [Caesar ! 

And  with  their  humming  flatteries  sing  him 
Sing  him  aloud,  and  grow  hoarse  with  salut- 
ing him  ! 

How  the  fierce-minded  soldier  steals  in  to  him, 
Adores  and  courts  his  honour  ! at  his  devo- 
tion flaying! 

Their  lives,  their  virtues,  and  their  fortunes 
Charinus  sues,  the  emperor  entroats  him, 
^\ud,  as  a brighter  flame,  takes  his  beams 
from  him;  [him, 

The  bless’d  and  bright  Aurelia,  she  dotes  on 
And,  as  the  god  of  love,  burns  incense  to  him ; 
All  eyes  live  on  him  : Yet  I'm  still  Maxi- 

miuian,  [servant. 

Still  the  same  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his 
What  have  1 got  by  this?  where  lies  my  glory? 
How  atn  I rais’d  and  honour’d  ? 1 have  gone 
as  far  [pass’d 

To  wooe  this  purhlind  honour,  and  have 

As  many  dangerous  expeditions, 

As  noble,  and  as  high  ; nay,  in  his  destiny. 
Whilst  ’twas  unknown,  have  run  as  many 
hazards, 

And  done  as  much,  sweat  thro’ as  many  perils; 
Only  the  hangman  of  Volutius  Aper, 

Which  1 mistook,  has  made  him  emperor, 
And  me  his  slave. 

Enter  Dclphia  and  Drusilla. 

Delph.  Stand  still ! be  cannot  see  us, 

Till  1 please.  Mark  him  well ; this  discon- 
tentment 

I’ve  forc’d  into  him,  for  thy  cause,  Drusilla. 

Maxi.  Can  the  gods  see  this. 

See  it  with  justice,  and  confer  their  blessings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  of  incense 
Upon  their  altars?  never  bow’d  bis  knee  yet? 
And  I that  have  march’d  foot  by  foot,  struck 
equally,  [praying, 

And,  whilst  he  was  a-gleaning,  have  been 
Contcwniughis  base,  covetous 


Delph , Now  we’ll  be  open. 

Mari.  Bless  me ! and  with  all  reverence — 
Delph.  Stand  up,  son, 

And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  uncle: 

I know  thy  thoughts,  and  1 appear  to  ease  ’em. 
Maxi.  Oh,  mother,  did  1 stand  the  tenth 
part  to  you 

Engag’d  and  fetter’d,  as  mine  uncle  does, 
How  would  1 serve,  how  would  1 fall  before 

The  poorer  powers  wc  worship [you  \ 

Delph.  Peace,  and  flatter  not; 

Necessity  and  anger  draws  this  from  you, 
Of  both  which  I will  quit  you.  For  yourunclt 
1 spoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him, 
Fell  to  his  full  content : He  has  for  *t  ine, 
F’or  all  my  care,  forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too  ; 
As  if  a dream  had  vanish’d,  so  h’haslostmc, 
And  1 him;  let  him  now  stand  fast!  Come 
Mv  rare  is  now  on  you.  [hither; 

Maxi.  Oh,  blessed  mother! 

Delph.  Stand  still,  and  let  me  work. — So  t 
— Now,  Maximinian, 

Co,  and  appear  in  court,  and  eye  Aurelia: 
Believe  what  I have  done  concerns  you  highly. 
Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addresses  to  her; 
She  is  the  stair  of  honour.  1’il  say  no  more, 
But  Fortune  is  your  servant:  Go. 

Maxi.  With  revere  uce, 

All  this  as  holy  truths [Exif. 

Delph.  Believe,  and  prosper,  [much  credit, 
Drus.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me  ! But  as 
As  much  belief  from  Dioclesian 

Enter  Getat  Lietorst  and  Suitors  with 
petitions 

Delph.  Be  not  dejected ; I have  warn’d  you 
often, 

The  proudest  thoughts  he  has  I’ll  humble — 
Who’s  this?  [officer. 

Oh,  ’tin  the  fool  and  knave  grown  a grave 
Here’s  hot  aud  high  preferment. 

Geta.'  What’s  your  bill  ? 

For  gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  pills? 

Is  the  way  rbeimiatick  ? 

1 Suit.  Tis  piles,  an’t  please  you.  [quiline1*. 
Geta.  Remove  me  those  piles  to  Port  Es- 
Fitter  the  place,  my  fri<  nd : You  shall  be  paid. 
1 Suit.  I thank  your  worship. 

Geta.  Thank  me  when  you  have  it, 


13  Port  Esquiline.JSoour  great  Spenser,  from  w hom  this  passage *eems  to  have  been  taken, 
b.ii.  c.  ix.  stau.  bit. 

* But  all  the  liquor,  which  was  foul  and  waste, 

4 Not  good  nor  serviceable  else  for  ought, 

4 They  in  another  great  round  vessel  plac’d, 

‘ Till  by  a conduit-pipe  it  thence  were  brought  s 

* And  all  the  rest,  that  noyous  was  and  nought, 

* By  secret  ways  that  none  might  it  espy, 

4 Was  close  convey’d,  and  to  the  back  gate  brought, 

* '1  hat  doped  w as  Port  Esqtlitine,  w hereby 

* It  was  avoided  quite,  and  thrown  out  privily/  Syrrpton. 
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Act  S.  Scene  1.] 

Thank  rae  another  way,  you  are  nn  ass  else : 

I know  my  office.  You  are  for  the  streets,  sir; 
Lord,  how  ye  throng!  That  knave  has  eaten 
Whip  him,  and  bring  him  bock,  [gnrlick; 

3 Suit.  I beseech  vour  worship ; [sir. 
Here’s  an  old  reckoning  tor  the  d ing  and  dirt, 

Geta.  It  stinks  like  thee;  away!  Yet  let 
him  tarry;  [tions 

His  hill  shall  qiiit  his  hrrath.  Give  your  peti- 
In  seemly  sort,  and  keep  your  hats  off,  de- 
cently. [cities ;’ 

4 For  scouring  the  water-courses  thro’  the 

A line  periphrasis  of  a kennel-raker ! 

Did  you  scour  all,  my  friend?  You  had  some 
business;  [take  it. 

Who  shall  scour  you  ? You’re  to  be  paid,  l 
When  surgeons  swear  you  have  perform’d 
vour  ortice. 

4 Suit.  Your  worship's  merry. 

Gctn.  We  must  be  sometimes  witty, 

To  nick  a knave;  ’tis  as  useful  as  our  gravity. 
I’ll  take  no  more  petitions;  I am  pester’d ! 
Give  rae  some  rest.  [you, 

4 Suit.  I’ve  brought  the  cold,  an't  please 
About  the  place  you  promis’d. 

Geta.  See  him  enter’d, 
flow  docs  vour  daughter? 

4 Suit.  Better  your  worship  thinks  of  her. 
Geta.  This  is  with  the  least.  But  let  me 
see  your  daughter;  [you. — 

*Tis  a good  forward  maid : I’ll  join  her  with 
I do  beseech  ye  leave  me ! 

I Act.  Yc  see  the  cd  lie’s  busy. 

Geta.  And  look  t’your  places,  or  I’ll  make 
yc  smoke  else  !—  [yesterday, 

Sirrah,  I drank  a cup  of  wine  at  your  house 
A good  smart  wine. 

1 Act.  Send  him  the  piece;  he  likes  it. 

Gtta.  And  cat  the  best  wild  boar  at  that 

same  farmer’s. 

2 Suit.  I’ve  half  left  jet;  your  worship 
shall  command  it. 

Geta.  A bit  will  servo.  Give  me  some  rest ! 
Gods  help  uie, 

How  shall  I labour  when  I am  a Senator! 

Delph.  Tis  a ht  plajc  indeed. — ’Save  your 
Do  you  know  us,  sir  ? [mastership  ! 

Geta.  These  women  are  still  troublesome. 
There  he  houses  providing  for  such  wretched 
women, 

And  some  small  rents,  to  set  ye  a spinning. 

Drus.  Sir,  [us, 

We  are  no  spinster*;  nor,  if  you  look  upon 
So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

Delph.  Docs  your  mightiness, 

That  is  a great  destroyer  of  your  memory. 

Yet  understand  our  faces? 

Geta.  ’Prithee  keep  off,  woman  ! y 

It  is  not  lit  I should  know  every  creature. 
Altho’  I’ve  been  familiar  with  thee  heretofore, 

I must  not  know  thee  now  ; my  place  neg- 
lects thee.  [brances, 

Yet, ’cause  I deign  a glimpse  of  your  remem- 
Civc  me  your  suits,  and  wait  me  a month 
beilco. 

S A 


$09 

Delph.  Our  suits  are, sir, to  see  the  emperor; 
The  emperor  Diode-dan,  to  speak  to  him. 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We've  told  you  all, 
sir.  [men. 

Gt  la.  I laugh  at  vour  simplicity,  poor  wo- 
Sec  the  emperor?  Why,  you  are  deceiv’d ; now 
The  emperor  appears  hut  once  in  seven  years; 
And  then  he  shines  not  on  such  wee  ds  as  you 
are. — 

Forward,  and  keep  your  state;  and  keep 
beggars  from  me. 

Drus.  Here  is  a pretty  youth. 

[Exeunt  Geta , 4c* 

Enter  Diodes. 

Delph.  He  shall  be  pretty,  [sir; 

Or  1 will  want  my  will.  Siuce  you're  so  high; 
I’ll  raise  you  higher,  or  my  art  shall  fail  me. 
Stand  close ; he  comes. 

Dio.  llow  am  1 cross'd  and  tortur'd  ! 

My  most  wish'd  happiness  my  lovely  mistress; 
That  must  makegood  my  hopes,  and  link  my 
greatness, 

Yet  sever'd  from  mine  arms ! Tell  me,  high 
Ilcav’n,  [thunder, 

How  have  1 *in’d,  that  you  should  speak  in 
lu  horrid  thunder,  when  my  heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breast  ? the  priest  was  ready? 
The  joyful  virgins,  and  the  young  men  ready  ? 
When  Hymen  stood,  with  all  his  dames  a- 
bout  him,  - [sweating  r 

blessing  the  bed?  the  house  with  full  joy 
And  Expectation,  like  the  Homan  eagle, 
Took  stand,  and  call’d  all  eyes?  It  was  your 
honblih; 

And,  ere  you  give  it  full,  do  you  destroy  it  ?, 
Or  was  there  some  dire  star,  some  devil,  that 
did  it? 

Some  sad  malignant  angel  to  mine  honour  ? 
With  you  I dare  not  rage. 

Delph.  With  me  thou  canst  not,  fed; 
Tho*  it  was  I.  Nay,  look  not  pale  and  fright- 
I’ll  fright  thee  more:  With  me  thou  const 
not  quarrel. 

I rais’d  the  thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falshood, 
(Look  here)  to  her  thy  falshood.  Now  b« 
angry, 

And  be  as  great  in  evil  as  in  empire. 

Dio.  BJcss  me,  yc  powers ! 

Delph.  l’hoii  hast  full  need  of  blessing. 
'TwasI  that,  at  thy  great  inauguration,  [the# 
l lung  in  the  air  unseen ; 'twas  I that  honour’d 
With  various  ntusicks,  and  sweet- sounding 
airs;  [der; 

’Twas  1 inspir’d  tHc  Soldier^  heart  with  won- 
And  made  him  throw  himself  with  love  and 
duty; 

Low  at  thy  feet ; ’twas  t that  fix’d  him  to  thee. 
But  why  did  1 all  this?  To  keep  thy  honesty. 
Thy  vow,  and  faith : That  once  forgot  and 
slighted, 

Aurelia  in  recard,  the  marriage  ready, 

The  priest  and  all  the  ceremonies  present, 
Twas  1 that  thunder’d  loud,  ’twas  1 tba? 
threaten'd; 
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Twas  I that  cnst  a dark  face  over  Ucavcu, 
And  smote  ye  all  with  terror. 

Dri/.<.  Yet  consider, 

As  you  are  noble,  as  I have  deserv'd  you; 
For  yet  you’re  free:  If  neither  faith  nor 
promise,  [ber’d. 

The  deeds  of  elder  times,  may  he  rcinem- 
Lct  these  new-dropping  tears,  (for  I still  love 

These  hands  held  up  to  Heaven [youy 

Dio  I must  not  pity  you  ; 

Tis  not  wise  in  me. 

Defph.  How  ! not  wise  ? 

Dio.  Nor  honourable. 

A princess  is  my  love,  and  dotes  upon  me ; 

A fair  and  lovely  princess  is  my  mistress : 

1 ain  an  emperor.  Consider,  Prophetess, 
Now  my  embraces  are  for  queens  and  prin- 
cesses, 

For  ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  beauties: 
To  look  so  low  as  this  cheap  common  sweet- 
ness [nothing. 

Would  speak  me  base,  my  names  ami  glories 
I grant,  I made  a vow  ; what  was  I then? 

As  she  is  now,  of  no  sort,  ( hope  made  me 
promise)  [strous, 

But  now  I am '%  to  keep  this  vow  were  mon- 
A madness,  and  a low  inglorious  fondness. 
Ddph.  Take  heed,  proud  man  ! 

Dru»..  Princes  may  love  with  titles, 

But  I with  truth.  ftiny ; 

Ddph.  Take  heed  ! Here  stands  thy  dcs- 
Thy  fate  here  follows. 

Dio.  Thou  doting  sorceress  ! [worthy 
Wuuldst  have  me  love  this  thing,  that  is  not 
To  kneel  unto  my  saint,  to  kiss  her  shadow  ? 
Great  princes  are  her  slaves ; selected  beau- 
ties [ter 

Bow  at  her  beck ; the  mighty  Persian’s  daugh- 
( Bright  as  the  breaking  East,  as  mid-day  glo- 
rious) 

Waits  her  commands,  and  grows  proud  in 
her  pleasures.  [of, 

I’ll  see  her  honour’d ; some  match  I shall  think 
That  shall  advance  ye  both;  meantime.  I’ll 
favour  ye.  [Erit. 

Ddph.  Mean  time,  I’ll  haunt  thee  ! — Cry 
not,  wench;  be  confident,  [me) 

Ere  long,  thou  shnlt  more  pity  him  (observe 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  scck’st 
him: 

art  and  I are  yet  companions.  Come, 
girl.  | Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Gctu  and  JJctors. 

Gttu.  I am  too  merciful,  I find  it,  friends, 


[Act  3.  Scene  2, 

Of  too  soft  a nature,  to  be  an  officer; 

I bear  too  much  remorse. 

1 Lirt.  rTis  your  own  fault,  sir; 

For,  look  you,  one  so  newly  warm  in  office 
Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true 

justice:  [sir,  I 

Hitw  here  it  will,  the  more  you  wrhip  and  hang, 

(Tho’  without  cause  ; let  that  declare  itself 
afterward) 

The  more  you  are  admir'd. 

Geta.  I think  I shall  be.  [body, 

2 Lict.  Your  worship  is  a man  of  a spare 
And  prone  to  anger. 

Get  a.  Nay,  I will  be  angry; 

And  the  best  is,  I need  not  shew  my  reason. 

2 Lict.  You  need  not,  sir;  your  place  is 
w ithout  reason ; [portion, 

And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  full  pro- 
Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 

Geta.  A rare  counsellor ! 

Instruct  me  further.  Is  it  fit,  my  friends, 

The  emperor,  my  master  Dioclcsian,  [nen 

Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  man- 
That  call’d  him  plain  down  Diodes? 

1 Lid.  He  must  not; 

It  stands  not  with  his  royalty. 

Geta.  I grant  ye. 

I being  then  the  edile  Getianus, 

A man  of  place,  and  judge,  is  it  held  requisite 
J should  commit  to  my  consideration 
Those  rascals  of  remov’d  and  ragged  hours, 

That  with  unrcv’rend  mouths  call’d  me  slave 

Geta? 

2 Ltd.  You  must  forget  their  names;  your 

honour  bids  you.  [natures. 

Geta.  I do  forget;  hut  I will  hang  their 
l will  nscend  my  place,  which  is  of  justice ; 

And,  Mercy,  I forget  thee. 

Suit.  A rare  magistrate ! 

Another  Solon  sure. 

Geta.  Bring  out  the  offenders. 

1 Lict.  There  are  none  yet,  sir;  but  n«  ! 
doubt  there  will  he.  [natures — 

But  if  you  please  touch  some  tilings  of  those 
Geta.  And  am  I ready,  und  mine  anger  too, 

The  melancholy  of  a magistrate  upon  me, 

And  no  offenders  to  execute  my  fury'  ? 

Ha!  no  offenders,  knaves? 

1 Lict . There  are  knaves  indeed,  sir; 

But  we  hope  shortly  to  have  ’em  for  your 
worship. 

Geta.  No  men  to  hang  or  whip?  Are  ye 
good  officers, 

That  provide  uo  fuel  for  a judge’s  fury? 

In  this  place  something  must  be  done;  tliii 
chair,  I tell  ye, 

When  I sit  down,  must  savour  of  severity: 


But  nrm?  I am.]  Now  I am  what?  of  no  sort,  &c.  to  bcvsurc.  But  this  is  not  what  he 
meant  to  say,  but,  as  it  seems,  quite  the*  contrary.  And  accordingly  I have  reformed  the 
text. 

Mr.  Seward  offered  the  same  conjecture.  Sympson. 

The  meaning,  wc  think,  is,  * I was  then  of  no  rank,  but  now  I am  of  high  condition.1 
This  is  rather  inaccurately  expressed ; but  may  be  fairly  deduced  from  the  old  text. 
Rettfcrton  reads,  * But  as  1 am ; 9 Sympson  and  Seward,  1 But  as  I’m  now/ 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 


Therefore,  I warn  ye  all,  bring  me  lewd 
people,  [too); 

Or  likely  to  be  lewd  (twigs  must  be  cropt 
Let  me  have  evil  pe  rsons  in  abundance, 

Or  make  ’em  evil ; ’tis  all  one,  do  but  say  so, 
That  1 nmy  have  fit  matter  for  a magistrate, 
And  let  me  work.  If  I sit  empty  once  more. 
And  lose  my  longing,  as  I am  true  Edi.e, 
And  as  I hope  to  rectify  my  country, 

You  arc  those  scabs  I’ll  scratch  off  from  the 
commonwealth, 

You  are  those  rascals  of  the  state  I treat  of t6 ; 

And  vou  shall  find  and  feel 

2 Lid.  You  shall  have  many, 

Many  notorious  people. 

Geta.  Let  'em  be  people, 

And  take  ye  notorious  to  yourselves.  Mark 
me,  my  Lictors, 

And  you  the  rest  of  my  officials  ; 

If  I be  angry,  (as  my  place  will  ask  it) 

And  want  tit  matter  to  dispose  my  authority. 
I’ll  hang  a hundred  of  ye  : I’ll  not  stay  longer, 
Nor  enquire  no  further  into  your  offences; 
It  is  sufficient  that  I find  no  criminals, 

A nd  therefore  I must  make  some ; if  I cannot, 
Suffer  myself ; for  so  runs  my  commission. 
Suit.  An  admirable,  zealous,  and  true  jus- 
tice! [people, 

1 I.id.  I cannot  hold!  If  there  he  nuy 
Of  what  degree  soever,  or  what  quality, 
That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of 
justice 

In  a new  officer,  a man  conceal’d  yet,  [der 
Let  him  repair,  and  see,  and  hear,  and  won- 
At  the  most  wise  and  gracious  Getianus! 

Enter  Ddp/tia  and  Dmsilla. 

Geta.  This  qualifies  a little.*— What  are 
these  ? 

Detph.  You  shnll  not  mourn  still : Times 
of  recreation, 

To  allay  this  sadness,  must  be  sought. — 
What’s  here? 

A superstitious  Hock  of  senseless  people 
\V<  ir&hipping  a sign  in  office? 

Geta.  Liy  hold  on  her,  [ Guards  seize  her . 
And  hold  her  fast, 

She  will  slip  thro’  your  fingers  like  an  eel  pise  ; 
I know  her  tricks.  Hold  her,  I say.  and  hind 
her;  [wherefore. 

Or,  hang  her  first,  and  then  I’ll  tell  htr 
Detph.  What  have  I done? 

Geta.  Tb*  hast  done  enough  to  undo  thee ; 
Thou  hast  pressed  to  the  ciuperor’s  presence 
without  tny  warrant, 

I bring  his  key  and  image. 

Detph.  You  are  an  image  indeed,  [ing, 
And  of  the  coarsest  stuff,  and  the  worst  inak- 
Th.it  e’er  1 look’d  on  yet:  I’ll  make  as  good 
An  i nage  of  an  ass. 


Geta.  Besides,  thou  art  a woman  of  a lewd 
life.  [moti  fame 

Detph.  I am  no  whore,  sir;  nor  no  coin* 
Has  yet  proclaim’d  me  to  the  people  vicious. 
Geta.  Thou  art  to  me  a damnable  lewd 
woman. 

Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  swore  it. 

I know  thou  art  a keeper  of  tame  devils: 

And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  by  the  laws  be  allow’d  but  one  a-piece, 

For  their  own  services  and  recreations. 

Thou,  like  a traiterous  quean,  keep’st  twenty 
Twenty  in  ordinary  ! [devils, 

Detph.  Tray  you,  sir,  be  pacified : 

If  that  be  all,  and  if  you  want  a servant, 

You  shall  have  one  of  mine  shall  serve  for 
nothing. 

Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a wise  devil  too; 
Think  for  what  end. 

Geta.  Lot  he/  alone : Tis  useful ; 

[Guards  release  her. 
We  men  of  business  must  use  speedy  ser- 
Lct  me  see  vour  family.  [vauts. 

Detph.  Think  hut  one,  he’s  ready. 

Geta.  A devil  for  intelligence?  No,  no, 

He’ll  lie  beyond  all  travellers.  A state-devil  ? 
Neither ; he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  wea- 
For  execution  ? He  will  hang  me  too.  [poo. 

I’d  lmve  a handsome,  pleasant,  and  a line 
Sin-devil, 

To  entertain  the  ladies  that  come  to  me; 

A travell’d  devil  too,  that  speaks  the  tongues. 
And  a neat  carving  devil. 

Enter  a She-devil. 

Detph.  Be  not  fearful. 

Geta.  A pretty  brown  devil,  i’  faith.  May 
I not  kiss  her? 

Detph.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too;  she  i| 
your  servant. 

Fear  not,  her  lips  are  cool  enough. 

Geta.  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted. 

What’s  her  name? 

Detph.  Lucifera. 

Geta.  Come  hither,  Lucifera,  and  kiss  me. 
Detph.  Let  her  sit  on  your  knee. 

Geta.  The  chair  turns!  llcy,  hovs  ! 
Pleasant,  i*  faith  ! and  aline  facetious  devil. 

[ Dance. 

Detph.  She  would  whisper  in  your  ear,  and  * 
tell  you  wonders. 

Geta.  Come  ! — W hat’s  her  name? 

Detph.  Lucifera. 

Gda.  Come,  Lucie ; 

Come,  speak  thy  mind. — I am  certain  burnt 
to  ashes  ! [ E iea.it  omnes  prater  Geta. 

I have  a kind  of  glass-house  in  my  codpiece  ! » 
Are  these  the  flames  of  state?  I’m  roasted 
over, 

Over,  and  over-roasted.  Is  this  office? 


,6  I treat  of.  | Seward  thinks  this  reading  flat,  and  therefore  substitutes,  * I’ll  tread  on/ 
We  cannot  think  any  change  necessary. 

Betterton  reads,  * You  are  those  rascals  of  the  state  I'll  punish / 
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The  pleasure  of  authority?  I'll  no  more  on’t; 
Till  i can  puuish  devils  too,  I’ll  quit  it. 

Some  other  trade  now,  and  some  course  less 

dangerous. 

Or  certainly  I’ll  tile  again  for  two-pence. 

[Esit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Charinus,  Anrrfirt%  Cusxana,  Ambassa- 
dors, and  Attendants. 

A nr.  Never  dispute  with  me ; you  cannot 
have  her.  fliikn. 

Nor  name  the  greatness  of  your  king ; l scorn 
Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing;  should  he 
how  too,  • [him t7. 

It  were  his  duty,  and  my  power  to  slight 
Chur.  She  is  her  woman,  (never  sue  to  me) 
And  in  her  power  to  render  her  or  keep  her; 
And  she,  my  sister,  not  to  be  compell'd, 
Nor  have  her  owt»  snatch’d  from  her. 

Amb.  \Yc  desire  not,  [of; 

Hut  for  w hat  ransom  she  shall  please  to  think 
Jewels,  or  towns,  or  provinces. 

Aur.  No  ransom;  [upon  it, 

No,  not  your  king’s  own  head,  Ins  crown 
And  all  the  low  subjections  of  his  people. 
Awl.  hair  princes  should  have  tender 
Aur . Is  she  too  good  [thoughts. 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  einpefor’s  sister  ? 
What  princess  of  that  swccluess,  or  that 
excellence,  [monnrehs, 

Sprung  from  the  proudest  and  the  mightiest 
But  may  l»e  highly  blest  to  he  my  servant? 
Cas.  Tis  most  true,  mighty  lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  fair  usage  [tune, 

Made  you  so  much  despise  me  and  your  for- 
That  you  grow  weary  of  my  entertainments? 
Henceforward,  as  you  are,  I will  commund 
you, 

And  as  you  were  ordain’d,  my  prisoner, 

My  slave,  and  one  I may  dispose  of  any  w ay ; 
No  more  my  fair  companion.  Tell  your  king 
so ; 

And  if  lie  had  more  sisters,  I would  have  ’em, 
And  use  *e»u  as  I please.  You  have  your 
nuswer. 

Amb.  We  must  take  some  other  way : 
force  must  compel  it. 

[Exeunt  Ambassadors. 

Enter  Mariminian. 

Mari.  Now,  if  thou  bc’st  a Prophetess, 
and  canst  do  [vers, 

Things  of  that  wonder  tliat  thy  tongue  deli- 
Canst  raise  me  too,  I shall  be  bound  to  speak 
time : 


[Act  8.  Scene  3, 

And  monuments  to  all  succeeding  ages, 

Of  thee,  anti  of  thy  pidty Now  she  eyes 

me.  [unto  me: 

Now  work,  great  power  of  art ! She  moves 
How  sweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  aspects 
are!  [me. 

Her  eyes,  like  bright  F.oan  flames,  shoot  thro’ 
Aur.  Oh,  my  fair  friend,  where  have  you 
A A erf.  What  am  I ? [been? 

Wlmt  does  she  take  me  for?  Work  still,  work 
strongly ! 

Aur.  Where  have  you  fled  my  loves  and 
my  embraces? 

Mari.  I am  beyond  my  w its ! 

Aur.  Can  one  poor  thunder. 

Whose  causes  are  as  common  as  his  noises. 
Make  you  defer  your  lawful  and  free  plea- 
sures ? 

Strike  terror  to  a soldier's  heart,  a monarch’s  2 
Thro’  all  tile  fires  of  angry  lieav'u,  thro* 
tempests 

That  sing  of  nothing  but  destruction, 

Ev’n  underneath  the  bolt  of  Jove,  then  ready, 
And  aiiTjing  dreadfully,  I would  seek  you, 
Ami  fly  into  your  arms. 

Mari.  1 shall  be  mighty, 

And  (which  I never  knew  yet)  I am  goodly; 
l or  certain,  n mo-t  handsome  man. 

Chur.  Fy,  sister ! 

Wlmt  a forgetful  weakness  is  this  in  you! 
Whit  a light  presence ! These  are  w ords  and 
offers 

Due  only  to  your  husband,  Dioclesiau; 

This  free  behaviour  only  his. 

Aur.  Tis  strange,  * 

That  only  empty  names  compel  affections: 
This  man  you  see,  give  him  what  name  *»r 
.title,  ( [thcr; 

I ,et  it  be  lie  er  so  poor,  ne’er  s b despised,  bro- 
This  lovely  man — — 

A Taxi.  Tlio'  I be  hangki,  I’ll  forward  ! 
For,  certain,  I am  excellent,  and  knew-  not. 
Aur.  This  rare  and  sweet  young  man— 
See  how  lie  looks,  sir. 

Marti  I'll  justle  hard,  dear  uncle. 

Aur.  This  thing,  1 say. 

Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  w hat  fortune, 
This  most  uuequall’d  man,  this  spring  ol 
beauty, 

Deserve*  the  bed  of  Jurio. 

Chur.  You’re i not  mud  ? [better; 

Mart.  I hope  she  be;  I’m  sure  I’m  iittli 
Aur.  Oil,  fair,  sweet  man! 

Chur.  For  shame,  refrain  this  impudence ! 
Mari.  ’Would  i had  her  alone*  that  I nn^bt 
seal  this  blessing!  [tiuuc, 

Sure,  sure  she  should  not  beg-  If  tins  con- 
• As  I hope  llcav’n  it  w ill,  uncle,  I'll  nick  you, 


I halt  believe;  confirm  the  other  to  me, 


17  dfy  power  to  slight  him.]  Sympsoh  would  read, 

4 my  part  to  slight  him;* 

ut  t ic  text  is  much  better  than  the  proposed  variation,  and  seems  confirmed,  and  cxplau'td; 
by  the  next  speech  t 

‘ And  in  her  power  to  render  her  or  keep  her/ 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.] 

m nick  you,  by  this  life!  Some  would  fear 
killing 

Ju  the  pursuit  now  of  so  rare  a venture : 
Enter  Diodes. 

J'in  covetous  to  die  for  such  a beauty. 

M ine  uncle  comes;  now  if  she  stand,  I'm  I 
happy. 

Char . Be  right  again,  for  honour's  sake ! 

Dio.  Fair  mistress [fellow? 

Aur.  What  man  is  this  ? Away  ! wliatsauey 
Dare  anv  such  base  groom  press  to  salute  me  ? 
Dio  (lave  you  forgot  me,  fair?  or  do  you 
jest  with  me  ? [lovely. 

I’ll  tell  you  what  I am.  Come,  'pray  you  look 
Nothing  but  frowns  und  scorns? 

Aur.  Who  is  this  fellow?  [husband. 
Dio.  I’ll  tell  you  who  I am;  lam  your 
Aur.  Husband  to  me? 

Dir.  To  you.  I’m  Diodcsian. 

Maxi.  More  of  this  sport,  and  I am  made, 
old  mother ! 

Effect  but  this  thou  bast  begun 

Dio.  I am  he,  lady,  [Aper; 

Reveng'd  your  brother’s  death,  slew  cruel 
l'inhe  the  soldier  courts,  the  empire  honours. 
Your  brother  loves;  a»n  he,  ipy  lovely  inis- 
Will  make  you  empress  of  the  world,  [tress, 
Maxi.  Still  excellent ! 

Now  1 see  too,  mine  uncle  may  be  cozen’d; 
An  emperor  may  suffer  like  another. 

Well  said,  old  mother ! hold  b\it  up  this  mira- 
cle— 

Aur.  Thou  licst!  thou  art  not  he;  thou  a 
brave  fellow?  [women? 

Char.  Is  there  no  shame,  no  modesty,  in 
Aur.  Thou  one  of  high  and  full  mark? 

Dio.  Gods,  what  ails  $l»e  ? 

Aur.  Generous  and  noble?  Fy  ! thou  licst 
most  basely. 

Thy  face,  and  all  aspect  upon  thee,  tells  me 
Thou  art  a poor  Dalmatian  slave,  a low  thing, 
Not  worth  the  name  of  Homan  : Stand  off 
further! 

Dio.  What  may  this  mean? 

Aur.  Come  hither,  uiy  Endymion ; 

Come,  shew  thyself,  and  all  eyes  be  bleas’d 
in  thee  ! 

Dio.  Ha!  what  is  this? 

Aur.  Thou,  fair  star  that  I live  by. 

Look  lovely  on  me,  break  into  full  brightness! 
Look  ; here’s  a face  now  of  another  making, 
Another  mould;  here’s  a divine  proportion ; 
Eyes  fit  for  Phoebus'  self,  to  gild  the  world 
with;  [Heaven: 

And  there’s  a brow  arch’d  like  the  state  of 
Look  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  radiance, 
As  if  the  synod  of  the  gods  sat  under: 

Look  there,  and  wonder!  Now  behold  that 
fellow, 

That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  axe  out. 
Maxi.  Old  woman,  tho*  1 cannot  give  thee 
recompense,  j rious — 

certainly,  I'll  make  thy  name  as  glo- 
Dmj.  Is  this  ia  truth,? 


m 

Char.  She’s  mad,  and  you  must  pardon  htr. 
Dio.  She  hangs  upon  him ; see  ! 

Char.  Her  fit  is  strong  now. 

Be  not  you  passionate. 

Dio.  She  kisses ! 

Char.  Let  her; 

Tis  but  the  fondness  of  her  fit. 

Dio.  l’in  fool’d  ! 

And  if  I suffer  this 

Char.  ’Pray  you,  friend,  be  pacified; 

This  will  be  off  anon.  She  goes  in. 

[ Exit  Aurelia. 

Dio.  Sirrah  ! 

Mari.  What  say  you,  sir? 

Dio.  llow  dure  thy  lips,  thy  base  lips— 
Mari.  I ain  your  kinsman,  sir,  and  no  such 
base  one. 

I sought  no  kisses,  nor  I had  no  reason 
To  kick  the  princess  from  me ; ’twas  no  man- 
ners : 

I never  yet  couipell’d  her;  of  her  courtesy 
What  she  bestows,  sir,  1 am  thankful  for. 

Dig.  Ik*  gone,  villain ! [glory, 

Mari.  I will,  and  I will  go  off  with  that 
And  magnify  my  fate.  [£ril. 

Dio.  Good  brother,  leave  me : 

I’m  to  myself  a trouhle  now. 

Char.  I’m  sorry  for’t. 

You’ll  find  it  but  a woman-fit  to  try  you. 

Dio.  1 1 may  be  so ; I hope  so. 

Chur.  I am  us hum'd,  and  what  I think 
blush  at.  [Eri/. 

Dio.  What  misery  hath  my  great  fortune 
bred  me ! [states, 

And  how  far  must  I suffer?  Poor  and  low 
Tho’  they  know  wauls  and  hungers,  know  not 
these,  [them, 

Know  not  these  killing  fates:  Little  contents 
And  with  that  little  they  live  kings,  com- 
manding [Honour! 

And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  loves.  Oh, 
How  greedily  men  seek  thee,  and,  oner  pur- 
chas’d, [thou  ! 

I low  many  enemies  to  man’s  peace  bringst 
’ How  many  griefs  and  sorrows, that  likeshcers, 
Like  fatal  sheers,  are  sheering  off  our  lives 
still ! 

IIow  many  sad  eclipses  do  we  shine  thro'! 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drusi//at  xeilrd. 
When  I presum’d  I was  bless'd  in  this  fair 
woman  — 

Delph.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  me  how 
thou  lik'st  hiui. 

Dio.  When  all  my  hopes  were  up,  and 
Fortune  dealt  me  * [narch, 

Ev'n  for  the  greatest  and  the  happiest  mo- 
Then  to  be  cozen’d,  to  be  cheated  basely! 

By  mine  own  kinsman  cross’d!  Oh,  villain 
kinsman ! 

Curse  of  my  blood ! because  a little  younger, 
A little  smoot her- fac’d ! Oh,  false,  false  wo- 
man, 

False  and  forgetful  of  thy  faith!  I’ll  kill  him. 
But  can  I kill  her  hate  too?  No.  Ho  wooes  wot. 
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Nor  worthy  is  of  death;  because  she  follows 
him,  [cent  ? 

Because  she  courts  him,  shall  I kill  an  inno- 
Oh,  I )iocles ! ’Would  thou  hadst  never  known 
this. 

Nor  surfeited  upon  this  sweet  nmbitipn, 
That  now  lies  bitter  at  thy  heart ! ( >h.  For- 
tune, [hubbies, 

That  thou  hast  none  to  fool  and  blow  like 
But  kings,  ami  their  contents  ! 

Ddph.  What  think  you  now,  girl? 

Drus.  Upon  my  life,  J pity  his  misfortune. 
See  how  he  weeps  ! 1 cannot  hold. 

Ddph.  Away,  fool ! [him. — 

He  must  weep  bloody  tears  before  thou  hast 
How  fare  you  now,  biqpe  Diorlcsian? 

What!  lazy  in  your  loves?  Has  too  much 
Dull’d  your  most  mighty  faculties:  [pleasure 
Dio.  Art  thou  there, 

More  to  torment  ine?  Dost  thou  com®  to 
mock  me  ? 

Ddph.  I do;  and  I do  laugh  at  all  thy  suf- 
ferings: [waitings. 

I that  have  wrought  ’em,  come  to  scorn  thy 
1 told  tlw.eonce,  ‘This  is  thy  fate,  this  wo- 
man ; 

4 And  as  thou  usest  her,  so  thou  shalt  prosper.’ 
It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  destiny. 
Nor  stop  the  torrent  of  those  miseries 
(If  thou  ncglect’st  her  still ) shall  fall  upon 
thee. 

Sigh  that  thou  art  dishonest,  false  of  faith, 
Proud,  and  dost  think  no  power  can  cross  thy 
Thou’lt  find  a fate  above  thee,  [pleasures; 

Drus.  Good  aunt,  speak  mildly: 

See  how  he  looks  and  suiters. 

Dio.  I find  and  feel,  woman, 

That  I am  miserable. 

Dclph.  Thou  art  most  miserable. 

Dio.  That  as  I am  the  most,  1 am  most 
But  didst  thou  work  this?  [miserable. 
Ddph.  Yes,  and  w ill  pursue  it. 

Dio.  Stay  there,  and  have  some  pity.  Fnir 
Drusilla,  [me) 

Let  me  persuade  thy  rnerev,  (thou  hast  lov’d 
Altho’l  know  my  suit  will  sound  unjustly. 

To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lose  itself, 
Have  pity  on  me ! 

Drus.  I will  do. 

Dclph.  Peace,  niece! 

Altho’  this  softness  may  become  yonr  love, 
Your  care  must  scorn  il  Let  him  still  con- 
temn tiiee, 


[Act  S.  SceneJ. 

And  still  I'll  work  ; the  same  aflcction 
lie  ever  shew  s to  thee,  be’t  sweet  or  bitter, 
The  sameAurelia  shall  shew  him  ; no  further: 
Nor  shall  the  wealth  of  all  his  empire  free 
this. 

Dio.  I must  speak  fair, — Lovely  young 
maid,  forgive  me,  [too1*, 

Look  gently  on  my  sorrows!  You  that  grieve 
1 see  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I meet  it. 
Drus.  Oh,  aunt.  I’m  hiess’d  ! 

Dio.  Be  not  lw>th  young  and  cruel; 
Again  1 beg  it,  thus. 

Enter  Aurelia. 

Drus.  Thus,  sir,  1 grant  it. 

Ur’s  mine  own  now,  aunt. 

Dclph.  Not  yet,  girl;  thou’rt  cozen’d. 
Aur.  Oh, my  dear  lord,  how*  have  l wrong’d 
your  patience ! [tious! 

How  wander’d  from  the  truth  of  my  aiiVc- 
How,  like  a wanton  fool,  shuu’d  that  1 lov'd 
most ! 

But  you  arc  full  of  goodness  to  forgive,  sir, 
As  I of  grief  to  beg,  and  shame  to  take  it: 
Sure  / was  not  myself!  some  strange  illusion. 

Or  w hat  you  please  to  pardon 

Dio . All,  my  dearest;  [thee, 

All,  my  delight ! and  with  more  pleasure  take 
Than  if  there  had  been  no  such  dream;  for, 
It  was  no  more.  [certain, 

Aur.  Now  you  have  seal’d  forgiveness, 

I take  my  leave;  and  tbegods  keep  your  good- 
ness! [Exit. 

Ddph.  You  see  how  kindness  prospers! 

Ik-  hut  so  kind 

To  marry  licr,aud  see  then  what  new  fortunes, 
New  joys,  and  pleasures,  far  beyond  thisiudv, 

Beyond  her  greatness  too 

Dio.  I’ll  die  a dog  first ! 

Now  I am  reconcil’d,  I will  enjoy  her 
in  spite  of  all  thy  spirits,  and  thy  witchcrafts. 
Ddph.  Thou  shalt  not,  fool ! 

Dio . I will,  old  doting  devil ! 

And  wert  thou  any  thing  hut  air  and  spirit, 

My  sword  should  tell  thee 

Ddph.  I contemn  thy  threat’nings; 

Ami  tnou  shalt  know  I hold  a powar  abore 
thee. — [fool! 

We  must  remove, Aurelia.  Come. — Fan  well, 
When  thou  shalt  seeing  next,  thou  shall  bo** 
to  me. 

Dio.  Look  thou  appear  no  more  to  crosi 
my  pleasures ! [Exeunt- 


*•  You  that  grirve  too  ] The  particle  that,  seems  to  have  no  right  of  place  here:  If  we 
must  have  a monosyllable  to  til)  up,  it  seems,  as  if  those  w as  a more  significant  one  than  die 
present  that,  and  ought  to  agree  with  corrects  as  the  antecedent.  However,  as  no  great 
matter  depends  upon  it,  1 leave  it  to  every  one’s  judgement,  which  way  be  will  r*  ad.  Sywpw*. 

That  stands  for  uhu; — and  the  passage  means,  ‘Pity  me!  pity  me,  you  that  grieve!  1 m 
4 your  grief  in  your  eye «,  and  meet  it  with  a kiss,’ 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

CO  full  of  matter  is  our  history, 

^ Yet  mix'd,  I hope,  with  sweet  variety, 
The  accidents  not  vulgar  too,  hut  rare. 

And  tit  to  he  presented,  that  there  wants 
Room  in  tins  narrow  stage,  and  time,  to  ex- 
Iii  action  to  the  life,  our  Dioclesian  [press, 
In  his  full  lustre:  Yet  (as  the  statuary, 

That  by  the  large  size  of  Alcides*  foot 
Guess'd  at  his  whole  proportion)  so  we  hope 
Your  apprehensive  judgments  will  conceive 
Out  of  the  shadow  we  can  only  shew, 

H<  w fair  the  body  was  ; and  will  be  pleas’d, 
Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  behold, 

As  in  a silent  mirror,  what  we  cannot. 

With  fit  conveniency  of  time  allow’d 
For  such  presentments, cloath  in  vocal  sounds. 
Yet  with  such  art  the  subject  is  convey’d, 
That  every  scene  and  passage  shall  be  clear 
Ev’n  to  the  grossest  understander  here. 

[ Loud  inusick. 

Dumb  Show. 

Enter,  at  one  door , Dclphiu  and  Ambassadors; 
they  whisper  together;  they  take  an  Oath 
upon  her  hand ; she  dir  let  them,  kneeling, 
with  her  magick  rod ; they  rise  and  drum 
their  swords.  Enter,  at  the  other  door, 
Diocletian , Chorions , Mnrtmiman , Niger, 
Aurelia,  Cussana,  and  Guard;  Churinus 
and  Niger  persuading  Am  elia  ; she  offers  to 
embrace  Muximinian;  Diocles  drums  his 
sword,  keeps  off  Muximinian,  turns  to  Au- 
relia, kneels  to  her,  lays  his  sward  at  her 
feet  ; she  scornfully  turns  away : Deiphia 
gives  a sign;  the  Ambassadors  and  Soldiers 
rush  upon  them,  seize  on  Aurelia,  Cassana, 
Charmus,  and  Maxtrninian ; Dioclesian  and 
others  offer  to  rescue  them  ; Deiphia  raises 
a mist.  Exeunt  Airtlu station  and  Eri toners 
and  the  rest  discontented. 

Tl  »c  skilful  Deiphia  finding,  by  sore  proof, 
T'lie  presence  of  Aurelia  dim’d  the  beauty 
Of  her  Drusilla;  and,  in  spite  of  charms, 
The  emperor  her  brother,  great  Charinus, 
Still  urg’d  her  to  the  love  of  Dioclesian, 
Deals  with  the  Persian  Legates,  tiiat  were 
bound 

F*or  the  ransom  of  Cassann,  to  remove 
.Aurelia,  Maximininn,  and  Charinus, 

Out  of  the  sight  of  Home;  but  takes  their 
oaths 

( Tn  lieu  of  her  assistance)  that  they  shall  not, 
On  any  terms,  when  they  were  in  their  power, 
JVesume  to  touch  their  lives:  This  yielded  to, 
They  he  in  ambush  for  ’em.  Dioclesian, 
Still  mad  for  fair  Aurelia,  that  doted 
A 5»  much  on  Maxituiuian,  twice  had  kik’d  him, 
VcL.  il.  3 


But  jhat  her  frowh  restrain'd  him  : He  pur- 
sues her 

With  all  humility,  hut  she  continues 
Proud  and  disdainful.  The  sign  given  by 
Deiphia, 

The  Persians  break  thro’,  and  seize  upon 
Charinus  and  his  sister,  with  Muximinian, 
And  free  Cassana.  For  their  speedy  rescue. 
Enraged  Dioclesian  draws  his  sword,  [weak 
And  bids  his  Guard  assist  him:  Then  too 
Had  been  all  opposition  and  resistance 
Hie  Persians  could  have  made  against  their 
fury, 

If  Deiphia  by  her  cunning  had  not  rais’d 
A foggy  mist, which  as  a cloud  conceal’d  them, 
Deceiving  their  pursuers.  Now  be  pleas'd. 
That  your  imaginations  may  help  you 
To  think  them  safe  in  Persia,  and  Dioclesian 
For  tiiis  disaster  circled  round  with  sorrow-. 
Yet  mindful  of  the  wrong.  Their  future  for- 
tunes 

We.  will  present  in  action  ; and  are  bold. 

In  that  which  follows,  that  the  most  shall  sav, 
Twas  well  begun,  but  the  end  crown’d  the 
play.  [ Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Diocles,  Niger,  Senators,  and  Guard. 
Dio.  Talk  not  of  comfort!  I have  broke 
my  faith,  [man* 

And  the  gods  fight  against  ine : And  proud 
However  magnified,  is  but  as  dust 
Before  the  raging  whirlwind  of  their  justice. 
What  is  it  to  be  great,  ador’d  on  earth, 
When  the  immortal  powers  that  are  above  us 
Turn  all  our  blessings  into  horrid  curses, 

And  laugh  at  our  resistance,  or  prevention. 
Of  what  they  purpose ! Oh,  the  furies  that 
I feel  within  me!  whipp’d  on,  by  their  angers* 
For  my  tormentors!  Could  it  else  have  been 
In  nature,  that  a few-  poor  fugitive  Persians, 
Unfriended,  and  unarm'd  too,  could  have 
rohb’d  inc  [glory J 

(In  Rome,  the  world’s  metropolis,  and  her 
In  Rome,  where  I command,  environ’d  round 
With  such  invincible  troops  that  know  no  fear* 
But  want  of  nob'e  enemies)  of  those  jewels 
I priz'd  above  my  life,  and  I want  power 
To  free  them,  if  those  gods  I have  provok’d 
Had  not  giv’n  spirit  to  the  undertakers, 

And  in  their  deed  protected  ’em  ? 

Ntgt  r.  G rear  C *esar. 

Your  safety  does  confirm  you  are  their  care ; 
A nd  that, howe’er  their  practices  reach  others, 
You  stand  above  their  malice. 

1 Sen.  Rome  in  us 

Oilers  (as  means  to  further  your  revenge) 
The  lives  <ff  her  best  citizens,  and  all 
They  stand  possess’d  of. 

1 Guard.  Do  but  lead  us  on 
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With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  courage 
Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when  you  ap- 
pear'd 

The  tninion  of  Conquest,  mariied  rather 
To  glorious  Victory,  and  we  will  drag 
(Tho*  all  the  enemies  of  life  conspire 
.Against  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Persian 
Out  of  his  strongest  hold. 

U Guard,  lie  but  yourself, 

And  do  not  talk,  hut  do. 

3 Guard.  You’ve  hands  and  swords, 

Limbs  to  mdke  up  a well-pro  portion’d  array, 
That  only  want  in  you  an  liead  to  lead  us. 
Dio.  The  gods  reward  your  goodness ! and 
believe, 

Howe’er ( for  some  great  sin)  I ammark'dout 
The  object  of  their  hate,  tho’  Jove  stood 
ready 

To  dart  his  three-fold  thunder  on  this  head, 
It  could  not  fright  me  from  a fierce  pursuit 
Of  ray  revenge.  1 w ill  redeem  ray  friends, 
And,  with  my  friends,  miue  honour;  at  lea-,t. 
Like  to  myself,  a soldier.  [fall 

Niger.  Now  we  hear 
Great  Diocletian  speak. 

Dio.  Draw  up  our  legions: 

And  let  it  he  your  care,  my  much-lov’d  Nicer, 
To  hasten  the  remove.  And,  fellow-soldiers, 
Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  marches. 

1 Guard.  Die  he  accurs’d 
That  thinks  of  rest  or  sleet*  before  he  sets 
Ills  foot  on  Persian  earth  ! 

Niger.  We  know  our  glory. 

The  dignity  of  Rome,  and,  what’s  above 
All  can  be  urg’d,  the  quiet  of  your  mind, 
Depends  upon  our  haste. 

Dio.  Remove  to-night ; 

Five  days  shall  bring  me  to  you. 

All.  Happiness 

To  Caesar,  and  glorious  victory ! \Excunt. 
Dio.  The  cheerful  ness  of  my  soldiers  gives 
assurance 

Of  good  success  abroad,  if  first  I make 
hly  peace  at  home  here.  There  is  something 
chides  me, 

And  sharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
To  Dolphin  and  Drusilla  is  the  ground 
Of  my  misfortunes:  And  1 must  remember, 
While  1 was  lov’d,  and  in  great  Delphia’s 
grace, 

She  was  as  mv  good  angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
To  prosper  mv  designs:  l must  appiare  her. 
Let  others  pay  their  knees,  their  vow?,  their 
prayers, 

To  weak  imagin'd  powers;  she's  mv  all, 

And  thusl  do  mvokeiicr. — Kuowiug  Delphia, 
Thou  more  than  woman!  and,  tho’  tiiou  vouch- 
safe si 

To  grace  the  earth  with  thy  celestial  steps, 
And  taste  this  grosser  nir,  thy  heav’nly  spirit 
Hath  free  access  to  all  the  secret  counsel* 
Which  a full  senate  of  the  gods  determine 
When  they  consider  man  ; the  brass-lcuv’d 
book 


[Act  4.  Scehe  $. 

Of  fate  lies  oppn  to  thee,  where  thou  read’*!, 
And  fashioncst  the  destinies  of  men  [ture, 
At  I by  wish'd  pleasure;  look  upon  thv  crea- 
And,  as  thou  twice  hast  pleased  to  appear 
To  reprehend  my  faishood,  now  vouchsafe 
To  see  my  low  submission  ! 

Delphia  and  Dr  util  la  appear. 

De’jth.  What’s  thy  will  ? [in| 

False,  and  unthankful,  (and  in  that  deserv- 
All  human  sorrows*)  dar'st  thou  hope  frorau.e 
Relief  or  comfort? 

Dio.  Penitence  does  appease 
Th*  incensed  powers,  mid  sacrifice  takes  off 
Their  heavy  aimers:  Tims  I tender  both  ; 
The  master  of  great  Rome,  and,  in  that,  lord 
< >f  all  the  sun  gives  heat  anti  being  to, 

Thus  sues  for  mercy.  Be  but  as  thou  wert, 
The  pilot  to  the  bark  of  my  good  fortunes, 
And  once  more  steer  my  actions  to  the  port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  il  l fall  oft' 
Hereafter  from  my  faith  to  this  sweet  virgin, 
Join  with  those  powers  that  punish  perjuiy 
To  make  me  ail  example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  false! 

D/as.  Upon  mv  soul,  [pose 

You  may  believe  him  ! Nor  did  he  e’er  pur- 
To  me  but  nobly  ; he  made  trial  how 
I could  endure  unkindness;  I see  truth 
Triumphant  in  his  sorrow.  Dearest  auot. 
Both  credit  him,  unu  help  him  ! and,  uu  as- 
surance 

That  what  I plead  for  you  cannot  deny, 

I raise  him  thus,  and  with  litis  willing  kiss 
I seal  his  pardon. 

Dio.  Oh,  that  I e'er  look’d 
Beyond  this  abstract  of  all  woman’s  goodness! 
Dclph.  J’ra  thine  again ; thus  1 confirm  our 
league.  [ferVt 

I know  tiiy  wishes,  and  how  much  thou  suf- 
In  honour  for  thy  friends;  thou  shah  repair 
For  to  thy  fleet  I'll  give  a foie  right  wiud  [all, 
To  pass  the  Persian  Gulf;  remove  all  lets 
That  may  molest  thy  soldiers  in  their  tmtrcb 
That  pass  by  land;  and  Destiny  is  false, 

If  thou  prove  not  victorious.  Yc  t remember, 
When  thou  art  rais'd  up  to  the  hight'st  point 
Of  human  happiness,  such  us  move  beyond  it 
Must  of  necessity  descend.  Think  on’t ; 
And  use  those  blessings  that  the  gods  pouroa 
With  moderation!  [you 

J)iu.  As  their  oracle, 

I hear  you  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  a rave  directions. 

Dt/ph.  You  w ill  not  repent  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Niger,  Gcta , Guard fund  Soldiers , with 
ensign*. 

Niger.  Ilow  do  you  like  your  entrance  to 
the  war  ? 

W hen  the  whole  body  of  the:  army  moves. 
Shew  » it  not  gloriously  ? 

Gcta.  ’i  ts  a fine  May-game; 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 

But  eating  and  drinking  I think  arc  forbad 
in’t ; 

(I  mean,  with  leisure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  Itoys  that  haste  to  school ; or,  as 
We  carried  fish  to  the  citv,  dare  stay  no 
where. 

For  fear  our  ware  should  stink. 

1 Guard.  That’s  the  necessity 
Of  our  speedy  march. 

Grta.  Sir,  I do  love  my  case, 

And  tho’  I hate  all  seats  of  judicature, 

I mean  i’  th’  city,  for  convenieucy, 
i still  will  he  a justice  in  the  war,  [tain 
And  ride  upon  my  foot-cloth.  I hope  a can- 
(And  a gown’d  captain  too)  may  be  dispens’d 
with.  [poor, 

I tell  you,  (and  don’t  mock  me)  when  1 was 
I could  endure,  like  others,  cold  and  hunger; 
Bur  since  I grew  rich,  let  hut  my  finger  ache, 
( )r  feel  hut  the  least  pain  in  mv  great  toe. 
Unless  I have  a doctor,  mine  own  doctor, 
That  may  assure  me,  1 am  gone. 

Niger,  Come,  fear  not; 

Yon  viall  want  nothing. 

1 Guard.  We  will  make  you  fight 
As  vou  were  mad. 

G cia.  Not  too  much  of  fightip^  friend; 
It  is  thy  trade,  that  art  a common  soldier; 
We o dicers,  by  our  place,  may  share  the  spoil, 
And  never  sweat  for  t. 

‘2  Guard.  Vou  shall  kill,  for  practice, 
Bur  your  dozen  nr  twoa-duy, 

Grta.  Thou  ulk'st  as  if 
Thou  wort  lousing  thyself;  but  vet  I will 
muke  danger ; 

If  I prove  one  o’th’  worth:es,  so:  However, 
I’ll  have  the  fear  of  the  gods  before  my  eyes, 
And  do  no  hurt,  I warrant  you. 

Niger.  Come,  march  on, 

And  humour  him  for  our  mirth. 

1 Guard  *I  isu  fine  pea-goose ,0. 

Niger.  But  one  that  fools  to  the  emperor, 
and,  in  that, 

A wise  man,  and  a soldier. 

1 Guard.  True  morality ! [ T.vcnnt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Cosroe,  Comma,  Pert  tan* ; and  C ha - 
rinus,  Muximmum,  Aurthu,  hound;  i nth 
Soldiers. 

Cosroe.  Now-  by  the  Persian  gods,  most 
truly  welcome ! 

Encompass’d  thus  w ith  tributary  kings, 

I enter  turn  you.  Lend  your  helping  hands 


sri 

To  seat  her  by  me;  and,  thus  rais’d,  bow  all, 
To  do  her  honour.  Oh,  mv  best  Cassana, 
Sister,  and  partner  of  my  ljf<*  and  empire. 
We’ll  teach  thee  to  forget,  with  present  plea- 
sures, 

Thy  late  captivity;  and  this  proud  Roman, 
That  us'd  thee  as  a slave,  and  did  disdain 
A princely  ransom,  shall,  if  she  repine, 

Be  forc'd  by  various  tortures  to  adore 
What  she  of  late  contemn’d. 

Cat.  All  greatness  ever 
Attend  Cosroe  ! Tho’  Persia  be  stil’d 
The  nurse  of  pomp  and  pride,  we’ll  leave  to 
Rome 

Her  native  cruelty.  For  know,  Aurelia, 

(A  Roman  princess,  and  a Ciesar's  sister) 

Tho*  late  (like  thee)  captiv’d  J,,‘l  can  forget 
Tli v barb’rous  usage;  and  tho’  thou  to  me, 
When  I was  in  thy  power, didst  shew  thyself 
A most  insulting  ty  ran  ness,  1 to  thee 
May  prove  a gentle  mistress. 

Aur.  ()h,  my  stars! 

A mistress?  Can  I live,  and  owe  that  name 
To  llesh  and  blood  ? I was  born  to  command,  t 
Train’d  up  in  sovereignty ; and  I,  in  death, 
Can  quit  the  name  of  slave:  bhe  that  scorns 
Mav  mock  captivity.  [life, 

Chur.  Rome  will  be  Rome 
When  we  are  nothing;  and  her  power’s  the 
W liich  you  once  quak’d  at.  [same, 

Mast,  llioclcsian  lives; 

(Hear  it,  and  tremble!)  lives,  thou  king  pf 
Persia, 

The  master  of  his  fortune,  and  his  honour: 
And  tho’  by  dcvitish  arts  we  were  surpriz’d, 
And  made  the  prey  of  magick  and  of  theft, 
Ami  not  won  nobly,  we  shall  he  redeem’d. 
And  by  a Roman  war;  and  every  wrong 
We  sutler  here,  with  interest  be  return’d 
On  the  insulting  doer  ! 

1 Pers.  Sure  these  Romans 
Are  more  than  men. 

'2  Pers.  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield; 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverse  fate. 

Such  is  their  confidence. 

Cosroe.  They  thyii  shall  break* 

VV  hv,  you  rebellious  wretches,  dare  von  still 
Contend, when  the  least  bream  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire  **,  or  to  he  made 
1 he  prey  of  wolves  or  vultures?  The  *ain 
name 

Of  Roman  legions  I slight  thus,  and  scorn  ; 
And  tor  thjU  boasred  bugbear,  Diocletian, 
Which  you  presume  on,  ’would  lie  were  the 
master 


But  of  the  spirit  to  meet  me  in  the  field  ! 

’•  Pen-gome.]  i e.  n silly  creature.  St/mpum. 

•>  Tho  t,<w,  Uke  thee  copied. J So  folio;  the  second  Mvs,  * tho’  lot*,’  which  is 
clearly  right  .\vinjwn,  and  Seward  seeing  the  corruption  »l  the  first  boon,  and  overlooking 
the  second  (though  minutely  the  best) edition,  exhibit  this  nonsense: 

* 1 hough  now,  like  me  captiv'd.’ 

” d-'"™'  .*««  nut  f”  i Seward,  unwarrantably,  as  we  think,  varies  thf  text  to,  ‘ JIurks 
you  or  luc,  &c. 

3 B * 
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He  soon  should  find,  that  our  Immortal  Squa- 
drons 

That  with  fuH  numbers  ever  are  supplird, 
(Could  it  he  possible  they  should  decay) 
Dare  front  his  boldest  troops,  and  scatter  ’em, 
As  an  high-tow’rine  falcon  on  her  stretches, 
Severs  the  fearful  fowl.  And,  by  the  sun. 
The  moon,  the  winds,  the  nourishcrs  of  life, 
And  by  this  sword,  the  instrument  of  death, 
Since  that  you  fly  not  humbly  to  our  mercy, 
Hut  yet  dare  hope  your  liberty  by  force, 

If  Dioclesian  dare  not  attempt 
To  free  you  with  his  sword,  all  slavery  fed, 
That  cruelty  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretch- 
Falls  heavy  on  you  ! 

Maxi.  If  the  sun  keeps  his  course. 

And  the  earth  can  bear  his  soldiers’  march, 
I fear  not.  ' 

Aar.  Or  liberty,  or  revenge ! 

Chur.  On  that  I build  too.  [A  trumpet. 
Aar.  A Homan  trumpet? 

Maxi,  Tis:  Comes  it  not  like 
A pardon  to  a man  condemn’d  ? 

Enter  Niger. 

Cosroe.  Admit  him. 

The  purpose  of  thy  coining? 

Niger.  My  great  master,  (ken) 

The  lord  of  Rome,  fin  that  all  power  is  spo- 
Iloping  that  thou  w ilt  prove  a noble  enemy, 
And  (in  thy  bold  resistance)  worth  his  con- 

Defios  thee,  Cosroe. [quest, 

Maxi.  There  is  tire  in  this. 

Niger.  And  to  encourage  thy  laborious 
powers 

To  tug  for  empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field,  - 
VY'itli  this  assurance:  if  thy  sword  can  win 
him, 

Or  force  his  legious  with  thy  barbed  horse 
But  to  forsake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing'd  Victory  shall  take  stand  on  thy  tent. 
But  all  the  provinces  and  kingdoms  held 
By  the  Roman  garrisons  in  this  eastern  world 
Shall  be  deliver'd  up,  and  he  himself 
Acknowledge  thee  his  sovereign.  In  return 
Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  this, 

That  ’till  the  doubtful  die  of  wnr  determine 
Who  lias  most  power,  and  should  command 
the  other,  [births, 

Thou  wouldst  entreat  thy  prisoners  like  their 
And  not  their  present  fortune;  and  to  bring 
’em 

Guarded, into  thy  tent, with  thy  best  strengths, 
Thy  ablest  men  of  war,  and  thou  thyself 
Sworn  to  make  good  the  place.  And  if  he  fail 
(Mauj  :re  all  opposition  can  be  made) 


[Act  4.  Scene  5. 

In  his  own  person  to  comoel  his  way. 

And  fetch  them  safely  off,  the  day  is  thine, 
And  he,  like  these,  thy  prisoner. 

Cosroe.  Tho’  I receive  this 
But  as  a Roman  brave,  I do  embrace  it, 
And  love  the  sender.  Tell  him,  I will  bring 
My  prisoners  to  the  field,  and,  without  odds, 
Against  his  single  force,  alone  defend  ’em; 
Or  else  with  equal  numbers. — Courage,  noble 
princes ! 

And  let  posterity  record,  that  we 
This  inetnorablc  day  restor’d  to  Persia 
That  empire  of  the  world  great  Philip's  son 
Ravish’d  from  us,  ami  Greece  gave  up  to 
Rome.  | fail 

This  our  strong  comfort14,  that  we  cannot 
Ingloriously,  since  wc  contend  for  all. 

[Exeunt.  i'/t /Uriah,  alarms. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Geta,  Guard , and  Se/ldicrs. 
Geta.  I’ll  swear  the  peace  against  ’em  ! I 
am  hurt: 

Run  for  a surgeon,  or  I faint! 

1 Guard,  Bear  up,  man ; 

Tis  but  a scratch. 

Geta.  Scoriug  a man  o’er  the  coxcomb 
Is  but  a scratch  with  you.  Pox  o'  your  oc- 
cupation, [fore, 

Your  scurvy  scuffling  trade!  I was  told  be- 
My  fare  was  bad  enough;  but  now  I look 
Like  Bioody-Boite,  and  Raw-ilcaH,  to  fright 

I am  for  no  use  else.  [children; 

2 Guard.  Thou  shalt  fright  men. 

1 Guard.  You  look  so  terrible  now!  But 
see  your  face 

I*  tli' pummel  of  my  sword. 

Geta.  I die ! I'm  gone! 

Ob,  my  sweet  physiognomy ! 

Enter  three  Persians. 

2 Guard.  They  corue; 

Now  fight,  or  die  indeed. 

Geta.  1 will  ’scape  this  wav.  [have 

I cannot  hold  my  sword  : What  would  you 
Of  a maijn’d  man? 

1 Guard.  Nay,  then  I have  a goad 
To  prick  you  forward,  ox. 

2 Guard.  Fight  like  a man, 

Or  die  like  a dog. 

Geta.  Shall  I,  like  C»sar,  fnll 
Among tny  friends?  uo  mercy  ? Et  tu , Brute  9 
You  shall  not  have  the  honour  of  my  death ; 
I’ll  fall  by  the  enemy  first. 


53  Immortal  squadrons.]  These  were  a body  of  Persian  soldiers,  whose  number,  Herodotus 
says,  w as  never  more  or  less  than  ten  thousand.  The  reason  of  the  name  our  authors  give 
themselves; 

* That  with  full  numbers  ever  are  supply’d.’  Sympson. 

14  This  our  strong  comfort .J  This  slight  alteration  restores  the  verb  here,  w ithput  which 
the  sentence  would  be  harsh  and  elliptical.  Sympson. 

The  alteration*  is  ’/«  lor  this ; but  the  old  reading  is  much,  much  best,  and  most  elegant. 
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Act  4.  Scene  6.] 

1 Guard.  Oh,  brave,  brave  Geta  ! 

[ Persians  driven  off. 

He  plays  the  devil  now. 

Enter  Niger. 

Niger.  Make  up  for  honour! 

The  Persians  shrink  ; the  passage  i*  laid  open; 
Great  Dioclcsiun,  like  a second  Mars, 

(His  strong  arm  govern’d  by  the  tierce  Bcl- 
lona)  . [full 

Performs  more  than  a man  : llis  shield  stuck 
Of  Persian  darts,  which  now  arc  his  defence 
Against  the  enemies’  swords,  still  leads  the 
way. 

Of  all  the  Persian  forces,  one  strong  squn- 
dron,  [Alarms  continued* 

In  which  Cosroo  in  his  own  person  fights, 
Stands  firm,  and  yet  unrouted : Break  thro’ 
that, 

The  day  and  all  is  ours.  [Retreat. 

All.  Victory,  victory ! [ Exeunt,  Flourish. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  (in  triumph , with  Roman  ensigns) 
Guard , Diocletian,  Chat-intis , Aurelia, 
Muximinian , Niger,  Geta ; Cosroe,  Cos- 
sona,  Persians,  us  prisoners ; Delphiu  and 
DrusiUa  privately. 

Dio.  I am  rewarded  iu  the  act ; your  free- 
dom [share 

To  me’s  ten  thousand  triumphs:  You,  sir,  , 
In  all  my  glories.  And,  unkind  Aurelia, 
prom  being  a captive,  still  command  the 
v ictor. 

Jtfephew,  remember  by  whose  gift  you're  free. 
You  I afford  my  pity ; baser  minds 
Insult  on  the  afflicted  : You  shall  know, 
Virtue  and  courage  are  admir’d  and  lov’d 
In  enemies;  but  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Thanks  to  your  valour;  to  your  swords  I owe 
This  w reath  triumphant.  Nor  he  thou  forgot, 
iMy  first  poor  bondman  ! Geta,  I am  glad 
Thou’rt  turn'd  a fighter. 

Geta.  Twas  against  my  will; 

But  now  I am  content  vvith’t. 

Char.  But  imagine  [these, 

What  honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond 
Transcending  all  example;  ’tis  in  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  serve  it. 

Niger.  We  will  have 

His  statue  of  pure  gold  set  in  the  capitol. 
And  he  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a god, 

IVlakcs  forfeit  of  his  head. 

Maxi.  I hurst  with  envy!  » [me, 

And  vet  these  honours,  which,  confcrr'd  on 
• Would  make  me  pace  on  air,  seem  not  to 
move  him. 


Dio.  Suppose  this  done,  or  were  it  possible 
I could  rise  higher  still,  1 am  a man ; 

And  all  these  glories,  empires  heap’d  upon 
me,  [guards. 

Confirm’d  by  constant  friends  and  faithful 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a shaking  fever, 

Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  dart  of  Death 
To  spare  roe  one  short  minute.  Thus  adorn’d 
In  these  triumphant  robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A greater  shadow  than  it  did  when  i 
Liv’d  both  poor  and  obscure ; a sword’s  sharp 
point 

Enters  iny  flesh  ns  far;  dreams  break  my  sleep, 
As  when  I was  a private  man;  my  passions 
Are  stronger  tyrants  on  me  ; nor  is  greatness 
A saving  antidote3®  to  keep  me  from 
A traitor’s  poison.  Shall  1 praise  my  fortune, 
Or  raise  the  building  of  my  happiness 
On  her  uncertain  favour?  or  presume 
She  is  ray  own,  and  sure,  that  yet  was  never 
Constant  to  any?  Should  my  reason  fail  me, 
(As  flatt'ry  oft  corrupts  it)  here  is  an  example 
To  speak,  how  far  her  smiles  are  to  he  trusted: 
The*  rising  sun,  this  morning,  saw  this  mail 
The  Persian  monarch,  and  those  subjects 
proud 

That  had  the  honour  hut  to  kiss  his  feet; 

And  yet,  ere  his  diurnal  progress  ends, 
lie  is  the  scorn  of  Fortune.  But  you’ll  say, 
That  she  forsook  lum  for  his  want  of  courage. 
But  never  leaves  the  hold  : Now,  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here.  I never  inet 
A braver  enemy  ! And,  to  make  it  good, 
Cosroe,  Cassana,  and  the  rest,  be  free. 

And  ransomless  return ! 

Cos  roe.  To  see  this  virtue 
Is  more  to  ine  than  empire;  and  to  be 
O’ercome  by  you,  a glorious  victory. 

Maxi.  Wiiat  a devil  means  he  next! 

Dio.  I know  that  glory 
Is  like  Alcidcs’  shirt,  if  it  stay  on  us 
Till  pride  hath  mix’d  it  with  our  blood ; nor 
can  we  [case. 

Part  with  it  at  pleasure ; when  we  would  un- 
it brings  along  w ith  it  both  flesh  and  sinews, 
And  leaves  us  living  monsters. 

Maxi.  ’Would  ’twere  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on  ! I’d  run  the  hazard. 
Dio.  No;  I will  not  be  pluck’d  out  by  the 
ears 

Out  of  this  glorious  castle;  uncompell'd, 

I will  surrender  rather : Let  it  suffice. 

I’ve  touch'd  the  height  of  human  happiness, 
And  here  I fix  nil  ultra.  Hitherto 
I’ve  liv’d  a servant  to  ambitious  thoughts, 
And  fading  glories ; what  remains  ofi life, 

I dedicate  to  Virtue;  and,  to  keep 
My  faith  untainted,  farewell,  pride  and  pomp ! 


•5  Struck  full.]  So  the  former  editions. 

36  A saving  antidote,  to  keep  me,  Sft.]  * A saving  antidote,  to  save  or  keep  me/  Si c.  seems  to. 
be  too  inaccurate  (not  to  say  tautological;  uu  expression,  for  such  correct  authors  as  ours; 
I with  submission  would  read  thus, 

* A sovereign  antidote,'  &c.  Sympton. 

* Saving  antidote’  very  properly  defines  ‘ a preservative .' 
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[Act  5.  Scene 


And  circumstance  of  glorious  majesty, 
farewell  for  ever! — Nephew,  I have  noted. 
That  you  have  long  with  bore  eyes  look’d  upon 
My  flourishing  fortune  ; you  shall  have  pos- 
session 

Of  my  felicity:  1 deliver  up 
My  empire,  and  this  gem  I priz’d  above  it. 
And  all  things  else  that  made  rue  worth  your 
envy, 

Freely  unto  you. — Gentle  sir,  your  suffrage. 
To  strengthen  this.  The  soldiers’  love  I 
doubt  not : [vours, 

His  valour,  gentlemen,  will  deserve  your  fa- 
Wlnch  let  my  prayers  further.  All  is  yours. — 
) hit  I have  been  too  liberal,  and  given  that 
1 must  beg  back  again. 

Maxi.  YY tint  am  I falPn  from! 

Did.  Nay,  start  not:  It  is  only  the  poor 
Grange, 

The  patrimony  which  my  father  left  me, 

] would  be  tenant  to. 


Mari.  Sir,  T am  yours  t 
I will  attend  you  there. 

Dio.  No  ; keep  the  court ; 

Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour:  I will  labour 
To  find  content  elsewhere.  Dissuade  me  not; 
By  Heaven,  1 am  resolv’d! — And  now,  Dru- 
silla, 

Being  as  poor  as  when  1 vow’d  to  make  the# 
M v wife,  if  thy  love  since  hath  felt  no  change, 
l*m  ready  to  perform  it. 

Dm*.  I still  lov’d 

Your  person,  not  your  fortunes ; in  a cottage, 
Being  yours,  1 am  an  empress. 

Dt  l/ih.  And  I'll  make 
The  change  most  happy. 

Dio.  Do  me  then  the  honour. 

To  see  my  vow  perform’d.  You  but  attend 
Mv  glories  to  the  urn;  where  be  it  adies, 
Welcome  iny  mean  estate!  and,  as  a due, 
Wish  rest  to  me,  I honour  unto  you. 

[£rcun/, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Chorus, 

Chorus.  T"* HE  war  with  glory  ended,  and 
Cosroc, 

Acknowledging  his  fealty  to  Charinus, 
Dismiss’d  in  peace,  returns  to  Persia: 

The  rest,  arriving  safely  unto  Rome, 

Are  entertain'd  with  triumphs:  Maximinian, 
By  the  grace  and  intercession  of  Ins  uncle, 
Saluted  Cirsar ; But  good  Diocletian, 

Weary  of  pomp  apd  state,  retires  himself. 
With  a small  train,  to  a most  private  Grange 
In  Lombardy*7;  where  the  glad  country 
strives 

With  rural  sports  to  give  him  entertainment: 
With  which  delighted,  he  with  ease  forgets 
All  specious  trifles,  and  securely  tastes 
’J  he  certain  pleasures  of  a private  life. 

But  oh.  Ambition,  that  eats  into, 

Y\  ith  venom 'd  teeth,  true  thankfulness  and 
honour, 

And,  to  support  her  greatness,  fashions  fears, 
Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dan- 
gers, 

Which,  m the  place  of  safety,  prove  her  ruin  ! 
All  which  be  pleas’d  to  sec  in  Aiaximiniau, 
To  whom  his  conferr'd  sovereignty  was  like 
A large  sail  fill'd  full  with  a lore-right  wind, 
That  drowns  a smaller  hark:  And  he  ouce 
fall’ll 

Tnto  ingratitude,  makes  no  stop  in  mischief, 
But  violently  runs  on.  Allow  Aiaxiiniman  all, 


Honour,  and  empire,  absolute  command; 
Yet  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  stand. 

I JWt 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Maxim  inian  and  Aurelia. 

Aur.  Why  droops  my  lord,  my  love,  mv 
life,  my  Cesar?  [ness! 

How  ill  this  dullness  doth  comport  withgreat- 
Doep  not,  with  open  arms,  your  fortune  court 
you  ? 

Rome  know  you  for  her  master  ? I myself 
Confess  you  for  my  husband  ? love  and  sene 
you?  [curses, 

If  you  contemn  not  these,  and  thing  them 
l know  no  blessings  that  ambitious  flesh 
Could  wish  to  feel  beyond  ’em. 

Maxi.  Best  Aurelia, 

The  parent  and  the  nurse  to  all  my  dories, 
T is  not  that,  thus  embracing  you,  1 think 
There  is  a heaven  beyond  it,  that  begets 
These  sad  retirements;  hut  the  fear  to  lo«* 
What  it  is  hell  to  part  with.  Better  to  hate 
liv'd 

Poor  ai;d  obscure,  nod  never  scal’d  the  top 
Of  hilly  empire,  than  to  die  w ith  fear 
To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almost  as  soon 
As  we  have  reach’d  it ! 

Aur.  These  are  panic  terrors 
You  fashion  to  yourself.  Is  not  my  brother 
(Your  equal  and  co-partner  in  the  empire) 
Vow'd  and  confirm’d  your  friend  ? the  soldier 
constant  ? 


97  Tn  Lombardy.]  Dalmatia  was  the  real  country  to  which  Diocletian  retired  : But  Dim- 
hardy  being  a finer  climate  for  n farmer,  was,  1 suppose,  the  reason  why  our  Poet*  hat* 
chose  to  fix  him  there.  Symjispri. 
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Act  5.  Scone  5.] 

Hath  not  your  undo  Dioclcsian  taken 
Ills  last  farewell  o’  th’  world  ? What  then  can 
shake  you  ? 

Ma  it.  The  thought  I may  be  shaken,  and 
assurance 

That  what  we  do  possess  is  not  our  own, 
put  has  depending  on  another’s  favour: 

For  nothing's  more  uncertain,  my  Aurelia, 
Thau  power  that  stands  not  on  his  proper 
basis. 

But  borrows  his  foundation.  I’ll  make  plain 
My  cause  of  doubts  and  fears;  for  what 
should  I 

Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  he  familiar 
With  my  most  private  thoughts?  Is  uot  the 
empire 

My  uncle’s  gift  ? and  may  he  not  resume  it 
Upon  the  least  distaste?  Does  not  Charinus 
Cross  me  in  iliy  designs  ? and  what  is  majesty 
When  ’tis  divided?  Docs  not  the  insolent 
soldier 

Cal)  my  command  his  donative?  and  what 
con  take 

More  from  our  honour?  No, my  wise  Aurelia, 
If  I to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world, 

As  sure  you  are  to  me;  as  we  desire 
To  be  secure,  we  must  be  absolute,  [rows 
And  know  no  equal ; when  your  brother  bor- 
The  little  splendor  that  he  has  from  us, 

And  we  are  serv’d  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty. 
We  may  live  safe;  but  ’till  then,  we  hut  walk 
With  heavy  burdens  on  a sea  of  glass, 

And  our  own  weight  will  sink  us. 

Aur.  Your  mother  brought  you 
Juto  the  world  an  emperor;  you  persuade 
But  what  l would  have counsell'd.  Nearness 
of  blood. 

Respect  of  piety,  and  thankfulness,- 
And  ail  the  holy  dreams  of  virtuous  fools, 
Must  vanish  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
(The  maker  of  great  minds,  and  nurse  of 
honour) 

Puts  in  for  empire.  On  then,  and  forget 
Your  simple  uncle;  think  lie  was  the  master 
(In  being  once  an  emperor)  of  a jewel, 
Whose  worth  and  use  ho  knew  not.  For 
Charinus, 

(S'o  more  my  brother)  if  lie  be  a stop 
To  what  you  purpose,  he  to  me’s  a stranger, 
Anri  so  to  he  remov’d. 

Mun.  Thou  more,  than  woman  ! 

Thou  masculine  greatness,  to  whose  soaring 
spirit 

To  touch  the  stars  seems  but  an  easy  flight, 
Oh,  how  1 glorv  in  thee!  Those  great  women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  thou  but  nam’d, 

Sbaii  be  no  more  remember'd.  But  persevere. 
And  thou  shalt  slime  among  those  lesser  tights. 

Enter  Charinus,  Niger , and  Guard. 

To  all  posterity,  like  another  Phu: be, 

And  so  ador'd  as  she  is. 


575 

Aur.  Here's  Charinui, 

His  brow  furrow’d  with  anger. 

Maxi.  I.ct  him  storm  ! 

And  you  shall  hear  me  thunder. 

Chur.  He  dispose  of 

My  provinces  at  his  pleasure?  and  confer 
Those  honours,  that  arc  only  mine  to  give, 
Upon  his  creatures? 

Niger.  Mighty  sir,  ascribe  it 
To  his  assurance  of  your  love  and  favour, 
And  not  to  pride  or  malice. 

Chur.  No,  good  Niger; 

Courtesy  shall  not  fool  me;  he  shall  know 
I lent  a hand  to  raise  him,  and  defend  him. 
While  he  continues  good  ; but  the  same 
strength, 

If  pride  make  him  usurp  upon  iny  right, 

Shall  strike  him  to  the  centre. — You’re  well 
met,  sir.  [hear 

Maxi.  As  you  make  the  encounter.  Sir,  I 
That  you  repine,  and  hold  yourself  much 
griev’d, 

In  that,  without  vour  good  leave,  I bestow’d 
The  Gailian  procotisulslup  upon 
A follower  of  mine. 

Char,  ’fistrue;  and  wonder 
You  durst  attempt  it. 

Maxi.  I )urst,  Charinus  ? 

Chur.  Durst; 

Again  1 speak  it.  Think  you  me  so  tame, 
So  tendon  and  unactivc.  to  sit  down 
With  such  dishonour?  But,  recall  your  grant. 
And  speedily;  or,  by  the  Homan  gods, 

'Thou  trip  st  thine  own  heels  up,  and  hast 
no  part 

In  Rome,  or  in  the  empire. 

Maxi.  Thou  bast  none. 

But  by  permission.  Alas,  poor  Charinus, 
Thou  shadow  of  an  emperor,  l scorn  thee. 
Thee,  and  thy  foolish  threats ! Flic  gods  ap- 
point Inn) 

The  absolute  disposer  of  the  earth, 

That  has  the  sharpest  swurd:  I’m  sure,  Cha- 
rinu*,'  [Aper 

Thou  wear’st  one  without  edge.  When  cruel 
Had  kdl’d  Nuuicrianus,  thy  brother, 

(Au  act  that  would  have  made  a trembling 
coward 

More  daring  than  Alcidcs)  thy  base  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it;  then  rose  up  my  uncle, 
For  the  honour  of  the  empire,  and  of  Koine, 
Against  the  traitor,  and,  among  his  guards, 
Punish’d  the  treason.  This  bold  daring  act 
Got  him  the  soldiers’  suifrages  to  be  Casar. 
And  howsoever  his  too-geutle  nature 
Allow’d  thee  the  uame  only,  us  his  gift, 

I challenge  the  succession. 

Chur.  Thou  art  cozen’d. 

When  tire  receiver  of  a courtesy 
Cannot  sustaiu  the  weight  it  carries  with  it, 

* Tis  but  a triai*5,  uot  a present  act. 

Thou  hast  in  a few  days  of  thy  short  reign, 


**  *T  is  hut  a tryal.]  The  sense  designed  is  certainly,  not  ut  present,  or  us  yet  an  irrevocable 

act 
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[Act  5.  Scent  3. 


In  over-wecninc  pride,  riot,  and  lusts. 
Sham’d  noble  Dioclesian,  and  his  gilt; 

Nor  doubt  , when  it  shall  arrive  unto 
] i is  certain  k now  ledge,  how  the  empire  groans 
Under  thy  tyranny,  hut  he  will  forsake 
His  private  life,  and  once  again  resume 
His  laid-by  majesty;  or,  at  least,  make  choice 
Of  such  an  Atlas  a>»  may  bear  this  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  thy  shoulders.  To  effect  this, 
Lend  your  assistance,  gentlemen ; and  then 
doubt  not 

But  that  this  mu«hronm,  sprung  up  in  anight, 
Shall  as  soon  wither.  And  for  you,  Aurelia, 
If  you  esteem  your  honour  more  than  tribute 
Paid  to  your  loathsome  appetite,  as  a fury 
Fly  from  his  loose  embraces.  So,  farewell  ! 
lire  long  you  shall  hear  more.  [Kreitnl. 

Aur.  Are  you  struck  dumb, 

That  you  make  no  reply? 

Maxi.  Sw  eet,  I will  do. 

And  after  talk:  I will  prevent  ihcir plots, 
And  turn  them  on  their  own  accursed  heads. 
JVI y uncle  ? good  ! 1 must  not  know  the  names 
Of  piety  or  pity.  Steel  my  heart. 

Desire  of  empire,  and  instruct  me,  that 
The  prince  that  over  others  would  bear  sway. 
Checks  at  no  let  that  stops  him  iu  his  way  ! 

[Exeunt. 

scene  nr. 

Enter  three  Shepherds  und  t&o  Countrymen. 

1 Shop.  Do  you  think  this  great  man  will 
continue  here? 

2 Shep.  Continue  here?  what  else?  h’ has 
bought  the  great  farm ; 

A great  man,  with  a great  inheritance, 

And  all  the  ground  about  it,  all  the  woods  too. 
And  stock’d  it  like  an  emperor.  Now,  all  our 
sports  again. 

And  all  onr  merry  gambols,  out  May-ladies, 
Our  evening  dances  on  the  green,  our  songs, 
Our  holiday  good  cheer,  our  bagpipes  now, 
boys, 

Shall  make  the  wanton  lasses  skip  again, 

Our  sheep-shearings,  and  all  our  knacks. 


3  Shep.  But  hark  you, 

We  must  not  call  him  emperor. 

1 Cinintr.  That’s  all  one  ; [son; 

He’s  the  king  of  good  fellows,  that’s  no  trea- 
And  so  I’ll  call  him  still,  tho’  I be  hnng’d  for’t. 
f grant  you  h’  has  giv’n  his  honour  to  another 

man,  (low* 

He  cannot  give  his  humour  ; he’s  a brave  fcl- 
And  will  love  us,  and  we’ll  love  him.  Come 
hither,  Ladou ; 

What  new  songs,  and  whatgeers? 

■3  Shrp.  Enough.  I’ll  tell  ye; 

He  comes  abtoad  anon  to  view  his  grounds, 
And,  with  the  help  of  Thirsis,  and  old  Egon; 
(If  his  whorsontoid  begone)  and  Amaryllis, 
And  some  few  more  o'  th*  wenches,  we  will 
meet  him, 

And  strike  him  such  new  springs  **>,  and  such 
free  welcomes, 

Shall  make  Him  scorn  an  empire,  forget  ma- 
jesty, [happy. 

And  make  him  bless  the  hour  he  liv’d  here 

2 Countr.  And  we  will  second  yc,  we  ho- 
nest carters, 

We  lads  o’  th'  lash,  with  some  blunt  enter- 
tainment ; 

Our  teams  to  twopence,  we'll  give  him  some 
Or  we'll  bawl  fearfully  ! [content, 

3 Shep.  He  can’t  expect  now  [sicks. 

His  courtly  entertainments,  nnd  his  rare  mu- 
And  ladies  to  delight  him  w ith  their  voices; 
Honest  and  cheerful  toys  from  honest  mean* 

ings, 

And  the  best  hearts  they  have.  We  must  be 
neat  ail; 

On  goes  iiiv  russet  jerkin  with  blue  button* 
1 Shep.  And  my  green  slops  I was  married 
in ; tny  bonnet,  [boys; 

With  my  carnation  point  with  silver  tags, 

You  know  where  J won  it. 

1 Cuuntr.  Thou  wilt  ne'er  be  old,  Alexis. 
1 Shep.  And  I shall  find  some  toys  that 
have  been  favours, 

And  nosegays,  and  such  knacks;  for  there 
be  wenches. 


act  or  died.  If  the  words  do  not  seem  to  the  reader  to  convey  this  sense,  a slight  change 
will : He  may  read 

1 not  a perfect  act/ 

But  I would  not  have  the  text  disturbed.  Sctfiurd. 

Betterton  reads, 

* Tis  but  a trial,  not  n confirm'd  act.* 

The  word  present,  in  the  text,  bears  the  same  sense  as  confirm'd  or  perfect,  in  the  variations 
of  Seward  and  Betterton. 

19  Springs  here  means  tuna.  So  bishop  Douglass  in  his  Translation  of  Virgil,  book*!, 
page  167 : 

* Gif  Orpheus  mycht  reduce  agano  I cess 

* From  Hell  his  spouse's  goist,  with  his  sueit  stringeis, 

‘ Playand  on  his  harp  of  Trace  sa  pleasand  Spring  is.’ 

So  Chaucer,  in  his  House  of  Fame,  hook  iii.  hue  143,  &c. 

* There  saw  I famous  old  and  young 

* Piperis  all  of  the  Duchc  tong, 

‘ To  lerning  love  dauncis  and  springis , 

* Key  is  and  the  struungfe  thingis.’  ffympsoni 
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Act  5.  Scene  31] 

3 Step.  My  mantle  goe*  on  too  I play'd 
young  Paris  in, 

And  the  new  garters  Amaryllis  sent  me. 

1 Count r.  Yes,  yes;  we’ll  all  be  handsome, 
and  wash  our  faces. 

Neighbour,  i see  a remnant  of  March  dust 
That’s  hatch’d  into  your  chaps  : I pray  you 
be  careful. 

And  tnundify  your  muzzle  s°. 

Hater  Orta. 

5 Countr.  I’ll  to  the  barbert ; 

It  shall  cost  me  I know  what. — Who’s  this? 

3 Shcp.  Give  ruoiu,  neighbours  ! 

A groat  man  in  our  state.  Gods  bless  your 
worship! 

2 Countr.  Eticrease  your  mastership  ! 

Geta.  Thanks,  my  good  people.  [it, 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  duties  !— As  I take 
You  are  the  labouring  people  of  this  village, 
A nd  you  that  keep  the  sheep.  Stand  further 
off  yet. 

And  mingle  not  with  my  authority; 

I inn  too  mighty  for  your  company. 

3 Step.  We  know  it,  sir;  and  we  desire 
your  worship 

To  reckon  us  amongst  your  humble  servants ; 

And  that  our  country  sports,  sir 

Get  a.  For  your  sports,  sir,  [venient, 
They  may  be  seen,  when  I shall  think  con- 
When,  out  of  my  discretion)  T shall  view ’em, 
And  hold  ’em  tit  for  licence. — Yc  look  upon 
me, 

And  look  upon  me  Seriously,  ns  you  knew  me  : 
Tis  true.  I’ve  been  a rascal,  as  you  are, 

A fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark, 

Just  such  another  piece  of  dirt,  so  fashion’d; 
But  time,  that  purities  all  things  of  merit, 
l}n\  set  another  stamp.  Come  nearer  now, 
And  be  not  fearful  (l  takeoff  my  austerity); 
And  know  me  for  the  groat  and  mighty 
steward 

Under  this  inan  of  honour;  know  ye  for  iny 
vassals. 

And  at  my  pleasure  I can  dispeople  ye,  [tty: 
Can  blow  you  and  your  cattle  out  o’  th*  coun- 
But  fear  me,  and  have  favour.  Come,  go 
along  with  me,  [’em. 

And  I will  bear  your  songs,  and  perhaps  like 
£ S/iep.  1 hope  you  will,  sir. 

Gcta.  Tis  not  a thing  impossible. 

Perhaps  I’ll  sing  myself,  the  more  to  grace  yc; 
And  if  1 like  your  women 


3 Shep.  W e’ll  have  the  best,  sir, 
Handsome  young  girls. 

Geta.  The  handsomer  the  better. 

Enter  Dclphia. 

’May  bring  your  wives  too;  ’twill  be  all  on£ 
charge  to  ye } 

For  1 must  know  your  families. 

petph.  Tis  well  said,  [hatching 

Tis  well  said,  honest  friends.  I know  ve'rS 
Some  pleasurable  sports  for  your  great  land- 
lord ; 

Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a friend  tove, 
And  make  this  little  Grange  seem  a large 
empire,  [favour, 

Let  out*0  with  home  contents : I’ll  work  his 
Which  daily  shall  bo  on  ye. 

3 Shep.  Then  we’ll  sing  daily, 

And  make  him  the  best  sports-  - ■ 

Dciph.  Instruct  ’em,  Geta, 

And  be  a merry  man  again. 

Geta.  Will  you  lend  me  a devil. 

That  we  may  dance  awhile? 

Dctph.  I’ll  lend  thee  two; 

And  hag-pipes  that  shall  blow  alone. 

Geta.  1 thank  you;  [plesion  first. 

But  i’ll  know  your  devils  of  a cooler  com- 
Come,  follow,  follow ; I’ll  go  sit  and  see  yc. 
Dctph.  Do;  and  be  ready  an  hour  hence, 
and  bring  ’em ; 

For  in  the  grove  you’ll  find  him.  [ Ereunt • 

Eater  Diodes  and  Drufilla. 

Dfo.  Come;  Drus  ilia, 

The  partner  of  my  best  contents ! I hope  now 
You  dare  believe  me. 

Drus.  Yes,  and  dare  say  to  yoif, 

I think  you  now  most  happy. 

Dio.  You  say  true,  sweet ; 

For,  by  my  soul,  I find  now  by  experience, 
Content  waS  never  courtier. 

Drus.  I pray  you  walk  on,  sir; 

The  cool  shades  of  die  grove  invite  you. 

Dio.  Oh,  iny  dearest!  fness. 

When  man  has  cast  off  his  ambitions  grcai- 
And  sunk  into  the  sweetness  of  himself; 
Built  bis  foundation  upon  honest  thoughts; 
Not  great,  but  good,  desires  hisdaily  servants; 
Ho*  quietly  he  sleeps  ! How  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  looks  on  his  possessions. 
And  from  Ins  willing  Inborn  s feeds  with  plea- 
sure ! 

Hereharig  no  comets  id  the  shapes  of  crowns 


*°  Mundifp your  muz r/c.]  i.  e.  Clean  youf  mouth,  your  chaps. 

Let  out.]  Probably  we  should  read,  * Set  out.’ 

31  Eater  Diodes  and  Drusilla.  J Through  the  emperor  had  quitted  his  imperial  dignity,  And 
retired  to  his  farm,  it  does  not  appear  by  any  accounts  that  he  ever  reduced  his  name,  as 
*>ur  editors  have  done  fur  him  here,  to  pure  plain  Diodes.  I say  the  editors,  not  die  poet*) 
because  in  the  conclusion  of  this  act  the  soldiers  give  him  his  imperial  addition, 

* Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Diocletian.'  Svmpson, 

These  cavils  at  the  stage  directions  are  not  only  idle,  but  ridiculous ; and,  besides  thi«i 
Syrnpson  suffers  him,  m the  Dumb  Show  (at  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  act)  to  be  called 
both  Diodes  and  Diodes' an  : This  probably  proceeded  from  oversight  in  him ; in  us  it  prd- 

beet  Is  from  our  dunking  it  too  insignificant  lor  attention, . 

vbL.il. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  8. 


To  shake  our  sweet  contents;  nor  here, 
Drusilla, 

Cares,  like  eclipses,  darken  our  endeavours: 
We  love  here  without  rivals,  kiss  w ith  inno- 
cence* [dren 

Our  thoughts  as  gentle  as  oor  lips,  our  cinl- 
The  double  heirs  both  of  our  forms  and  faiths. 
Drus.  I ’in  clad  ye  make  this  right  use  of 
this  sweetness, 

This  sweet  retiredness. 

Dio.  Tis  sweet  indeed,  love. 

And  every  circumstance  about  it  shew-s  it. 
How  liberal  is  the  spring  in  every  place  here  ! 
The  artificial  court  shews  but  a shadow, 

A painted  imitation  of  this  glory,  [cellence; 
Smell  to  this  flower;  here  Nature  has  herex- 
Lct  all  the  perfumes  of  the  empire  pass  this. 
The  carcfull’st  lady’s  cheek  shew  such  a co- 
They’re  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. [lour; 
And  here  in  poverty  dwells  noble  nature. 
What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  al- 
lay us, 

And  bury  quick  the  fuming  God  to  quench  us! 

[Mustek  below. 

Methinks  this  chryst&l  well Ha!  what 

strunge  musick? 

Tis  underneath,  sure  ! — How  it  stirs  and 
joys  me! 

IIow  all  the  birds  set  on ! the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  sweets!  Hark  how  the 
echoes—- — 

Enter  a Spirit  from  the  well. 

Drus.  See,  sir,  those  flowers  [ment. 
From  out  the  well,  spring  to  your  entertain- 

Enter  Delph  ia. 

Dio.  Ill  ess  me ! 

lJrux.  Be  not  afraid ; 'tis  some  good  angel 
That’s  come  to  welcome  you. 

Velph.  Go  near,  and  hear,  son.  [Sung. 
Dio.  Oh,  mother,  thank  you,  thank  you  ! 
this  w as  your  will. 

Delph.  You  shall  not  want  delights  to  bless 
your  presence.  [nour  you. 

Now  you  are  honest,  all  the  stars  shall  ko- 

Enter  Shepherds  and  Dancers. 

Stay;  here  are  country  shepherds;  here’s 
some  sport  too, 

And  you  must  grace  it,  sir;  ’twas  meant  to 
welcome  you.  [son. 

A king  shall  never  feel  your  joy:  Sit  down, 

A dance,  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdesses ; Fun 
lead  tug  the  men,  Ceres  the  maids. 

Hold,  hold ! my  messenger  appears.  Leave 
off,  friends, 

Leave  off  a while,  and  breathe. 

Dio.  What  news?  You’re  pale,  mother. 
Dt/ph.  No;  I am  careful  of  thy  safety,  son. 
Be  not  affrighted,  but  sit  still;  Cm  with  thee. 

Enter  Muximinian , Aurelia , and  Soldiers. 
And  now,  dance  out  vour  dance.— 1)’  you 
know  that  person  ? 


Be  not  amaz’d,  but  let  him  shew  his  dread- 
fullest.  [pleasures, 

Maxi.  How  confident  he  sits  amongst  his 
And  what  a cheerful  colour  shews  in’s  face! 
And  yet  lie  sees  me  too,  the  soldiers  with  me. 
Aur.  Be  speedy  in  your  work,  (y  ou  will  be 
stopt  else) 

And  then  you  are  an  emperor! 

Musi.  I’ll  about  it. 

Dio.  My  royal  cousin,  how  I joy  to  see  you. 
You  and  your  royal  empress ! 

Maxi.  You’re  t<K>  kind,  sir. 

I come  not  to  eat  with  you,  and  to  surfeit 
In  these  poor  clownish  pleasures;  butto  tell 
I look  upon  you  like  my  winding-sheet,  [you, 
The  coffin  of  my  greatness,  nay,  iny  grave: 

For  whilst  you  are  alive 

Dio.  Alive,  my  cousin? 

Maxi . 1 suy,  alive — l am  no  emperor; 

I’m  nothing  hut  mine  own  disquiet. 

Dio.  Stay,  sir ! 

Alaxi.  I cannot  stay.  The  soldiers  dote 
upon  you.  [rity 

I would  fain  spare  you  ; but  mine  own  scan 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  arc  my  uncle, 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  meCssar; 
For,  whilst  you  are  remember’d,  I am  buried. 
Dio . Did  not  I make  you  emperor,  dear 
cousin? 

The  free  gift  from  my  special  grace  ? 

Delph.  Fear  nothing.  [you? 

Dio.  Did  not  I chuse  this  poverty,  to  raise 
That  royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too? 
B!ess’d  you  with  her  bright  beauty?  Gave 
the  soldier,  [vtni? 

The  soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fix’d  him  on 
Gave  you  the  world’s  command? 

Muri.  This  cannot  help  you. 

Dio*  Yet  this  shall  ease  me.  Can  vou  be 
so  base,  cousiq, 

So  far  from  nobleness,  so  far  from  nature. 
As  to  forget  all  this?  to  tread  this  tie  out? 
Raise  to  yourself  so  foul  a monument 
That  every  common  foot  shall  kick  asunder? 
Must  my  blood  glue  you  to  your  peace? 

Maxi.  It  must,  uncle; 

I stand  too  loose  else,  and  my  foot  too  feeble: 
You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retir’d,  I'm 
rooted. 

Dio.  And  cannot  this  remov’d  poor  state 
obscure  me  ? [tiously 

I do  not  seek  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambi- 
After  your  grow  ing  fortunes.  Take! iced,  my 
kinsman ! 

Ungratefulness  and  blood  mingled  together, 

Will,  like  two  furious  tides 

Maxi.  I must  sail  thro*  ’em; 

Let  ’em  be  tides  of  death,  sir,  1 must  stem  up. 
Dio.  Hear  but  this  last,  and  wisely  yet  con- 
sider ! 

Place  round  about  my  Grange  a garrison, 
That  if  I offer  to  exceed  my  limits. 

Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  emperor, 
Ever  converse  with  any  greedy  soldier. 

Or  look  for  adoration,  nay,  for  courtesy, 
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Act  5.  Scene  5.] 

Above  the  day's  salute 
fed  you ; 


-Think  who  has 

finisen 


Think,  cousin,  who  I am.  D’you  slight  my 
Nay,  then  I charge  thee!  Nay,  I meet  thy 
cruelty. 

Mari.  This  cannot  serve ; prepare.  Now 
fall  on,  soldiers, 

And  all  the  treasure  that  I have 

[Thunder  and  lightning. 

1 Sold.  The  earth  shakes;  [sir; 

We  totter  up  and  down;  we  cannot  stand, 
Methinks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

2 Sold.  The  Hashes, 

Jlow  thick  ami  hot  they  come!  Wo  shall  be 
burnt  all ! 

Delph.  Fallon,  soldiers!  [bravely! 

You  that  sell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full 
1 Stdd.  We  cannot  stir. 

Delph , You  have  your  liberty ; 

So  have  you,  lady  : One  of  you  come  do  it. 

[ A hand  with  a bolt  appears  above. 
D'ye  stand  amaz’d  ? Look  o'er  thy  head, 
, Maximinian, 

Look,  to  thy  terror,  what  overhangs  thee; 
Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead:  Look  how  it  theat- 
enf  thee ! (es; 

* The  bolt  for  vengeance  on  ungratefi nl  wretch- 

• The  holt  of  innuceut  blood Read  those  hot 

characters,  (lady, 

And  spell  the  will  of  Ileav’n.  Nay,  lovely 
You  must  take  part  too,  as  spur  to  Ambition. 
Are  you  humble?  Now  speak;  my  part  is 
Does  all  your  glory  shake?  [ended. 

Maxi.  Hear  us,  great  uncle, 

Good  and  great  sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us  ! 
Below  your  feet  we  lav  our  lives;  be  merciful! 
Begin  you,  Heaven  will  follow. 

Aur.  Oh,  it  shakes  still ! [knowledge 
Maxi.  And  dreadfully  it  theatens.  We  ac- 
Our  base  ami  foul  intentions:  btiuid  between 
us ! [given : 

For  faults  confess’d,  they  say,  are  half  for- 
WtVe  sorry  for  our  sins,  'lake  from  us,  sir, 
That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  swell,  that 
poison’d  us ; 

Tha^  mass  of  ini\jesty  I labour’d  under, 

( Too  heavy  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage) 


That  my  poor  innocent  days  may  turn  again, 
And  my  mind,  pure,  may  purge  me  of  these 
curses.  [us — 

By  your  old  love,  the  blood  that  runs  between 
[The  hand  taken  in. 
Aur . By  that  love  once  you  bare  to  ine  | 
by  that,  sir, 

That  blessed  maid  enjoys  ■ - 

Dio.  Rise  up,  dear  cousin,  [you. 

And  be  your  words  your  judges!  I forgive 
Great  as  you  are,  enjoy  that  greatness  ever. 
Whilst  I mine  own  content  make  mine  own 
empire. 

Once  more  I give  you  all;  lcnrn  to  deserve  it. 
And  live  to  love  your  good  more  than  your 
greatness. — [ror. 

Now  shew  your  loves  to  entertain  thiseinpe- 
My  honest  neighbours  ! Geta,  sec  ull  hand* 
some.  [little; 

Your  Grace  must  pardon  us;  our  house  is 
But  such  an  ample  welcome  ns  a poor  man 
And  his  true  love  can  make  you  and  your 
Madam,  we  have  no  dainties.  [empress — 
Aur.  Tis  enough,  sir; 

We  shall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodness. 
Sold.  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Diu- 
clesiau!  [rashness. 

Dio.  I thank  you,  soldiers ; I forgive  your 
And,  royal  sir,  long  may  they  love  and  ho- 
nour you ! 

[ Drums  beat  a march  ajar  off. 
What  drums  are  those? 

Delph.  Meet  ’em,  my  honest  son  ; 

They  are  thy  friends,  Clmriims  and  the  old 
soldiers, 

That  come  tu  rescue  thee  from  thy  liotcousin. 
But  all  is  well ; and  turn  all  into  welcomes! 
Two  emperors  you  must  entertain  now, 

Dio.  Oh,  dear  mother, 

I’ve  will  enough,  hut  I want  room  and  glory. 
Delph.  That  shall  be  my  care.  Sound  your 
pipes  now  merrily,  (welcomes ! 

And  ail  your  handsome  sports:  Smg  ’em  full 
Dio.  And  let  ’em  know,  our  true  love 
breeds  more  stories, 

And  perfect  joys,  than  kings  do,  and  their 
glories.  [Exeunt, 


act 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH: 

A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  hy  Hills  assign  this  Play  wholly  to  Fletcher.  It  was  first  primed 
in  the  folio  of  ltitr.  We  Ho  not  know  of  any  alteration  that  lias  been  made  to  it,  nor 
has  it  been  acted  these  many  years. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


ykOENOIt,  Trltuc  of  Argo t. 

Tjjf.anoK,  Nob  of  the  Queen  of  Corinth,  a 
vicious  Prince. 

Leonidas,  the  Corinthian  General , Brother 
to  Aferione. 

Euphanes,  a noble  young  Gentleman , Pi- 
yourite  to  the  Queen. 

C It  ATM,  elder  Brother  to  Euphanes,  a ma- 
licious beuutcjcu  '. 

CONON,  Euphanes's  Confidant,  and  Vellou- 

Neasthes,  1 [traveller- 

Sosici.es,  > Courtiers.. 

E Raton,  j 

SCENE, 


Os' OS  or  LAItrniAS,  a very  foolish  Traveller. 

Tutor.  I t0  Q„of  iuo  foolish  Knaves. 
Uncle,  ) 

Gentlemen,  Servants  to  Agenor. 

A Page  to  Lord  Euphanes. 

Mai  shut,  Vintner,  and  Drawers. 

Queen  of  Corinth,  a raise  and  virtuous 
Widow. 

Mf.RIuNE,  a virtuous  Did;/,  honourably  so- 
licited by  Prince  Agenor. 

Beuza,  o’  noble  Jjidy,  Mistress  to  Euphanes. 

Corinth. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ncanthes,  Sinicin,  and  Eroton. 

Eruton.  rTUE  general  is  return'd  then? 

I Neon.  With  much  honour. 

Sos.  And  peace  concluded  with  the  prince 
of  Argos? 

Kean.  To  the  Queen's  wishes  : The  con- 
ditions sign'd 

So  fur  beyond  her  hopes,  to  the  advantage 
Of  Corinth,  and  the  good  of  nil  her  subjects, 
That  tho’  Leonidas,  our  brave  general. 

Ever  came  home  a fair  iuid  great  example, 

I lc  never  yet  return'd  or  with  less  luss 
Or  more  deserved  honour. 

Era.  Have  you  not  heard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good  ? 

AV.'.s.  The  main  one 
A as  admiration  first  in  vouug  Agenor 
(For  by  that  name  wc  know  the  prince  of 
Argos) 

Of  our  Leonidas’  wisdom  arid  his  valour; 
Which,  tho’  an  enemy,  first  in  him  bred  won- 
der, 


That  liking,  love  succeeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a desire  to  be  a friend. 

Upon  what  terms  soever,  to  such  goodness. 
They  had  an  interview; and,  that  tbeir  friend- 
ship . rcludcd, 

Might  with  our  peace  he  rniified,  it  was  con- 
Agenor,  yielding  up  all  such  strong  places 
As  lie  held  in  our  territories,  should  receive 
(With  a sufficient  dower  paid  by  the  Queen) 
The  fair  Mcrionc  for  his  wife. 

Era.  But  how  [know 

Approves  the  Queen  of  this?  since  we  well 
Nor  was  her  highness  ignorant,  that  her  son 
The  prince  Thennor  made  love  to  this  lady, 
And  in  the  noblest  way. 

Heart.  Which  she  allow'd  of, 

And  I have  heard  from  some  familiar  with 
Her  nearest  secrets,  she  so  deeply  priz’d  her. 
Being  from  nn  infant  train'd  up  in  her  service, 
fOr,  to  speak  better,  rather  her  own  creature) 
She  once  did  say,  that  if  the  prince  should 
steal 

A marriage  without  her  leave,  or  knowledge, 
I With  this  Merionc,  with  a little  suit 


■ Boutefeu.]  An  incendiary. 
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She  should  grant  both  their  pardons;  whereas 
now. 

To  shew  herself  forsooth  a Spartan  lady, 
And  that  'tis  in  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  good,  not  alone  to  subdue 
Her  own  affections,  hut  command  her  son’s, 
She  has  not  only  forc’d  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  mistress,  hutcompell'd  him, when 
Agenor  made  his  entrance  into  Corinth, 

To  W Qjt  upon  his  rival. 

Soc.  Can  it  ho 

The  prince  should  sit  down  with  this  wrong? 

Kean . I know  not; 

1 am  sure  I should  not. 

Era.  Trust  me,  nor  I s * 

A mother  is  a name ; hut,  put  in  balance 
With  a young  wench,  ’tis  nothing.  Where 
did  yon  leave  him  ? 

Kean.  Near  Y'esta’s  temple  (for  there  he 
dismiss’d  me) 

And  full  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  for 
Crates:  [purpose, 

He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what 
lama  stranger. 

Enter * Theanor  and  Crutet. 

Era.  They’re  come  hack,  Neanthes. 

The.  I like  the  place  well. 

Cra.  Well,  sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  architect  had  been  a prophet. 

And  fashion’d  it  alone  for  this  night’s  action  ; 
The  vaults  so  hollow,  and  the  walls  so  strong, 
As  Dian  there  might  suffer  violence. 

And  with  loud  shrieks  in  vain  call  Jove  to 
help  her ; 

Or  should  he  hear,  his  thunder  could  not  find 
An  entrance  to  it. 

The.  1 give  up  myself 
Wholly  to  thy  direction,  worthiest  Crates: 
Apd  yet  the  desp’ratecure  that  we  must  prec- 
is in  itself  so  foul,  and  full  of  danger,  [tisc 
That  I stand  doubtful  whether  *tw$re  more 
manly 

To  die  not  seeking  help,  or,  that  help  being 
So  deadly,  to  pursue  it. 

Cra.  to  those  reasons 
T have  already  urg’d,  I will  ndd  these  : 

Tor,  hut  consider,  sir [ The  if  talk  apart. 

JEra.  it  is  of  weight  [tion 

WhateVr  it  lie,  that  with  such  vehement  ac- 
Of  eye,  hand,  foot,  nay,  all  his  body’s  motion, 
Crates  incites  the  prince  to. 

Kean  1 hen  observe, 

With  what  variety  of  passions  he  [shakes 
Receives  his  ria^ons:  Now  he’s  pale,  and 
For  fear  or  anger;  now  lus  natural  red 
Comes  rack  again,  and  with  a pleasing  smile 
He  seems  to  c-ntc rtmu  it.  ’Tis  resolv’d  on, 
Be  it  w hat  ’twill : To  hi-*  ends  may  it  prosper, 
Tho’  the  state  sink  for’t! 

Cra.  Now  you  are  a prince 


[Act  1.  Scene  2. 

Fit  to  rule  others,  and,  in  shaking  off 
The  bonds  in  w hich  your  mother  fetters  you, 
Discharge  your  debt  to  Nature ; She's  your 
Follow  her  boldly,  sir.  [guide; 

The.  1 am  confirm’d, 

Fall  what  may  fall. 

Cra.  Vet  still  disguise  your  malice 
In  your  humility. 

The.  1 am  instructed. 

Cra.  Tho’  in  your  heart  there  rage  a thou* 
sand  tempests, 

All  calmness  in  your  looks. 

The.  A shall  remember. 

Cra.  And  at  no  hand,  tho*  these  are  us'd 
as  agents,  [instant 

Acquaint  them  with  your  purpose,  ‘till  the 
That  we  employ  them;  ’tis  not  fit  they  have 
Time  to  consider : When  ’tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  silent..  Y-t  you  may 
Grace  them  as  you  pass  by;  V nake  then> 
And  greedier  to  deserve  you  *.  [surer, 

The.  I’ll  move  only 

As  you  would  have  me.  Good  day, gentlemen! 
Nay,  spare  this  ceremonious  form  of  duty 
To  him  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  love, 
And  is  in  nothing  happier  than  in  knowing 
It  is  return'd  by  you;  we  arc  as  one. 

Sot.  I am  o’er  joyed  ! I know  not 

How  to  reply  ; hut 

Era.  Hang  all  huts  ! — My  lord. 

For  this  your  bounteous  favour— r 
Kean.  Let  me  speak. 

If  to  feed  vultures  here,  after  the  halter 
Has  done  lus  part,  or  if  there  be  a hell 
To  take  a swinge  or  two  there,  may  desert*  1 
St >s.  We’re  ready.  [this— 

Erq.  Try  us  any  way. 

Neon  l’ut  us  to  it. 

The.  What  jewels  I have  in  you  ! 

Cra.  Have  these  souls. 

That  for  a good  look,  and  a few  kind  words, 
Part  with  their  essence? 

The.  Since  you  will  compel  me 
To  put  that  to  the  trial  which  I doubt  not, 
Crates,  may  bo  suddenly,  will  instruct  you 
How,  mid  in  what,  to  shew  your  loves:  Obey 
As  you  would  hind  me  to  you.  [him 

Cra.  Tis  well  grounded ; 

Leave  me  to  rear  the  buildiiig. 

Kean.  We  w ill  do 

Cra.  I know  it. 

Era.  Any  thing  you’ll  ptit  us  to.  [£xc«nf. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Leonidas^  Merionc,  and  Beliza. 

Leo.  Sister,  1 reap  the  harvest  of  my  la- 
bours 

In  your  preferment;  be  you  worthy  of  it. 

And  with  an  open  bosom  entertain  [Cor! 

A greater  fortuuc  than  my  love  durst  liepe 


* To  deserve  yow  l Sympson  and  Seward  chusc  to  read,  serve  instead  of  deserve  *.  Y'6 
think  the  latter  word  genuine,  if  not  preferable.  * To  deserve  you  ’ signifies  1 to  merit  your 
favour/ 
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Act  i.  Scene  2.] 


Be  wise,  and  welcome  it:  Play  not  the  coy 
And  foolish  wanton,  with  the  offer’d  bounties 
Of  him  that  is  a prince.  L was  woo’d  for  you, 
And  won,  Menotie;  then,  if  you  dare 
Believe  the  object  that  took  me  was  worthy, 
Or  trust  my  judgment,  in  me  think  you  were 
Courted,  sued  to,  and  conquer’d. 

Mer.  Noble  brother, 

I have  and  still  esteem  you  as  a father. 

And  will  as  far  obey  you ; my  heart  speaks  it : 
And  yet,  without  your  anger,  give  me  leave 
To  say,  that  in  the  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  life’s  joys  or  sorrows  havedeprmlunce. 
It  had  been  tit,  ere  you  had  made  a full 
And  absolute  grant  of  me  to  any  other, 

T should  have  us’d  mine  own  eyes,  or  at  least 
Made  you  to  understand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  power  to  make  a second  gift 
Of  my  poor  self. 

Leo.  I know  what  ’tit  you  point  nt, 

The  prince  Theanor’s  love ; let  not  that  cheat 
you;  [service 

His  vows  were  hut  mere  courtship;  nil  his 
But  practice  how  to  entrap  a credulous  Indv. 
Or,  grant  it  serious,  yet  you  must  remember. 
He’s  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  Ins 
mother  [up; 

Must  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barf’d 
And  therefore  study  to  forget  that  ever 
You  cherish’d  ^uch  a hope. 

Mer.  I would  I could  ! [person 

Leo.  But  brave  A gen  or,  who  4s  come  in 
To  celebrate  this  marriage,  for  your  love 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thousand  lives, 
That  must  have  fallen  under  the  sword  of  war 
Had  not  this  peace  been  made;  which  gene- 
ral good 

Both  countries  nw.c  to  his  affection  to  you. 
Oh,  happy  sister,  ask  this  noble  Indy, 

Your  bosom  friend  (since  1 fail  m my  credit) 
What  palm  Agenor’s  name,  above  all  princes 
Thut  Greece  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  with 
lustre.  [cellent; 

Bel.  indeed,  fame  gives  him  out  for  tx- 
And,  friend,  I doubt  uot  but  when  you  shall 
see  him, 

Enter  a Servant , who  whispers  Beli:a  J. 
He’ll  so  appear  to  you. — Art  sure  ’lis  he? 

Ser.  As  1 live,  madam 

Bel.  V irtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  joy  ! 
*Tis  my  Euphanes  ? 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he’s  in  health? 

Ser.  Most  certainly,  madam* 

Bel.  I’ll  see  him  instantly. 

So,  'prithee,  tell  him.  [JSWf  Servant. 

Mer.  I yield  myself  too  weak 
In  argument  to  oppose  you ; you  may  lead  me 
Whither  you  please. 

Leo.  ’ l’is  answer’d  like  my  sister; 

And  if  in  him  you  find  not  ample  cause 


To  pray  for  me,  and  daily,  on  your  knees, 
Conclude  I have  no  judgmeutl 
Mer.  May  it  prove  so! 

Friend,  shall  wc  have  your  company? 

Bel.  Two  hours  hence 
I will  not  fail  you. 

Leu.  At  your  pleasure,  madam. 

Escunt  Leo.  and  MeK 

Enter  Euphanes. 

Bel.  Could  I in  one  word  speak  a thou- 
sand welcomes,  [hand  ? 

And  -hearty  ones,  you  have  ’em.  Fy!  my 
We  stand  nt  no  such  distance:  By  my  life. 
The  pnrliug  kiss  you  took  before  your  travel 
Is  yet  a virgin  on  my  Jins,  preserv’d 
With  as  much  care  as  I would  do  my  fame, 
To  entertain  your  wish’d  retmO. 

Euph.  Best  lady,  [reason 

That  1 do  honour  you,  and  with  as  much 
As  ever  man  did  Virtue  ; that  1 love  you, 

^ et  look  upon  you  with  that  reverence 
As  holy  men  behold  the  sun,  the  stars, 

The  temples,  and  their  gods,  they  all  can 
witness;  [me; 

And  that  you  have  deserv’d  this  duty  from 
The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  which  I owe 
you,  [tunc' 

Commands  me  to  profess  it,  since  my  for- 
Affords  no  other  pavment. 

Bel.  I had  thought. 

That  for  the  trifling  courtesies,  as  I call  them; 
(Tho*  you  give  them  another  name)  vou  had 
Made  ample  satisfaction  in  th’  acceptance; 
And  therefore  did  presume  you  had  brought 
Some  other  language.  [home 

Euph.  No  one  i have  learn’d 
Yields  words  suflicicnt  to  express  your  pond- 
Nor  can  I ever  chusc  another  theme,  [ness  ; 
And  not  he  thought  unthankful. 

Bel.  Tray  you  no  more, 

As  vou  respect  me. 

Euph.  That  clmrm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  Uisobey  it.  ’Tis  your  pleasure, 
And  not  my  boldness,  madam. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes, 

Brlieve  1 am  not  one  of  those  weak  ladies, 
That  (barren  of  all  inward  worth)  are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own. 
Their  birth  or  fortune,  which  are  things  with- 
out them : 

Nor  in  this  will  I imitate  the  world, 

Whose  greater  purt  of  men  think  when  they 
give  [friends: 

They  purchase  bondmen,  not  mako  worthy 
By  all  that's  good  1 swear,  J never  thought  ” 
My  great  estate  was  an  addition  to  me, 

Or  that  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Euph.  There  are  few 

So  truly  understanding  or  themselves  or  what 
They  do  possess. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes,  where  benefits 


* Enter  a Servant.]  Without  the  addition  1 have  made  to  this  direction,  every  reuder  per-  ' 
haps  would  uot  take  the  abrupt  question,  4 Art  sure  *t»  be  ?*  iu  a proper  light,  * Sytnpun. 
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Are  ill  conferrM,  a*  on  unworthy  men4, 
That  turn  them  to  had  uses,  the  beftower. 
For  wanting  judgment  how  and  on  whom  to 
place  them. 

Is  partly  guilty : But  when  we  do  favours 
To  such  as  make  them  grounds  on  which  they 
build  [fortunes 

Their  noble  actions,  there  we  improve  our 
To  the  most  fair  advantage.  If  [ speak 
Too  much,  tho’  I confess  I «*penk  not  well5, 
'Prithee  remember  ’tis  a woman's  weakness. 
And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph.  You  speak  nothing 
But  what  would  w ell  heroine  the  wisest  matt : 
And  that  by  you  deii%er’il  is  so  pleasing 
That  I could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel.  Fly  not  from 

Your  word,  for  J arrest  it ; and  will  now 
F.x press  myself  a little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profess  yourself  uiy  debtor, 
That  I atn  yours. 

Euph.  Your  ladyship  then  mu«t  use 
Some  sophistry  1 never  heard  of. 

Bel.  By  plain  reasons ; 

For,  look  you,  hud  you  never  sank  beneath 
Your  wants,  or  if  those  wants  had  found 
supply  . [ther, 

From  Crates,  your  unkind  and  covetous  bro- 
Or  any  other  man,  I then  hud  miss’d 
A subject  upon  which  I worthily 
Might  exercise  mv  bounty:  Whereas  now, 
Iiy  having  happy  opportunity 
To  furnish  you  before,  and  in  your  travels. 
With  all  convenienciea  that  you  thought  use- 
ful, [cotters, 

That  gold  which  would  have  rusted  in  my 
Being  thus  employ'd,  has  render’d  me  a part- 
ner 

In  tdl  your  glorious  actions.  And  w hereas, 
Ilad  you  not  been,  1 should  have  died  a thing 
5>carc.c  known,  or  soon  forgotten  ; there's  no 
trophy 

In  which  Kuphnnes  for  his  worth  is  mention'd, 
But  there  you  have  Ih-cii  careful  to  remember, 
That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  Llchza. 

, Euph.  That  was  but  thankfulness. 

fit/.  Tuas  such  ntj  honour. 

And  such  a large  return  for  the  poor  trash 
I \ontur\J  with  you,  that,  if  i should  part 
With  ullthnt  1 possess;  and  myself  too, 

In  satisfaction  for  it,  'twere  still  short 
Of  vour  deserving*. 

Euph.  You  o'er- prize  them,  madam. 

Bel.  The  Queen  herself  hath  given  me  gra- 
cious thanks  | ties. 

In  your  behalf;  for  she  hath  heard,  Euphtt- 
I low  gallantly  you  hove  maintain'd  Iter  ho- 
nour 

In  all  the  courts  of  Greece:  And  rest  assur'd 
(Tho’  yet  unknown)  when  I present  you  to 
her, 


[.Vct*1.  Scene  t. 

Which  I will  do  this  evening,  you  shall  find 
That  she  intends  good  to  you. 

Euph.  Worthiest  Indv, 

Since  all  you  labour  for  is  the  advancement 
Of  hint  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  servant; 
lie. must  not  contradict  it. 

Bel.  Here's  your  brother ; 

Tis  strange  to  see  him  here. 

Enter  Cratct. 

Cra.  You’re  welcome  home,  sir! 

(Your  pardon,  madam,)  I had  thought  my 
house,  f worth* 

Considering  who  I am,  might  have  been 
Of  your  first  visit. 

Euph.  Twas  not  open  to  me 
When  last  I saw  you  ; and  to  me  'tis  wnndcf 
1 hat  absence,  w hich  still  renders  men  for- 
gotten. 

Should  make  my  presence  wish’d  for. 

Bel.  That's  nor  it ; 

Your  too-kind  brother,  understanding  that 
You  stand  hi  no  need  of  him,  is  boldtoulfet 
His  entertainment. 

Cm.  He  had  never  wanted 
Or  yours,  or  your  assistance,  had  he  practi*'4 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  havecom- 
Wliatevcr  I call  mine.  [nianded 

Euph.  I studied  many, 

But  could  find  none. 

Cm.  You  would  not  find  yourself,  sir, 
Or  in  yourself,  what  was  due  tonic  from  pa; 
The  privilege  my  birth  bestow'd  upon  ine 
Might  challenge  some  regard. 

Euph.  You  had  all  the  land,  sir; 

What  else  did  you  expbet?  And  k atn  certain 
You  kept  such  strong  guards  to  preserve  it 
I could  force  nothing  from  you.  [yours, 
Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me? 

Euph.  My  wnnts  have,  and  often. 

With  open  mouths,  hut  you  nor  heard  nor 
saw  them. 

May-be,  you  look'd  I should  petition  to  you. 
As  you  went  to  your  horse ; flatter  vour  >cA 
vants, 

To  play  the  brokers  for  my  furtherance; 
Sooth  your  worst  humours,  act  the  pan-oif 
On  all  occasions;  write  my  name  with  rlinrt 
That  are  but  one  degree  remov’d  from  dates; 
Be  drunk  when  you  would  hate  me,  tlic» 
wench  with  you, 

Or  play  tlte  pnndar;  enter  into  quarrels, 

A I tho*  unjustly  grounded,  and  defend  tbent. 
’Cause  they  were  yours:  These  are  the  ty- 
rannies, 

Most  youngef  brothers  groan  beneath;  ye* 
hear  them 

From  the  insulting  heir,  selling  their  freedom* 
At  a less  rate  than  what  the  state  allows 
The  salary  of  base  and  common  strumpets: 


* As  to  ufiToortht/  nten.J  Amended  by  Sympsnn. 

* / ipeuk  well. J The  insertion  of  the  wrord  nut  is  recommended  by  Svmpson.  The  answer 
•f  Euphaucs,  and  all  that  follows,  proves  it  to  be  the  original  reading. 
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Act  1.  Scene  3.] 

For  my  part,  ere  on  such  low  terms  I feed 
Upon  a brother’s  trencher,  let  me  die 
The  beggar's  death,  and  starve  ! 

Cra.  Til  bravely  spoken,  % 

Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

Bel.  Why,  what  does  lie 
You  would  not  wish  were  yours? 

Cra.  I’ll  tell  you,  lady, 

Siuce  you  rise  up  his  advocate,  and  boldly 
(For  now  I find,  and  plainly,  in  whose  favour 
My  love  and  service  to  you  was  neglected). 
For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your 
beauty, 

And  put  your  virtues  iu,  (if  you  have  anv) 

I would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is, 

For  the  fine  courtier,  the  woman’s  man, 
That  tells  my  lady  stories,  dissolves  riddles. 
Ushers  her  to  her  coach,  lies  at  her  feet 
At  solemn  masques,  applauding  what  she 
laughs  at ; 

Reads  her  asleep  a-nights,  and  takes  his  oath 
Upon  her  pantotles,  that  all  excellence 
Ui  other  madams  does  but  zany  hers:  [not 

These  you  are  perfect  in,  und  yet  these  take 
Or  from  your  birth  or  freedom. 

Euph.  Should  another 

Say  this,  my  deeds,  not  looks  should  shew — 
Bel.  Contemn  it: 

His  envy  fains  this,  and  he’s  but  reporter, 
Without  a second,  of  iiis  own  dry  fancies. 
Cra.  Yes,  madam,  the  whole  city  speaks  it 
with  me; 

And  tho’  it  may  distaste,  'tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  into  the  scene,  and  with  him 
censur’d ; 

For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  lady, 
That,  not  to  he  unfurnish’d  for  her  pleasures, 
(As,  without  them,  to  what  vain  u»e  is  great- 
ness !) 

Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a young 
man, 

Of  an  Herculean  back,  to  do  you  service; 
And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  is  active, 
And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

Bel.  You  are  foul-mouth’d  ! 

Cra . That  can  speak  well,  write  verses 
too,  and  good  ones,  [with 

Sharp  and  conceited,  whose  wit  you  may  lie 
When  his  performance  fails  him;  one  you 
have  [you; 

Maintain'd  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  to  please 
And,  by  the  gods,  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 
No  night  in  which,  while  you  lie  sick  and 
panting. 

He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a talent ; 


No  conference  in  your  coach,  which  is  not 
paid  with 

A scarlet  suit : This  the  poor  people®  mutter, 
TIiq’  1 believe,  for  I am  bound  to  do  so, 

A lady  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too,  . 
And  a most  exact  lady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a virtuous  love,  the  last-bought  vizard 
That  lechery  purchas’d. 

Euph . Not  a word  beyond  this ! 

The  reverence  I owe  to  thut  one  womb 
In  which  wc  both  were  embrions,  makes  me 

What’s  past;  but  if  continued [suffer 

Bel.  Stay  your  hand ! 

The  Queen  shall  right  my  honour. 

Cra . Let  him  do  it; 

It  is  but  marrying  him.  And,  for  your  anger. 
Know  that  I slight  it!  When  your  goddess 
here 

Is  weary  of  your  sacrifice,  as  she  will  be. 

You  know  my  house,  and  there  amongst  my 
servants 

Perhaps  you’ll  find  a livery.  [Exit 

Bel.  lie  not  mov’d ; 

I know  the  rancor  of  his  disposition, 

And  turn  it  on  himself  by  laughing  at  it; 
And  iu  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Euph.  I learn  gladly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Ncanthcs , Sosicles , and  Era  ton, 
severally. 

Kean.  You’re  met  unto  my  wishes ; if  you 
ever 

Desir’d  true  mirth  so  far  as  to  adventure 
To  die  with  the  extremity  of  laughter, 

I come  before  the  object  that  will  do  it ; 

Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 

Sot.  Who  is’t,  Neauthos? 

Ncan.  Lamprius  the  usurer’s  son. 

Era.  Lamprias?  the  youth 
Of  six  and  fifty  ? 

•S us.  That  was  sent  to  travel 
By  rich  Beliza,  ’till  he  came  to  age 
And  was  fit  for  a wife? 

Kean.  The  very  same.’ 

This  gallant,  with  his  Guardian  and  his  Tutor, 
(And,  of  the  three,  who  is  most  fool  I know 
not)  [them 

. Are  newly  come  to  Corinth:  I’ll  not  stale 
By  giving  up  their  characters7;  but  leave  you 
To  make  your  own  discoveries.  Here  they 
are,  sir. 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle , and  Tutor . 

Tutor.  That  leg  a little  higher ; very  well. 


Poor  people.]  I have  a strong  suspicion  that  most  is  the  reading  we  ought  to  follow,  but  I 
have  not  ventured  to  disturb  the  text.  Sympson. 

The  text  is  best. 

7 gwwg  up  their , &c.]  The  particle  up  I have  left  out  of  the  present  text,  though  it 
stands  iu  all  the  other  copies,  because  it  confounds  the  sense:  ‘Giving  up  a character’  is 
a phrase  of  a quite  different  import  to  what  he  would  say  here,  ta  the  least  attention  will 
make  evident  enough.  Sympson, 

lo  give  up  is  right.  It  docs  not  here  signify  to  renounce,  in  the  modern  acceptation, 
hut  to  describe . 

Vo L.  II.  3f)  ~ 
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[Act  1.  Scene  2. 


Now  put  your  face  into  the  traveller’s  posture; 
Exceeding  good. 

Uncle.  Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  him? 
Tutor.  They  will  be  ail  my  scholars,  when 
they  know 

And  understand  him  truly. 

Era.  Phoebus  guard  me 
From  this  new  Python! 

Sos.  How  they  have  trim’d  him  up 
Like  an  old  reveller! 

Kean.  Curl’d  him  and  perfum’d  him ; 

But  that  was  done  with  judgment,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purg’d  perpetually.  Trust  me, 
That  witch’s  face  of  his  is  painted  too, 

And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
Than  would  set  off  ten  bawds  and  all  their 
tenants ! 

Sos.  See  how  it  moves  towards  us. 

Neon.  There’s  a salutation !—  [travel 
Troth,  gentlemen,  you  have  bestow’d  much 
In  training  up  your  pupil. 

Tutor.  Sir,  great  buildings  [not. 

Require  great  labours ; which  yet  we  repent 
Since  for  the  country’s  good  we  have  brought 
An  absolute  man.  [home 

Uncle.  As  any  of  his  years, 

Corinth  can  shew  you. 

Era.  He’s  exceeding  meagre. 

Tutor.  His  contemplation 

Uncle.  Besides,  ’tis  fit 
Learners  should  be  kept  hungry. 

Nean.  You  all  contemplate;  [mine 

For  three  such  wretched  pictures  of  lean  fa- 
I never  saw  together. 

Uncle.  We  have  fat  minds,  sir, 

And  travell’d  to  save  charges.  Do  you  think 
Twas  fit  a young  and  hopeful  gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a glutton?  He’s  my 
ward ; 

Nor  was  there  ever,  where  I bore  the  bag. 
Any  superfluous  waste. 

£ra.  ’Pray  you  can  it  speak? 

Tutor.  He  knows  all  languages,  but  will 
use  none ; 

They  ’re  all  too  big  for’s  mouth,  or  else  too  little 
To  express  his  great  conceits.  And  yet  of 
late, 

With  some  impulsion,  he  hath  set  down, 

In  a strange  method,  by  the  way  of  question, 
And  briefly  too*,  all  business  whatsoever, 
That  may  concern  a gentleman. 

Nf an.  Good  sir,  let’s  hear  him. 

Tutor.  Come  on,  sir. 

Nean.  They  have  taught  him,  like  an  ape, 
To  do  his  tricks  by  signs.  Now  be  begins. 
Ono*.  When  shall  we  be  drunk  together  ? 
Tutor.  That’s 'Ujc  first. 

Onos.  Where  shall  we  whore  to-night? 
Uncle.  That  ever  follows. 

Lra.  ’Ods  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onus.  Shall  we  quarrel  ? 

Mean.  W ith  me  at  no  hand,  sir. 


Onos.  Then  let's  protest. 

Era.  Is  this  all  ? 

Tutor . These  are,  sir,  the  four  new  virtues 
That  are  in  fashion  ; many  a mile  we  measur’d 
Before  we  could  arrive  unto  this  knowledge. 
Nean.  You  might  have  spar’d  that  labour, 
for  at  home  here 

There’s  little  else  in  practice.  Ha!  the  Queen? 
Good  friends  for  half  an  hour  remove  your 
motion*; 

Tomorrow  willingly,  when  we’ve  more  leisure, 
We’ll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  I not  rarely  ? 

Uncle.  Excellent  well. 

Tutor,  lie  siiall  have  six  plumbs  for  it 

[£xeuat  Onos,4c 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas , Theanor , Queen. 
Merione , Bcliia,  Euphunes,  Crates , Ladies 
and  Attendants , uith  lights. 

Queen.  How  much  my  court  is  honour’d, 
princely  brother,  [sencc, 

In  your  vouchsafing  it  your  long*d-for  pre- 
Wcre  tedious  to  repeat,  since  ’tis  already 
(And  heartily)  acknowledg’d.  May  the  gods, 
That  look  into  kings'  actions,  smile  upon 
The  league  wc  have  concluded ; and  their 
justice 

Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  I break 
One  article ! 

Age.  Great  miracle  of  queens, 

How  happy  I esteem  myself,  in  bring 
Thought  worthy  to  be  number’d  in  the  rank 
Ofy  ourconfed’rates,  my.love  and  best  service 
Shall  teach  the  world  hereafter;  but  this 

gift. 

With  which  you  have  confirm’d  it,  is  so  far 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e’er  to  return, 
That  of  necessity  I must  die  oblig’d 
To  vour  unanswer’d  bounty. 

The.  The  sweet  lady 
In  blushes  gives  your  highness  thanks. 
Queen.  Believe  it. 

On  the  Queen’s  word,  she  is  a worthy  one; 
And  I am  so  acquainted  with  her  goodness, 
That  but  for  this  peace  that  hath  chang’d  ray 
purpose,  [gladly 

And  to  her  more  advancement,  I should 
Have  call’d  her  daughter. 

The.  Tho*  I am  depriv’d  of 
A blessing,  ’tis  not  in  the  fates  to  equal, 

To  shew  myself  a subject  as  a son. 

Here  1 give  up  iny  claim,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 
I lov’d  above  myself;  and  from  this  hour, 
(For  my  affection  yields  now  to  niy  duty) 
Vow  never  to  solicit  her. 

Cra.  Tis  well  cover’d. 

Neanthes,  and  the  rest ! 

[JSjrunf  Cra.  Nean.  Sos.  Era. 
Queen.  Nay,  for  this  night 
You  must  (for  ’tis  our  country  fashion,  sir) 


s And  briefly  to  all.]  Corrected  by  Mr.  Svmpson. 

9 Motion. J i.e.  Puppet.  See  note  13  on  Rule  a Wife  and  Have  a Wife. 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

Leave  her  to  her  devotions ; in  the  morning 
Well  bring  you  to  the  temple. 

Leo . How  in  this 
Your  highness  honours  me ! 

Mer.  Sweet  rest  to  all ! 

Age.  This  kiss,  and  I obey  you. 

Bel.  Please  it  your  highness, 

This  is  the  gentleman. 

Queen.  You’re  welcome  home,  sir.— 
Now,  as  I live,  one  of  a promising  presence.— 
I’ve  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  shall  find 
I'll  know  you  better;  find  out  something 
that 

May  do  you  good,  and  rest  assur'd  to  have  it. 
Were  you  at  Sparta  lately? 

Euph.  Three  days  since,  madam, 

I came  from  thence. 

Queen.  Tis  very  late. 


Good  night,  mv  lord  1 Do. you,  sir,  follow  me; 
I must  talk  further  with  you. 

Age.  All  rest  with  you  ! f Exeunt • 

Enter  Crates,  Neanthcs,  Eraton , and  Soticles, 
disguised. 

Cra.  She  must  pass  thro*  this  cloister ; sud- 
And  boldly  seize  upon  her.  [denly 

Nean  Where’s  the  prince? 

Cra.  He  does  expect  us  at  the  place  I 
shew’d  you. 

Enter  Mcrione  and  Servant. 

I hear  one’s  footiug ; peace,  'tis  she. 

Mer.  Now  leave  me;  [Erif  Servant. 
I know  the  way  ; tho’,  Vesta  witness  with  me, 
I never  trod  it  with  such  fear.— Help,  help! 
Cra.  Stop  her  mouth  close ; out  with  tlie 
light ; I’ll  guide  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Merione , as  newly  ravish'd. 

Mer.  npO  whom  now  shall  I cry?  What 
* pow’r  thus  kneel  to, 

And  beg  my  ravish’d  honour  back  upon  me? 
Deaf,  deaf,  you  gods  of  goodness,  deaf  to 
me, 

Deaf  Heav’n  to  all  my  cries ; deaf  hope,  deaf 
justice ! 

I am  abus'd,  and  you,  that  see  all,  saw  it, 
Saw  it,  and  smil’d  upon  the  villain  did  it; 
Saw  it,  and  gave  him  strength : Why  have  I 
pray’d  to  yc,  [slumbers? 

When  all  the  world’s  eyes  have  been  sunk  in 
Why  have  I then  pour’d  out  my  tears?  knecl’d 
to  ye  ? 

And  from  the  altar  of  a pure  heart  sent  ye 
Thoughts  like  yourselves,  white,  innocent, 
vows  purer  [odours? 

And  of  a sweeter  (lame  10  than  all  earth’s 
Why  have  I sung  your  praises,  strew’d  your 
temples,  ^ # [roses? 

And  crown’d  your  holy  priests  with  virgin 
Is  it  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  destroy  us? 
Believe  and  honour  yc,  to  sec  us  ruin’d  ? 
These  tears  of  anger  thus  I sprinkle  toward  ye, 
You  that  dare  sleep  secure  whilst  virgins  surfer; 
These  stick  like  comets  blaze  eternally, 
'Till,  with  the  wouder,  they  have  wak’d  your 
justice, 

And  forc’d  ye  fear  our  curses,  as  we  yours. 


Enter  Theenor  and  Crates,  with  vizards. 
My  shame  still  follows  me,  and  still  proclaims 
me. 

He  turns  away  in  scorn ! I am  contemn'd  too ; 
A more  unmanly  violence  than  the  other : 
Bitten,  and  flung  away?  Wliute’cr  you  are. 
Sir,  you  that  have  abus'd  me,  and  now  most 
basely 

And  sacrilegiously  robb’d  this  fair  temple, 

I fling  all  these  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 
But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  you  will. 
So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  hus- 
band. r*°°> 

And  you,  his  hand  in  mischief,!  speak  to  you 
Counsel  him  nobly  now;  you  kuow  the  mis- 
chief, 

The  most  unrighteous  act  he  lias  done  ; per- 
suade him,  [science 

Persuade  him  like  a friend,  knock  at  nis  con- 
'Till  fair  Repentance  follow.  Yet  be  worthy 
, of  me,  [you : 

And  shew  yourself, if  evergood  thought  guided 
You’ve  had  your  foul  will ; make  t yet  fair 
with  marriage ; 

Open  yourself  and  take  me,  wed  me  now. 

[Draws  his  dagger. 
More  fruits  of  villainy?  Yourdagger?  Come; 
You’re  merciful;  I thank  you  for  your  medi- 
cine. 

Enter  the  rest  disguised. 

Is  that  too  worthy  too?  Devil ! thou  with  him ! 


*• Sweeter  flame.]  Though  I have  not  disturbed  the  text,  I suspect  we  should  read  fume 
. — Symp*on. 

»»  These  stick  like  comets.]  To  compare  tears  to  comets , tire  to  water , is  so  strange  an  at* 
iusion,  that  we  cannot  help  thinking  a line  has  been  dropt  here;  and  the  two  following  lincf 
almost  prove  that  the  curses  and  execrations  of  the  suffering  innocent  (n  ot  the  tears  whiefc 
JiC  sprinkles ) are  what  she  means  by  saying, 

4 These  stick  like  comets,  blaze  eternally.’ 

3 D 2 
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Thou  penny  bawd  to  his  lust ! Will  not  that 
stir  thee?  [not, 

Do  you  work  by  tokens  now  ? Be  sure  1 live 
For  your  own  safeties,  knaves.  I will  sit  pa- 
tiently: [servants, 

But,  as  you  arc  true  villains,  the  devil’s  own 
And  those  he  loves  and  trusts,  make  it  as 


bloody  " 

An  act,  of  such  true  horror,  Ileav’n  would 
shake  at ; 

Twill  shew  the  braver.  Goodness,  hold  my 
hope  fast, 

And  in  thy  mercies  look  upon  my  ruins, 


Enter  six  disguised , singing  and  dancing  to  a 
horrid  music k,  and  sprinkling  muter  on  her 
face. 

And  then  I'm  right !— My  eves  grow  dead 
and  heavy. 

Wrbng  me  no  more,  as  ye  are  men. 

The.  She’s  fast. 

Cra.  Away  with  her.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IE 

Enter  Agcnor  and  Gentlemen , with  torches. 
Age . Now,  Gentlemen,  the  time's  come 
now  t' enjoy  [for. 

That  fruitful  happiness  my  heart  has  long’d 
This  day  be  happy  call’d  14 ; and  when  old 
Time  [sweetness 

Brings  it  about  each  year,  crown’d  with  thut 
It  gives  me  now,  see  every  man  observe  it, 
And,  laying  all  aside  bears  show  of  business, 
Give  tins  to  joy  and  triumph.  Mow  sit  my 
rloaths  ? 

1 Gent.  Handsome,  and  w ondrous  well,  sir. 
Age.  Do  they  shew  richly  ? 

For  to  those  curious  eyes  even  Beauty  envies, 
I must  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low-fashion'd. 
Mcthinks  I am  younger  titan  I was,  fur 
younger ; 

And  such  a promise  in  my  blood  I feel  now, 
That,  if  there  may  be  a perpetual  youth 
Bestow’d  on  man,  lam  that  soul  shall  win  it. 
Does  my  hair  stand  well  ? Lord,  how  ill-fa- 
vour’dly 

You  have  dress’d  me  to-day!  how  baldly ! 
Why  this  cloak? 

2 Gent.  Why,  ’tis  the  richest,  sir. 

Age.  And  here  you  have  put  me  on 

A pair  of  breeches  look  like  a pair  of  bag- 
pipes. 

1 Gent.  Believe,  sir,  they  shew  bravely. 
Age.  Why  these  stockings? 

2 Gent.  Your  leg  appears [colour ; 

Age.  Poh  ! I would  have  had  ’em  pcacb- 

AU  young  and  new  about  me.  And  this  scarf 
here,  [puppet. 

A goodly  thing ! you  have  trick’d  me  like  a 


1 Gent.  I’ll  undertake  to  rig  forth  a whole 

navy, 

And  with  less  labour,  than  one  man  in  love: 
They’re  never  pleas’d. 

8 Gent.  Mcthink9  he  looks  well. 

1 Gent.  Well  [wonder 

As  inau  can  look,  ns  handsome.  Now  do  i 
He  found  not  fault  his  nose  was  nut  on  uglv, 

( >r  his  eyes  look’d  too  grey,  and  rail  at  us : 
They  are  tlie  waywnrd’st  tilings,  these  lovers. 

2 Gent.  All  will  he  right 
When  oner  it  comes  to  th’  push. 

1 Gent.  I would  they  were  at  it, 

For  our  own  quiet  sake. 

Age , Come,  wait  upon  me  $ 

And  hear  yourselves  like  mine,  my  friends, 
and  nobly.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Thcanor,  Crates , and  E rat  on,  bring- 
ing Mt'rione. 

Erat . This  is  her  brother’s  door. 

Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then  ; 

Lay  her  along.  She’s  last  still? 

Erat.  As  forgetfulness IJ. 

Cra.  Be  not  you  stirr’d  now,  but  away  to. 
your  mother, 

Give  all  attendance,  let  no  stain  appear 
Of  fear,  or  doubt  in  your  face;  carry  your- 
self confidently. 

The.  But  whither  runs  your  drift  now  ? 
Cra.  When  site  wakes, 

Either  what’s  done  will  shew  a mere  dream 
to  her, 

And  carry  no  more  credit;  or,  say  she  fi  ad  it, 
Say  she  remember  all  the.  circumstances, 
Twenty  to  one  the  shapes  in  w hich  they  were 
acted,  [h*r, 

The  horrors,  and  the  still  affrights  we  shew’d 
Rising  in  wilder  figures  to  her  memory, 

Will  run  her  mad,  and  no  man  guess  the 
reason : ' 

If  all  these  fail,  and  that  she  rise  up  perfect, 
An«l  so  collect  herself,  believe  this,  sir, 

Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her, 
Nor  having  any  power  to  guess  ; the  thing 
done  too 

Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honour 
If  it  be  known,  and  to  the  world’s  eye  pub- 
lish'd, [her, 

Especially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts 
She  must  and  will  conceal  it,  nay,  forget  it: 
The  woman  is  noLucrecc.  Get  you  gone,  sir; 
And,  ns  you  would  luivc  more  of  this  sport, 
fear  not. 

The.  I am  confirm’d.  Farewell ! 

Cra.  Farewell!  Away,  sir. 

Disperse  yourselves;  and  as  you  love  his 
favour, 


19  This  day  be  happy  calCd,  &c.]  Rowe  has  closely  copied  this  speech,  in  the  beginning  of 
The  Fair  Penitent. 

l3Scr.  As  forgetfulness.]  As  there  is  no  Servant  present,  nor  any  person  whose  name  be- 
gins iu  this  manner,  we  have  given  this  speech  to  Eraton. 
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Act  9.  Scene  3.]  TIIE  QUEEN 

And  that  that  crowns  it,  gold,  no  tongues 
amongst  ye  ! 

You  know  your  charge;  this  way  goes  no 
suspicion'4.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Agenor  and  Lenoidas , with  two  Gen- 
tlemen, with  lights. 

Age.  You  arc  stirring  early,  sir. 

IjCO.  It  was  my  duty 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

Age . How  tares  your  sister,  [yet? 

My  beauteous  mistress?  What,  is  she  ready 
*ico.  No  doubt  she’ll  lose  no  time,  sir: 
Young  maids  in  her  way 
Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  an  age, 
Till  the  priest  has  done  his  part,  that  theirs 
may  follow. 

T saw  her  not  since  yesterday  i’  th*  evening ; 
But,  sir,  I’m  sure  she  is  not  slack:  Believe 
Your  Grace  will  find  a loving  soul.  [me, 
Age.  A sweet  one ; 

And  so  much  joy  I carry  in  the  thought  of  it, 
So  great  a happiness  to  know  she  is  mine. 

( Believe  me,  noble  brother)  that  to  express  it 
Mcthinksa  tongue’s  a poor  thing,  can  do  no- 
thing, [there? 

Imagination  less ,5.  Who’s  that  that  lies 
Ecu.  Where,  sir?  [mao. 

Age.  Before  the  door ; it  looks  like  a wo- 
Lco.  This  way  I came  abroad,  but  then 
there  was  nothing. 

One  of  the  maids  o’erwatch'd  belike. 

Age.  It  may  be.  [sleep  in. 

Eeo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to 
1 Gent.  Tis  sure  a woman,  sir ; die  has 
jewels  on  too : 

She  fears  no  foul  play  sure. 

Jxq.  Bring  a torch  hither;  [garments. 
Yet  'tis  not  perfect  day.  1 should  know  those 
Age.  How  sound  she  sleeps! 

Eeo.  I’m  sorry  to  see  this  L 
Age.  Do  you  know*  her  ? 

Eco.  And  you  now,  I am  sure,  sir. 

Age.  My  mistress?  How  comes  this? 

Enter  Queen,  Theanor , Beliza , Euphanes, 
JSeunthcs , and  Attendants. 

Eeo.  The  Queen  and  her  train  ? 

Queen.  You  know  my  pleasure. 

Euph.  And  will  be  most  careful. 

Queen.  Be  not  long  absent; 

The  suit  you  preferr’d  is  granted. 

Kean.  This  fellow  mounts 
Apace,  and  will  tower  o’er  us  like  a falcon. 
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Queen.  Good  morrow  to  ye  all ! Why  stand 
ye  wond’ring?  [tress; 

Euter  the  house,  sir,  and  bring  out  your  mis- 
You  must  observe  our  ceremonies.  Whftt'l 
the  matter? 

What’s  that  yc  stand  at?  How  ! Merione? 
Asleep  i*  th’  street?  Belike  some  sudden  palsy, 
As  she  stept  out  last  flight  upon  devotion, 

To  take  her  farewell  of  her  virgin  state. 

The  air  being  sharp  and  piercing,- struck  her 
See  if  she  breathe.  [suddenly. 

Leo.  A little. 

Queen.  Wake  her  then ; 

Tis  sure  a fit. 

Age.  She  wakes  herself  : Give  room  to  her. 
Queen.  See  how  the  spirits  struggle  to  re^ 
cover,  [certain. 

And  strongly  reinforce  their  strengths;  for 
This  was  no  natural  sleep. 

The.  I’m  of  your  mind,  madam. 

Queen.  No,  son,  it  cannot  be. 

The.  'Pray  Hcav'n,  no  trick  in’t! 

Good  soul,  she  little  merits  such  a mischief. 
Queen.  She’s  broad  awake  now,  and  her 
sense  clears  up; 

Twos  sure  a fit.  Stand  off. 

il Ter.  The  Queen,  my  love  here, 

And  all  my  noble  friends?  Why,  where  am  I ? 
How  am  I tranc’d,  and  mop’d  ! I’  th*  street? 

Hcav’n  bless  me!  [remember — 

Shame  to  my  sex  ! o’  th’  ground  too?— Oh,  I 
Leo.  How  wild  she  looks! 

Age . Oh,  my  cold  heart,  how  she  trembles ! 
Mer.  Oh,  I remember,  I remember! 
Queen . What’s  that? 

Mer.  My  shame,  my  shame,  my  shame ! 
Oh,  1 remember. 

My  never-dying  shame  ! 

jf%c.  Here  has  been  villainy. 

Queen.  I fear  so  too. 

Mer.  You  are  no  furies,  are  ye? 

No  horrid  shapes  sent  to  affright  me? 

Age.  No,  sweet; 

We  are  your  friends.  Look  up;  I am  Agenor, 
(Oh,  my  Merione !)  that  loves  you  dearly, 
And  come  to  marry  you. 

Leo.  Sister,  what  ail  you  ? 

Speak  out  your  griefs,  and  boldly. 

Age.  Something  sticks  here 
Will  choak  you  else. 

Mer.  I hope  it  will. 

Queen.  Be  free,  lady; 

You  have  your  loving  friends  about  you. 
Age.  Dear  Merione, 


l*  Goes  no  suspicion .]  Though  this  may  be  understood,  it  is  such  a low  and  stiff  expression, 
that  l can  scarce  think  it  genuine.  The  word  gives , instead  of  goes,  makes  clearer  English, 
but  I believe  the  original  might  be 

‘ this  way  go — no  suspicion;'  i.  e.  be  sure  ye  take  care,  not  to  give  the 

least  suspicion  by  your  conduct.  Seward. 

We  think  the  text  needs  no  change. 

*4  Imagination  less.]  Sympson  proposes  to  read, 

* Imagination Bless  us,  who’s  that,*  &c. 

Seward,  ‘ Imagination  scarce and  they  jointly  hare  another  reading,  * immginationlcss,’ 
one  word.  Wc  think  the  text  unexceptionable,  and  their  objections  futile  and  trifling. 
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TOE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


[Act  2.  Scene  3. 


By  the  unspotted  love  I ever  bore  you, 

By  thine  own  goodness* 

Mer.  Oh,  ’tis  gone,  ’tis  gone,  sir ; 

I*m  now  I know  not  what;  ’pray  yclook  not 
on  me ; 

No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit. 

But  that  detested,  base,  and  branded 

Age.  Speak  it, 

And  how : Diseases  of  most  danger, 

Their  causes  once  discover’d,  arc  easily  cur’d. 

Jly  fair  Merione 

Mer.  I thank  your  love,  sir : 

When  I was  fair  Merione,  unspotted, 

Pure, and  uu Masted  in  the  bud  you  honour’d'®, 
White  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then,  prince 
Agenor, 

Even  then  I was  not  worthy  of  your  favour. 
Wretch  that  I am,  less  worthy  now  of  pity  ! 
Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me;  Virtue  fly 
me;  [me; 

You  that  have  honest  noble  names,  despise 
For  I am  nothing  now  but  a main  pestilence, 
Able  to  poison  all ! Send  those  unto  me 
That  have  forgot  tlicir  names,  ruin'd  their 
fortunes,  [virgins 

Despis’d  their  honours;  those  that  have  been 
Ravish’d  and  wrong’d,  and  yet  dare  live  to  tell 
The . Now  it  appears  too  plain.  [it. 

Mer.  Send  those  sad  people 
That  hate  the  light,  and  curst?  society ; 
Whose  thoughts  are  graves,  and  from  whose 
eyes  continually  [me; 

Their  melting  souls  drop  out,  send  those  to 
And  when  their  sorrows  are  most  excellent, 
So  full  that  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added, 
My  story  like  a torrent  shall  devour  ’em. 
Hark  ! it  must  out:  But  ’pray  stand  close 
And  let  not  all  the  world  hear.  [together, 
Leo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer.  And,  royal  lady,  think  but  charita- 
V our  Grace  has  known  my  breeding,  [bly ! 
Queen.  ’Prithee,  speak  it. 

Mer.  Is  there  no  strauger  here  ? Send  off 
your  servants. 

And  yet  it  must  he  known. — I shake. 

Age.  Sweet  mistress ! [guess  yet  ? 

Mer.  I ani  abus'd,  basely  abus’d!  do  you 
Come  close ; I’ll  tell  ye  plainer;  I am  whor’d, 
Ravish’d,  and  robb’d  of  honour ! 

Leo.  Oh,  the  devil! 

Age.  What  hellish  slave  was  this? 

The.  A wretch,  a wretch,  [lady  ? 

A damned  wretch  ! Do  you  know  the  villain, 
Mer.  No. 

The.  Not  by  guess  ? 

Mer.  Oh,  no. 

The.  It  must  be  known. 

Queen.  Where  was  the  place? 

Mer.  I know  not  neither. 


Age.  Oh,  Heaven ! 

Is  this  the  happy  time  ? my  hope  to  this  come  ? 
Leo.  Neither  the  man  nor  circumstances? 
The.  His  tongue, 

Did  you  not  hear  his  tongue  ? no  voice  ? 

Mer.  None,  none,  sir: 

All  I know  of  him  was  his  violence. 

Age.  How  came  you  hither,  sweet? 

Mer.  1 know  not  neither. 

The.  A cunning  piece  of  villainy. 

Mer.  All  I remember 
Is  only  this  : Going  to  Vesta’s  temple, 

To  give  the  goddess  my  last  virgin  prayers, 
Near  to  that  place  I was  suddenly  surpris’d 
By  five  or  six  disguis’d,  and  from  thence 
violently 

To  my  dishonour  hal’d : That  act  perform’d. 
Brought  back  ; but  how,  or  whither,  ’till  I 
wak'd  here 

The.  This  is  so  monstrous,  the  gods  cannot 
suffer  it ; 

I have  not  rend,  in  all  the  villainies 
Committed  by  the  most  obdurate  rascals. 

An  act  so  truly  impious. 

Jxo.  ’Would  I knew  him! 

The.  He  must  be  known ; the  devil  cannot 
hide  him.  [do  it. 

Queen.  If  all  the  art  I have,  or  power,  can 
He  shell  be  found ; and  such  a way 17  of  justice 
Inflicted  on  him— A lady  wrong'd  in  my  court? 
And  this  way  robb’d,  and  ruin’d  ? 

The.  Be  contented,  madam  ; 

If  he  be  above  ground,  1 will  have  him. 

Age.  Fair  virtuous  maid,  take  comfort  yet, 
nnd  flourish,  [you, 

In  my  love  flourish  ; the  sum  was  forc'd  upon 
None  of  your  will’s,  nor  yours.  Rise,  and 
rise  mine  still,  [lov'd  ve; 

And  rise  the  same  white,  sweet,  fair  soul  I 
Take  me  the  same. 

Mer.  I kneel  and  thank  you,  sir  ; 

And  I must  say  you  are  truly  honourable. 
And  dare  confess  ray  will  yet  still  a virgin: 
But  so  unfit  amt  weak  a cabinet 
To  keep  your  lave  and  virtue  in  am  I now. 
That  have  been  forc’d  apd  broken,  lost  iny 
lustre; 

I mean  this  body,  so  corrupt  a volume. 

For  you  to  study  goodness  in,  nnd  honour, 

J shall  entreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  hap- 
piness 

Upon  a beauty  Sorrow  never  saw  vet. 

And  when  this  grief  shull  kill  me,  (as  it 
must  doj 

Only  remember  yet  you  had  such  a mistress 
And  if  you  then  dare  shed  a tear,  yet  honour 
me. 

Good  gentlemen,  express  your  pities  to  me, 
In  seeking  out  this  villainy.  And  my  last  suit 


16  You  honour'd.]  Seward  reads,  * You  honour'd  me.* 

17  A way  of  justice.]  Probably  we  should  read,  weight ; tray  is  very  flat. 

,§  Yetywu  had  such  a mistress; 

— yet  Aonour  me.]  Sympson  substitutes  that  for  yet  in  these  places;  but  the 

old  reading  is  much  best. 
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Act  2.  Scene  4.] 

Is  to  your  Grace,  that  I may  have  your  favour 
To  live  a poor  recluse  nun  with  this  lady. 
From  court  and  company,  'till  Heaven  shall 
hear  me,  [sery. 

And  send  me  comfort,  or  death  end  my  mi- 
Queen.  Take  your  own  will ; my  very  heart 
bleeds  for  thee.  [thee. 

Age.  Farewell,  Merione ! since  I have  not 
IH  wed  thy  goodness,  and  thy  memory. 

Leo.  And  I her  fair  revenge. 

The.  Away;  let’s  follow  it; 

For  he’s  so  rank  i’  th'  wind  we  cannot  miss 
him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Crates  and  Canon. 

Cra.  Couon  ? You’re  welcome  home ! you’re 
wondrous  welcome ! 

Is  this  your  first  arrival  ? 

Con.  Sir,  but  now 
I reach’d  the  town. 

Cra.  You’re  onie  more  welcome  then. 

Con.  I thank  you,  noble  sir. 

Cra.  'Pray  you  do  me  the  honour 
To  make  my  poor  house  first— 

Con.  'Pray,  sir,  excuse  me;  [py 

I have  not  seen  mine  own  yet ; nor  made  hap- 
These  longing  eyes  with  those  Hove  there. — 
What  is  this?  a tavern? 

Cra.  It  seems  so  by  the  outside. 

Con.  Step  in  here  then ; 

And  since  it  oilers  itself  so  freely  to  us 
A place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment, 
Let’s  seek  no  further,  but  make  use  of  this, 
And,  after  the  Greek  fashion,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a round  cup  or  two. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drover . 

Cra.  Your  pleasure,  sir. 

Drawers!  who  waits  within ? 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [there! 

Vint.  Look  into  the  Lilly-pot.  Why,  Mark, 
You’re  welcome,  gentlemen  ! heartily  wel- 
IVIy  noble  friend  ! [come, 

Cra.  Let’s  have  good  wine,  mine  host, 
And  a fine  private  room. 

Vint.  Will  you  be  there,  sir?  [myself. 
What  is’t  you  11  drink  ? I’ll  draw  your  wine 
Cushions,  ye  knaves ! Why,  when? 

Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Vint.  Chios,  or  Lesbos,  Greek  ? 

Cra.  Your  best  aud  neatest. 

Vint.  I'll  draw  ye  that  shall  dance. 

Cra.  Away;  be  quick  then.  [Exit  Vintner. 
Con.  How  does  your  brother,  sir,  my  noble 
friend,  [travel, 

The  good  Euphanes?  In  all  my  course  of 
I met  not  with  a gentleman  so  furnish’d 
In  gentleness  and  courtesy;  believe,  sir, 

So  many  friendly  ofiices  1 receiv’d  from  him, 


So  great  and  timely,  and  enjoy’d  his  company 
In  such  an  open  and  a literal  sweetness, 

That  when  I dare  forget  him 

Cra.  He  is  in  good  health,  sir; 

But  you  will  find  him  a mucli-alter’d  man ; 
Grown  a great  courtier,  sir. 

Con.  He  is  worthy  of  it. 

Cra.  A man  drawn  up,  that  leaves  no  print 
behind  him  [of 

Of  what  he  was.  Those  goodnesses  you  speak 
That  have  been  in  him,  those  that  you  call 
freedoms, 

Societies,  and  sweetness,  look  for  now,  sir, 
You’ll  find  no  shadows  of  them  left,  no  sound ; 
The  very  air  he  has  liv’d  iu  alter’d.  Now 
behold  him, 

And  you  shall  see  a thing  walk  by,  look  big 
upon  you. 

And  cry  for  place : * I am  the  Queen’s ; give 
room  there!*  [net. 

If  you  bow  low,  may-be  he’ll  touch  the  bou- 
Or  fling  a forc’d  smile  at  you,  for  a favour. 
Cim.  He  is  your  brother,  sir. 

Cra.  These  forms  put  olT,  [on  him, 

Which  travel  and  court  holy-water  sprinkle 
I dtirc  accept  and  know  him.  You'll  think  it 
strange,  sir, 

That  ev’n  to  me,  to  me,  his  natural  brother. 
And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a little  honour 
too 

Enter  Vintner  with  wine. 

But  that’s  all  one.  Coiue,  give  me  some 
wine,  mine  host. 

Here’s  to  your  fair  return  ! 

Cun.  I wonder  at  it ! 

But  sure  h’  has  found  a nature  not  worth 
owning  fried. — 

In  this  way'*;  else  I know  he  is  tender  car- 
I thank  you,  sir.  And  now  durst  I presume, 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  these  alterations 
And  stops  in  his  sweet  nature  (which  'till  I 
find  so, 

I have  known  him  now  so  long,  and  look’d 
so  thro’  him,  [less) 

You  must  give  me  leave  to  be  a little  faith* 
I say,  for  all  these,  if  you  please  to  venture, 
I’ll  lay  the  wine  we  drink,  let  me  send  for  him 
( Ev’n  I,  that  am  the  poorest  of  his  fellowship) 
But  by  a boy  o’  th’  house  too,  let  him  have 
business,  [tress 

Let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay,  let  his  mis- 
lloid  him  betw  ixt  her  arms,  he  shall  come 
to  me,  [heartily ; 

And  shall  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and 
Like  u true  honest  umn,  bid  me  welcome 
I'm  confident.  [home ; 

Cra.  You’ll  lose. 

Con.  You’ll  stand  to  th*  wager  ? 

Cta.  With  all  ray  heart. 

Coh.  Go,  Boy,  and  tell  Euphancs 

Hoy.  He’s  now  gone  up  the  street,  sir,  with 
a great  train  of  gallants. 


w In  this  way.]  Seward,  we  think  injudiciously,  reads  wan  for  way. 
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Cra.  What  think  you  now,  sir? 

Con.  Hop  and  overtake  him : Tnon) 

Commend  my  love  unto  him,  (mv  name  » Co- 
Toll  him  I'm  new  arriv’d,  and  where  I am, 
And  would  request  to  see  him  presently. 

You  see  I use  old  dudgeon  phrase  to  draw 
him.  [him  hither. 

Cra.  I’ll  hang  and  quarter  when  you  draw 
Con.  Away,  Boy. 

Hoy.  I am  gone,  sir.  [Exit. 

Con.  Here’s  to  you  now!  [him, 

And  you  shall  find  his  travel  has  not  stopt 
As  you  suppose,  nor  alter’d  any  freedom ; 
But  made  him  tar  more  clear  and  excellent. 
It  draws  the  grossness  off  the  understanding. 
And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits: 
He  that  knows  most  men's  manners,  must  of 
necessity  [ample. 

Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  cx- 
*Tis  a dull  thing  to  travel  like  a mill-horse, 
.Still  in  the  place  he  was  born  in,  lam’d  and 
blinded;  [spirits, 

Living  at  home  is  like  it.  Pure  and  strong 
T hat,  like  the  fire,  still  covet  to  fly  upward, 
And  to  give  fire,  as  well  U9  take  it,  cas’d  up 
and  mew'd  here, 

I mean  at  home,  like  lustv  mettled  horses, 
Only  tied  up  in  stables*0,  *o  please  their 
masters,' 

Beat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  litters. 
Why  don’t  you  travel,  sir ! 

Cra.  I’ve  no  belief  in’t, 

I see  so  many  strange  things,  half  unhatch’d 
too  *«,  [men, 

Return,  those  that  went  out  men,  and  good 
They  look  like  poach’d  eggs  with  the  soul 
suck’d  out, 

Empty  and  full  of  w ind  : All  their  affections 
Arc  bak’d  in  rye-crust,  to  hold  carriage 
From  this  eood  town  to  t’other  ; and  w hen 
they  are  open’d, 

They’re  so  ill-cook’d  and  mouldy 

Con.  You  are  pleasant. 

Cra.  I’ll  shew  you  a pack  of  these : I have 
'em  for  you, 

That  have*  been  long  .in  travel  too. 

Con.  Please  you,  sir. 

Cra.  You  know  the  Merchants’  Walk,  Boy? 
2 Hoy.  Very  well. 

Cra.  And  you  remember  those  gentlemen 
w ere  here 

The  other  day  with  me  ? 

Q Hoy.  Yes.  ' ' 

Cra.  Then  go  thither. 

For  there  t am  sure  they  are;  pray 'em  come 
hither, 

(And  use  my  name)  I would  be  glad  to  sec  ’em. 


Enter  First  Boy . 

1 Boy.  Your  brother's  coming  in,  sir. 
Vint.  Odds  my  passion  ! [cushions 
Out  w ith  the  plate,  ye  knaves;  bring  die  ucw 
And  wash  those  glasses  I set  by  for  higb-dajs; 
Perfume  the  rooms  along.  VVhy,  sirrah ! 

1 Boy.  I Icre,  sir. 

Vint.  Bid  my  wile  make  herself  ready 
handsomely. 

And  put  on  her  best  apron ; it  may  be. 

The  noble  gentleman  will  look  upou  her. 

Enter  Euphancs  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Euph.  Where  if  he,  Boy? 

Vint.  Your  worship’s  heartily  welcome! 
It  joys  my  very  heart  to  see  you  here,  sir. 
The  gentleman  that  sent  for  vour  honour— 
Euph.  Oh,  good  mine  host! 

Vint.  To  my  poor  homely  house,  an’t  like 
your  honour — - 

Euph.  I thank  thine  honour,  good  mine 
host.  Where  is  lie  ? [ pliancs ! 

Con.  What  think  you  uow  ? — My  best  Eu- 
Euph.  Conon  ! [is  it? 

Welcome,  my  friend ! my  noble  friend,  bow 
Arc  you  in  safety  come,  in  health? 

Cun.  All  health,  all  safety,  [pines*, 

Riches,  and  all  that  makes  content  aud  hap- 
Now  I am  here,  I have.  How  have  you  far'd, 
sir? 

Euph.  Well,  I Thank  Ilcaven;  ami  newr 
nearer,  friend, 

To  catch  at  great  occasion. 

Con.  Indeed  I joy  in’t.  [fortunes; 

Euph.  Nor  am  I for  inyself  boru  in  these 
In  truth  I love  rny  friends. 

Con.  You  were  noble  ever. 

{Euph.  salutes  Crt. 

Cra.  I thought  you  hau  not  known  me. 
Euph.  Yes;  you  are  my  brother, 

My  elder  brother  too : 'Would  your  affections 
Were  able-but  to  ask  that  love  I owe  to  yoo, 
Aud  as  J give,  preserve  it ! — Here,  friendCo* 
To  vour  fair  welcome  home  ! [non, 

Con.  Dear  sir,  I thank  you. 

Fill  it  to  th’  brim,  boy.  CTates  ! 

Cra.  1 will  pledge  you  ; 

But  for  that  glorious  comet,  lately  fir’d- — ■ 
Con.  Fy,  fv,  sir,  fy ! 

Euph.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedoms; 
lie  stirs  rot  me,  I vow  to  you;  much  less 
stains  me. 

Cra.  Sir,  I can’t  talk  with  that  neat  tra- 
velling tongue. 

Con.  As  1 live,  he  has  the  worst  belief  in 
men  abroad ! 


50  Up  in  stables.]  Mr.  "Seward  joined  with  me  in  reading  stalls  for  stables , which,  though 
no  great  improvement  to  the  sense,  is  to  that  of  the  measure.  Symplon. 

Variations  for  the  sake  of  measure  only,  art  inadmissible.  Our  Authors,  and  all  others 
of  their  time,  were  very  licentious  in  that  respect. 

,a  Strange  things  half  unhatch’d,  to 

Htturn , those  that  went , &c.J  There  is  probably  some  omission  here  : however,  the  va- 
nation  we  have  made  affords  a more  plausible  reading  than  the  former  editions. 
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Act  t.  Scene  4 ] 

Enter  Second  Boy, 

I’m  p!«d  I am  come  home. 

2 B»y.  Here  are  the  gentlemen. 

C 'ra.  Oh,  let  ’em  enter.  Now  you  that 
trust  in  travel, 

And  make  sharp  beards  and  little  breeches 
deities,  [picks, 

You  that  enhance  the  daily  price  of  tooth- 
And  hold  there  is  no  home-bred  happiness, 
Behold  a model  of’  your  minds  and  actions. 
Euph.  Tho*  this  be  envious,  yet,  done  f th’ 
way  of  mirth, 

I am  content  to  thank  you  for’t. 

Con.  Tis  well  yet. 

Cra.  Let  the  nitttqtte  entet. 

Enter  Own,  Uncle , and  Tutor. 

Onox.  A pretty  tavern  ’faith,  of  a fine 
structure ! 

Unde.  Bear  yourself  like  a gentleman ; 
het*e’s  sixpence, 

And  be  sure  you  break  no  glasses. 

Tutor.  Hark  ye,  pupil; 

Co  as  I taught  you,  hang  more  upon  your 
hams,  [little. 

And  put  yonr  kuees  out  bent;  there;  yet  a 
Now  I beseech  ye,  bo  not  so  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  pace,  ’tis  a main 
post  n re, 

And  toallunairM  gentlemen  will  betray  you : 
Play  with  your  Pisa  heard.  Why,  where's 
your  bru«h,  pupil? 
lie  must  have  a brush,  sir. 

Uncle.  More  charge  yet  ? 

Tutor.  Here,  take  mine;  [sir. 

These  elements  of  travel  he  must  not  want, 
Uncle.  Mu  Joy , he  has  had  some  ninetecii- 
pencc  in  elements; 

What  would  you  more? 

Tutor.  Tin  rut  nukcrcle  piter  ! 

Con  What,  monsieur Onos,  the  very  pump 
of  travel  a‘  ! 

Sir,  ns  1 live,  you’ve  done  me  the  greatest 
kindness — 

Oh,  my  fair  sir,  f^nnpree,  the  careful  Uncle 
To  this  young  hopeful  issue!  Monsieur  Tu- 
tor too, 

The  father  to  his  mind  ! Come,  come ; let’s 
hug,  boys.  [now! 

Why,  what  a bunch  of  travel  do  I embrace 
]Mt  thinks  I put  a girdle  al>out  Europe. 

How  has  the  boy  profited  ? 

Uuctc  He  has  enough,  sir, 

If  his  too-fiery  mettle  do  not  inar  it. 

Con.  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet  ? 

Tutor.  That's  all  his  fault; 

Too  bounteous  minded,  being  underage  too; 
A great  co- 1 sum vr  of  his  stock  in  pippins: 

H nad  ever  a hot  stomach. 

C u (.’nine  hither,  l)i»os. 

Will  you  love  me  for  this  hue  apple? 


Onos.  Ouy.  [times  ? 

Cun.  And  will  you  be  rul’d  by  me  some- 
O/ius.  ’Faith,  I will. 

Con.  That’s  a good  boy.  [fruit; 

Uncle.  ’Pray  give  not  the  child  so  much 
He’>  of  a raw  complexion. 

Euph.  You,  monsieur  Hard -Egg! 

Do  you  remember  me  ? Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  consort  traveled  thro’ 
Hungary? 

Con.  lie’s  in  that  circuit  stiil. 

E uph.  Do  you  remember 
The  cantle  of  immortal  cheese  you  carried 
with  you, 

The  half-cold  cabbage  in  a leather  sachel, 
And  those  invincible  eggs  that  would  he  in 
your  bowels  [staves ; 

A fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  bed- 
Your  sour  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irishtimo* 
And  bread  was  bak’d  in  C<eSar’s  time  for  the 
Con.  Providence,  providence.  [army? 

Tutor.  The  soul  of  travel. 

Euph.  Can  the  hoy  speak  yet? 

Tutor.  Yes;  and  us  fine  a gentleman, 

I thank  my  able  knowledge,  h’  has  arriv'd  at, 
Only  a little  sparing  of  nis  language, 

Which  every  man  of  observation— — I 

Uncle.  And  of  as  many  tongues 

Tutor.  Tray  be  content,  sir;  [purse, 

Y'ou  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part,  the 
I for  the  magazine,  the  mind. 

Euph.  Come  hither,  springal. 

Onos  That  in  the  Altunin  tongue  signifies 
a gentleman. 

Euph.  What  think  you  of  the  forms  of 
Italy  or  Spain? 

Onox.  L love  mint*  own  country  pippin. 
Tutor.  Nobly  answer’ll ; 

Born  for  his  country  first. 

Euph.  A great  philosopher ! 

What  horses  do  you  prefer? 

Onos.  The  white  horse,  sir; 

There  where  I lie;  honest,  and  a just  beast. 
Tutor.  O caput  Upulum  / A child  to  say 
this! 

Are  these  figures  for  the  months  of  infants  ? 

Con.  Onos,  what  wenches? 

Come,  tell  me  true. 

Onos.  I cannot  speak  without  book. 

Con.  When  shall  we  have  one?  ha? 

Onos.  Steal  me  from  mine  Uncle; 

For,  look  you,  I ain  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  ileshly  physick;  they  say  I am 
too  young, 

And  that  ’twill  spoil  my  growth;  but,  could 
you  help  me— 

Con.  Meet  me  tomorrow,  man;  no  more. 
Euph.  You  think  now 

You've  open’d  such  a shuine  to  me  of  travel, 
By  shewing  these  thin  cubs  ! You’ve  honour’d 
us 


,l  P )C travel  t\  I suspect  that  for  pump  here  we  should  read  pink.  The  ‘ pink  ef 
Court**'  v - a v«-!l  known  phrase.  Sympson. 

**  A-c  thesi  Jigia  cs  \ Sympson  reads,  * Are  these  Jit  figures** 

Yob.  ii.  3 E 
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Against  your  will,  proclaim’d  us  excellent: 
Three  frails  of  sprats,  carried  from  mart  to 
mart,  [veil'd ; 

Are  ns  much  meat  as  these,  to  more  use  trn- 
A bunch  of  bloated  fools!  Methinks  your 
judgment  [envy. 

Should  look  abroad  sometimes,  without  your 
Cra.  Such  are  most  of  you.  So  I take  my 
leave. 

And  when  you  find  your  women’s  favour  fail, 
ri'is  ten  to  one  you’ll  kuow  yourself,  and  seek 
me, 

Upon  a better  muster  of  your  manners. 

Con.  This  is  not  handsome,  sir. 

Euph.  'Pray  take  your. pleasure: 

You  Wound  the  wind  as  much. 

Cra.  Come  you  with  me ; 

I’ve  business  for  you  presently.  There’s  for 
J must  confess  I lost  it.  [your  wine ; 

Onos.  Shall  I steal  to  you  ? 

And  shall  we  see  the  weuch  ? 

Con.  A dainty  one. 

Onos.  And  have  a dish  of  pippins? 

Con.  What  ? a peck,  man. 

Tutor.  Will  you  wuit,  sir  ? 

Con.  ’Pray  let’s  meet  oftner,  gentlemen  ; 
I would  not  lose  ye. 


Tutor.  Oh,  Jweetsir! 

Con.  Do  you  think  I would? 

Such  noted  men  as  you? 

Onus,  Uncle , Tutor . We  are  your  servants! 

[Exeunt. 

Eaph.  That  tiling  they  would  keep  in  ever* 
lusting  nonage. 

My  brother,  for  his  own  ends,  has  thrust  cm 
U(K>n  my  mistress:  Tistruo,  he  shall  be  rich, 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  rogue  his  Uncle 
To  let  him  bu  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it. 

Now,  what  the  main  drift  is 

Con.  bay  you  so?  no  more  words: 

I’ll  keep  him  company  ’till  he  he  of  years, 
(Tho*  it  be  a hundred  years)  but  I’ll  discover 
And  ten  to  one  I’ll  cross  it  too.  [it ; 

Euph.  You  are  honest, 

A nd  I shall  study  still  your  love.  Farewell,  sir! 
For  these  few  hours  I must  desire  your  par- 
don ; 

I’ve  business  of  importance.  Ouce  a-dny, 
At  least,  I hope  you’ll  see  me;  l must  see 
you  else : 

So,  once  more,  you  are  welcome  ! 

Con.  All  my  thanks,  sir; 

Aud  when  i leave  to  love  you,  life  eo  frota 
me!  [Ejcunt. 


ACT  III. 


scene  i. 

Enter  Thcanor  and  Crates. 

Cra.  WHY,  sir,  the  kingdom's  his ; and 
’ * no  man  now 

Can  come  to  Corinth,  or  from  Corinth  go. 
Without  his  licence ; he  puts  up  the  tithes 
Of  every  otlice  thro'  Achaia  ; 

From  courtier  to  the  carter  hold  of  him  ; 
Our  lands,  our  liberties,  nay,  very  lives, 

Arc  shut  up  in  his  closet,  and  let  loose 
But  at  his  pleasure  ; books,  and  all  discourse, 
Have  now  no  patron,  nor  direction, 

But  glorified  Euphancs;  our  cups  arc  guilty 
That  quench  our  thirsts,  if  not  unto  his  health. 
Oh,  I could  eat  my  heart,  and  ding  away 
My  very  soul,  for  anguish  ! Gods,  nor  men, 
Should  tolerate  such  disproportion. 

The.  And  yet  is  he  belov’d;  w hether  it  be 
virtue, 

Or  seeming  virtue,  which  he  makes  the  cloak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cra.  Be  it  which  it  will, 

Your  highness  is  too  taine,  your  eyes  too 
film'd. 

To  see  this,  nnd  sit  still:  The  lion  should  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  hull. 
Nature,  excuse  me!  tho’  he  be  my  brother, 
Y ou  arc  my  country’s  father,  therefore  mine : 
One  parallel  line  of  love  I bend  on  him, 

All  lines  of  love  and  duty  meet  in  you, 


As  in  their  centre ; therefore  hear,  and  weieh, 
What  1 shall  speak.  You  know  the  Queca 
your  mother 

Did,  from  a private  state,  your  father  raise; 
So  all  your  royalty  you  hold  from  her : 

She  is  older  than  she  was,  therefore  more 
doting ; 

And  w hnt  know  w e hut  blindness  of  her  love 
t That  hath,  from  underneath  the  foot  of  For- 
tune, 

Set  even  Euplmnes’  foot  on  Fortune’s  head) 
W ill  lake  him  by  the  baud,  and  cry,  * Leap 
now 

‘ Into  my  bed?’  ’tis  but  a trick  of  age; 
Nothing  impossible. 

The.  What  d’  ye  infer  on  this  ? 

Cra.  Your  pardon,  sir. 

With  reverence  to  the  Queen : Yet  why 
should  I [good? 

Fear  to  speak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your 
A good  old  widow  is  a hungry  thing 
(I  speak  of  other  widows,  not  of  queens). 
The.  Speak  to  thy  purpose. 

Cra . 1 approach  it.  Sir,  * [thus, 

Should  young  Euphanes  clasp  the  kingdom 
And  please  the  good  old  lady  some  one  night, 
Wlmt  might  not  she  he.  w rought  to  put  on  yo«, 
Quite  to  supplant  your  birth  ? neither  is  she 
East  children,  as  1 take  it. 

The.  Crates,  thou  shak’st  ine  ! 

Thou,  that  dost  bale  thy  brother  for  my  lure, 
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Act  3.  Scene  1.] 

In  my  love  find  one;  henceforth  be  my  bro- 
ther. 

This  pant  I will  fell  beneath  the  earth ; 

I will  shine  out,  and  melt  his  artful  wings : 
Euphane*,  from  my  mother’s  sea  of  favours, 
Spreads  like  a river,  and  runs  calmly  on, 
Secure  yet  from  my  storms;  like  a young  pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a fair  oak, 
Whose  strong  large  branches  yet  do  shelter 
him, 

And  every  traveller  admires  his  beauty  : 
Hut,  like  a wind,  i’ll  work  into  his  cranks, 
Trouble  his  stream, and  drown  all  vessels  that 
Ride  on  his  greatness.  Under  my  mother’s 
arms, 

I,ikc  to  a stealing  tempest  will  T search, 

And  rend  his  root  from  her  protection. 

Cra.  Ay  ; now  Theanor  speaks  like  prince 
Tlieanor.  [snares? 

The.  But  how  shall  we  provoke  him  to  our 
He  has  a temper  malice  cannot  move  [wise, 
To  exceed  the  hounds  of  judgment;  he’s  so 
That  w'e  can  pick  no  cause  to  aifront  him. 
Cra.  No? 

W hat  better  than  his  crossing  your  intent? 
The  suit  I’d  to  you?  Conon’s  forfeit  state 
( Before  he  travell’d)  for  a riot,  he 
Hath  from  vour  mother  got  restor’d  to  him. 
The.  Durst  lie  ? What  is  this  Conou  ? 

Cra.  One  that  hath,  [him. 

As  people  say,  in  foreign  countries  pleasur’d 

Enter  Onus,  Uncle,  Tutor , Nr  ant  lies,  Sosiclcs, 
and  Eruton. 

But  now  no  more;  [of. 

They  have  brought  the  travellers  I told  you 
That’s  the  sweet  youth  that  is  my  brothers 
rival, 

That  curls  his  head,  for  he  has  little  hair, 
And  paints  his  vizor,  for  it  is  no  face. 

That  •■/  desires  to  follow  you,  ray  lord  : 

$hew  ’em  some  countenance,  and  ’twill  beget 
Our  sport  at  least. 

The.  What  villainous  crab-trcc  legs 
He  makes  Hi?  shins  are  full  of  tutc-love 
knots. 

Cra.  llis  legs  were  ever  villainous,  since  I 
knew  hiui. 

Era.  ’Faith  his  Uncle’s  shanks  are  some- 
what the  better. 

Nean.  But  is  it  possible  he  should  believe 
He  s not  of  age?  Why,  he  is  fifty,  man; 

In’s  jubilee,  I warrant!  'Slight,  he  looks 
Oldtr  than  n groat ; the  very  stump  on’s  face 
Is  worn  out  with  handling. 


Sos.  Why,  I tell  you, 

All  men  believe  it  when  they  hear  him  speak, 
He  utters  such  single  matter  in  so  infantly  a 
voice.  [seen 

Nean.  He  looks  as  like  a fellow  that  I have 
Accommodate  gentlemen  with  tobacco  in  oar 
Own.  Must  illustrious  prince  ! [theatres. 
Era.  A pox  on  him,  he  is  gelt ! how  he 
trebles ! 

Onus.  I am  a gentleman  o'  both  sides. 
Tutor.  He  means  (so’t  please  your  high- 
ness’) both  by  father  and  mother. 

Sos.  Thou  a gentleman  ? thou  an  ass. 
Nrun.  He  is  ne’er  the  further  from  being 
a gentleman,  i assure  you. 

Tutor.  May  it  please  your  Grace,  I am 
another. 

Neun.  He  is  another  ass,  he  says;  I be- 
lieve him. 

Uncle.  We  be  three,  heroical  prince 

Nean.  Nay  then,  w e must  huve  the  picturo 
of  ’em,  and  the  word  nos  sumus. 

Tutor.  That  have  travejl’d  all  parts  of  the 
globe  together. 

Uncle.  For  my  part,  T have  seen  the  vicis- 
situde of  Fortune  before. 

Ono*.  Peace,  Uncle;  for  tho*  you  speak  a 

little  better  than  I 

Nean.  Til  a very  little,  in  truth.  [say, 
O/tor.  Yp.t  we  must  both  give  place,  as  they 
To  the  best  speaker,  the  Tutor. 

Tutor.  Yet  since  it  hath  pleased  your  ra- 
diance to  decline  so  low,  as  on  us  poor  gud 

unworthy  dunghills 

Nean.  What  a stinking  knave's  this  ! 

Tutor.  Our  peregrination  was  ne'er  so  feli- 
citated, as  since  wc  enter’d  the  line  of  your 
gracious  favour,  under  whose  beamy  asj»c«'t, 
and  by  which  infallible  mathematical  com- 
pass, may  we  but  hereafter  presume  to  sad, 
our  industries  have  reach’d  their  desir'd  ter- 
mination and  period  ; and  we  shall  volunta- 
rily sacrifice  our  lives  to  your  resplendent 
eyes,  both  the  altars  and  fires  qf  our  devoted 
offerings. 

Onos,  Oh,  divine  Tutor! 

Cra.  Can  you  hold, sir? 

Era.  He  has  spoken  this  very  speecTi  to 
some  whore  in  Corinth, 

Nean.  A plague  on  him  for  a fustian  dic- 
tionary ! On  my  conscience,  this  is  the  Ulys- 
sean  Traveller M that  sent  home  his  image 
riding  upon  elephants  to  the  Great  Mogol. 

Sos.  The  same;  his  wit  is  so  huge,  nought 
but  an  elephant  could  carry  Imu. 


**  Crab-tree  legs  , 

He  makes!]  Syinpson  dislikes  this  rending,  and  would  substitute  has  for  makes ; which 
is  clearly  for  the  worse,  as  m all  probability  Onos  enters  making  ridiculous cofigees. — ‘To 
make  a leg'  is  a common  manner  of  speaking  of  a !k>w  or  congee:  It  occurs  frequently  in 
«ur  Authors,  bee  Wild-Goose  Chace,  vol.  ii.  p.  904, 

4 I’ll  make  my  three  legst 
Kiss  my  hand  twice,  and,  if  I smell  no  danger, 

If  the  interview  be  clear,  may  be  I’ll  speak  to  her.* 
w The  Ulyasmn  Traveller  that  sent  home,  dev.]  The  Ulj/u«an  Traveller  here  mentioned  was 
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Era.  So  heavy,  yon  mean. 

J Wan.  These  three  arc  ev’n  the  finest  one 
fool  tripartite  that  was  e’er  discover'd. 

&)s  Or  a treatise  of  Fuuiinc,  divided  into 
three  branches. 

Era.  The  prince  speaks. 

The.  I thank  ye  tor  your  loves ; but,  as  1 
told  you, 

I have  so  little  means  to  do  for  those 
Few  followers  I have  already,  that  [fortune 
I would  have  none  shipwreck  themselves  and 
Upon  my  barren  shell.  Sue  to  Em p banes 
For  he  is  priirce,  and  queen;  1 would  have 
no  man 

Curse  me  in  his  old  acre. 

Cra.  Alas.  *ir,  they  desire  to  follow  you 
Bn*  afar  olf;  the  further  otf  the  Utter. 

* Tutor.  Ay,  sir;  an’t  be  seven  mile  off ; so 
we  may  but  follow  you,  only  to  countenance 
us  in  the  confronts  and  affronts,  which ‘‘ac* 
corebn.  to  vour  highness'  will)  we  mean  on 
all  orctt'toith  to  put  upon  the  lord  Euphiuu/*. 

Onus  He  shall  not  w ant  gi  ing  nor  j wr- 
ing* 1 warrant  him;  if  he  do,  Hi  forswear 
wit. 

Kean.  If  has  forsworn  thee,  I’ll  swear;  it 
is  the  ancient  enemy  to  thy  house. 

The.  Well,  be  it  so ; 1 here  receive  yc,  for 
my  followers  a great  way  off. 

A cun.  Seven  miles,  my  lord;  no  furtlier. 
Oho *.  By  what  time,  sir,  (bv  this  measure) 
xnav  I come  to  follow  him  in  Ins  chamber? 
Atan.  Why,  w lien  Ins  chamber,  sir,  is  seven 
miles  long. 

Enter  Enphanes , Canon,  Page,  Gentlemen 
and  Attendants. 

Gent.  Male  way  there  for  my  lord  F.u- 
Cru.  Look,  sir  ! Jove  appears,  [phaties! 
The  peacock  of  our  state,  that  spreads  a 
train 

Brighte  r than  Iris*  blushes  after  rain. 

Ettph.  You  need  not  thank  uie,Conon : In 
your  love 

You  autedated  what  I can  do  for  you, 

And  1 in  gratitude  was  bound  to  this, 

And  am  to  much  more;  and  whate’er  lie  be 
Can  with  uul  hank  fulness  nssoil  me,  let  him 
Dig  out  mine  eyes,  and  sing  my  name  in  verse, 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

In  ballad  verse,  at  every  drinking  house. 

And  no  mail  »/e  so  charitable  to  lend  me 
A dog  to  guide  my  steps 
Aeon.  Hail  to  Euphancs  ! 

Sot.  Mighty  Euphane* ! 

Era.  The  great  prince  Enphanes  ! 

Tatar.  Key  of  the  court,  and  jewel  of  the 
Uncle.  Sol  in  ur  firmament!  [Queen! 
Onus.  Pearl  in  the  state's  eye! 

A ran.  Being,  a black  man. 

Pru.  Mistress  of  the  land  ! Tore, 

Scan.  Our  humble,  humble,  poor  petii»m» 
That  we  may  hold  our  places. 

All  Mav  \vf  ? 

Euph.  Ye*; 

Be  you  malicious  knaves  still ; and  vou  fools. 
Cvn.  This  is  the  prince's  and  you  r brother'* 
spite. 

Euph.  1 know't,  but  will  not  know  it. 

Can . Yonder  tliev  arc. 

Whose  fine  child's  this? 

Uncle,  bir  t 
Ohm.  Uncle,  ir'be. 

Let  Imn  alone,  he  is  a mighty  prince,  [test 
Euph.  I a.-k  your  highuess*  pardon!  1 pro* 
By  Jupiter  1 saw  you  not. 

The.  Humph!  it  may  be  so. 

You’ve  rais'd  such  mountains  ’twixt your  eyes 
ami  me. 

That  I urn  hidden  quite.  What  do  you  mean. 
You  much  forget  yourself.  [sir? 

Euph.  I should  much  more. 

Not  to  remember  my  due  duty  to  your  Grace* 
1 know  not  w herein  I have  so  transgress'd 
Mv  service  to  your  highness,  to  deserve 
'Inis  rigour  and  contempt,  not  from  you  only. 
But  from  your  followers,  with  the  best  of 
1 was  an  equal  in  my  lowest  ebb  : [whom 

’Jk  seech  you,  sir,  respect  me  as  a gentleman; 
I will  be  never  more  in  heart  to  you. 

Five  fair  descents  I can  derive  myself, 

From  fathers  worthy  both  m arts  and  arms, 
i know  your  goodness  companies  your  great- 
ness, 

But  that  you  are  perverted  : Royal  sir,  [sure, 
I am  your  humblest  subject;  use  your  plea- 
But  do  not  give  protection  to  the  wrongs 
Of  these  subordinate  slaves,  whom  1 could 
crush 


the  celebrated  Thomas  Corynte,  who  is  supposed  to  have  travelled  more  miles  on  foot  than 
any  person  of  that  age,  or  in  any  period  since,  lie  was  undoubtedly  not  in  his  jierfect 
senses;  but  was  a man  of  considerable  learning,  and  appears  to  have  related  faith  fully  what 
he  saw  ; for  he  became  ridiculous  rhiefiv  by  dwe'ing  with  too  much  attention  on  the  trifling 
accidents  which  happened  to  him  during  his  journey.  Jn  the  year  1608  he  set  out  from  Eng- 
land, and  went  on  loot  as  far  as  Venice,  and  back  again;  a journey  which  he  completed  in 
live  months,  ,11c  published  an  account  of  it  in  the  year  1611,  in  a large  quarto  volume  con- 
taining 6o5  pages,  be-nd*;  more  thun  100  filled  with  Commendatory  \ erses  by  Ben  Jonson, 
and  most  of  the  wits  of  the  age,  who  both  laughed  at  him  and  flattered  his  vanity  at  the  same 
time.  An  extract  from  this  singular  performance  is  given  p.  401.  He  afterwards  travelled 
into  Persia,  and  Irom  thence  iuto  the  East-indies, still  on  foot,  middled  at  Surat  in  the  year 
1617.  The  piece  alluded  to  by  our  Author  was  entitled,  ‘Thomas  Coriate,  Traveller  for 
* the  English  Wits,  greeting.  From  tlie  Court  of  the  Great  Mogul,  resident  at  the  Towne 
1 of  Asm  ere  in  Eastcroe  India.  Printed  by  W.  .laggard  and  Henry  Fealherston,  1616/ 
quarto.  It  has,  in  the  frontispiece,  a representation  of  the  Author  riding  on  ao  elephant.  K. 
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THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


Act3.  Scene  1.] 

By  that  great  destin’d  favour  which  my  mis- 
tress 

And  your  majestic  mother  deigns  to  me, 

But  in  respect  of  you.  I know  lean  envy 
Waits  ever  on  the  steps  of  virtue  advanc'd ; 
But  wh  v your  mother’sgracegets  me  disgrace, 
Or  renders  me  a slave  to  hear  these  wrongs, 

1 do  not  know.  Oh,  mediocrity, 

Thou  prizeless  jewel,  only  mean  men  have, 
But  cannot  value;  like  the  precious  ecin 
Found  in  the  muckhill  by  the  ignorant  cock ! 
The.  Your  creamy  words  but  cozen;  how 
durst  you 

Intercept  me  so  lately  to  my  mother? 

And  what  I meant  your  brother,  you  obtain’d 
Unto  the  forfeiter  again. 

Cra.  Your  answer 
To  that,  my  lord  my  brother. 

Euph.  May  I perish 

If  e'er  I heard  you  intended  such  a suit ! 

Tho’  'twould  havestuck  an  ignominious  brand 
Upon  your  highness,  to  have  given  your  ser- 
vant [quality, 

A gentleman's  whole  state  of  worth  and 
(Confiscate  only  for  a youthful  brawl. 

The.  Your  rudiments  are  too  snuev;  tench 
your  page.  [ers. 

Con.  A v,  so  are  all  things  but  your  flatter- 
Onos.  Hold  you  your  prating  ! fface  ! 
Con.  You  know  where  you  are,  you  flee  ten 
Euph.  Yet, 

Sir,  to  appease  and  satisfy  your  anger, 

Take  what  you  please  from  me,  and  give  it 
him. 

In  lieu  of  this.  You  shall  not  take  it  neither, 
J freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  state ; 

W Inch,  brother,  if  you  please 

Cra.  I'll  starve  in  chains  first, 

£at  my  own  arms ! 

j Euph.  Oh,  that  you  saw  yourself! 

You  ne'er  made  me  such  oiler  in  my  poor- 
ness ; 

And  ’cause,  to  do  you  ease,  I sought  not  to 
you,  [not 

You  thus  malign  me  ; yet  your  nature  must 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead 
me: 

If  mine  can  mend  you,  I shall  joy.  You  know 
I fear  you  not;  you’ve  sera  me  prov’daman 
In  every  way  of  fortune;  ‘tis  my  comfort 
I know  no  more  such  brothers  in  the  world 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I such  as  Euphanes  : 

The  temper  of  an  angel  reigns  in  thee  ! 

Euph.  Your  royal  mother,  sir,  (I  had  for- 
Entn-ats  your  presence.  [got) 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand ; 

I may  do  yours.  [Fail. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  truth,  my  lord. 

C on.  Crates,  I'll  question  you  for  this. 
(Jr a.  Pish,  your  worst  ! [Exit 

Con.  Away,  you  bounds,  after  your  scent ! 


$97 

Onot.  Come,  we'll  scorn  to  talk  to  ’em : 
Now  they’re  gone. 

We'll  away  too.  [Ercunt. 

Con.  Why  bear  you  this,  mv  lord?  [best ; 
Euph.  To  shew  the  passive  fortitude  the 
Virtue’s  a solid  xyck,  whereat  being  aim’d 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  vet  unhurt 
Her  marble  heroes  stand,  built  of  such  bases. 
Whilst  they  recoil,  and  wound  the  shooters'  1 
faces. 

Enter  Queen  and  Ladies.  \ 
Con.  My  lord,  the  Queen. 

Quern.  Gentle  Euphanes,  how. 

How  dost  thou,  honest  lord?  Oh,  how  T joy 
lo  see  what  I have  made!  like  a choica 
workman, 

That  having  fram'd  a master-piece,  doth  reap 
.in  universal  commendation! 

Princes  are  ends  in  this.  I’ll  build  thee  yet, 
The  good  foundation  so  pleases  me, 

A story  or  two  higher ; let  dogs  bark  : [blood. 
They’re  fools  that  hold  them  dignified  by 
They  should  be  only  made  great  that  are  good, 
Euph.  Oractilous  madam ! 

Queen.  Sirrah,  I was  t (linking, 

’f  I should  marry  thee,  what  merry  tales 
Our  neighbour  islands  would  make  of  us: 

But  let  that  pass;  vou  have  a mi  stress  [wish'd 
That  would  forbid  our  bans,  froth,  1 have 
A thousand  times  that  I had  been  a man  ; 
Then  I might  sit  a day  with  thee  alone,  and 
talk ; 

But  as  I am,  I must  not.  There's  no  skill  n. 
In  being  good,  but  in  not  being  thought  ill. 
Sirrah,  who’s  that? 

Euph.  So't  please  your  majesty, 

Connn,  the  friend  I sued  for. 

Queen.  ’Tis  dispatch'd. 

Con.  Gracious  madam, 

I owe  the  god*  and  you  my  life. 

Queen.  I thank  you, 

I thank  you  heartily  ; and  I do  think  yon 
A very  honest  man  ; he  says  you  are.  [son 
But  now  I’ll  chide  thee  : What’s  the  cause  my 
( For  in y eye's  every  where,  ami  I have  heard) 
So  insolently  does  thee  contumelies  [not? 
Past  sufferance  ( I am  told  ),  yet  you  complain 
As  if  my  justice  were  so  partial* 

As  not  to  right  the  meanest : Credit  me, 

I'll  call  him  to  a strict  account,  and  fright, 

By  hi**  example,  nil  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that's  just.  I sent  you  for  him. 
Euph.  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would 
wait  on  you. 

But  let  me  implore  your  majesty,  not  to  give 
His  highness  any  check,  for  Worthless  me ; 
They  are  court-cankers,  and  not  counsellors, 
That  thus  inform  you  ; they  do  but  hate  the 
prince,  [fortune, 

And  would  subvert  me.  I should  curse  my 
Even  at  the  highest,  to  be  made  the  gin  ** 


Gin ] here  only  means  instrument,  or  means , &c.  not,  as  we  take  it  now,  for  a trap  or 
snare.  Sympson. 
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To  unscrew  a mother's  love  unto  a son  : 
Better  had  my  pale  flame  in  humble  shades 
Been  spent  unseen,  than  to  be  rais’d  thus 
high, 

Now  to  he  thought  a meteor  to  the  state, 
Portending  ruin  and  contagion. 

'Beseech  you  then  rest  satisfied,  the  prince 
Is  a most  nnhle-natur’d  gentleman, 

.And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I took  [not 
A s favours  from  him;  my  blown  billows  must 
Strive  'gainst  my  shore,  that  should  confine 
me,  nor 

Justle  with  rooks  to  break  themselves  to  pieces. 
Queen.  Well,  thou’rt  the  composition  of  a 
pod: 

My  lion,  lamb,  my  cadet,  and  mv  dove, 
Wnose  soul  runs  clearer  than  Diana’s  fount! 
Nature  pick’d  several  flowers  from  her  choice 
banks, 

And  hound  them  up  in  thee,  sending  thee  forth 
A posy  for  the  hosorn  of  a queen. 
lAiiiy.  The  prince  attends  you. 

Queen.  Farewell,  my  good  lord, 

My  honest  man.  Stay  ; hast  no  other  suit? 

I prithee  tell  me;  sirrah,  thine  eye  speaks 
As  if  thou  hadst;  out  with  it,  modest  fool ! 
JCujifi.  With  favour,  madam,  I would  crave 
, your  leave 

To  marry,  where  I'm  bound  in  gratitude; 
The  immediate  means  she  was  to  all  my  being, 
Nor  do  I think  your  wisdom,  sacred  Queen, 
Fetters  in  favours,  taking  from  me  so 
The  liberty  that  meanest  men  enjoy. 

Queen.  To  marry?  you're  a fool ! thou'st 
Leave  me;  I’ll  think  on't.  [anger’d  me. 

[lircww/  Euj/fi.  und  Con. 
Only  to  try  thee  this,  for  tho*  I love  thee, 

Enter  Then  nor. 

I can  subdue  myself;  hut  she  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a man: — 
Nay,  rise  without  a blessing,  or  knee!  still ! 
What’s,  sir,  the  reason  you  oppose  me  thus. 
And  seek  to  darken  what  I would  have  shine? 
Eclipse  a lire  much  brighter  than  thyself. 
Making  your  mother  not  a competent  judge 
Of  her  own  actions  ? 

The.  Gracious  nmdam,  I 
Have  done  no  more  than  what  in  royalty. 
And  to  preserve  your  fame,  was  lit  to  do: 
Heard  you  the  propic’s  talk  of  you,  and  him 


[Act  8.  Scene  f. 

Yoti  favour  so,  his  greatness,  and  your  love, 
The  pity  given  to  me,  you  would  excuse  me. 
They  prate  as  if  he  did  dishonour  you; 

And  what  know  I,  hut  his  own  lavish  tongue 
Has  utter’d  some  such  speeches?  he  is  call’d 
The  king  of  Corinth. 

Queen.  They  are  traitors  all : 

1 wear  a crystal  casement  ’fore  mv  heart, 
Thro*  w hic  h each  honest  eve  may  fook  ir.to’t; 
Let  it  be  prospect  unto  all  the  world, 

I care  not  this. 

The.  This  must  not  be  my  wav.  [Aside. 
Your  p;irdou,  gracious  madam  ! These  inciter 
meats 

Made  rne  not  shew  so  clear  a countenance 
Upon  the  lord  Euphanrs  as  I would; 

W h icli  since  your  majesty  affects  so  gr  ievously, 
I'll  clear  the  black  cloud  off  it,  and  henceforth 
Vow  ou  this  knee  ail  love  and  grace  to  him. 
Quern.  Rise,  with  my  blessing;  and  to  prove 
this  true, 

Bear  him  from  me  this  cabinet  of  jew  els 
In  your  own  person;  tell  him,  for  his  marrying, 
He  may  dispose  him  how  und  when  he  plnce. 

[£ri*. 

The.  I shall  discharge  my  duty  aud  vour 
Crates!  [wilL 

Enter  Crates. 

Cra.  I have  heard  all,  my  lord  : How  luckily 
Fate  pops  her  very  spindle  in  our  hands ! 
This  marriage  with  Bcliza  you  shall  cross; 
Then  have  1 one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  Phneton  : Where's  Merione’s  ring, 
That  in  the  rape  you  took  ffom  her? 

'The.  Tishcre.  [lord, 

C’ra.  In,  and  effect  our  purpose.  You.mv 
Shall  disobey  your  mother’s  charge, and  scad 
This  cabinet  by  some  servant  of  her  own, 
That  what  succeeds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  highness. 

’lhe.  On,  my  engine,  on  ! 

Cra.  Now , if  we  be  not  struck  by  Heaven’s 
own  band, 

We’ll  ruin  him,  and  on  his  ruins  stand. 

[Eiewff 

SCENE  II. 

Eater  Agenor , Leonidas , Merione , and  Beliis. 

[A  sad  ifnf  *■ 

Age.  These  heavy  airs  feed  sorrow  in  lief, 
lady, 


* A sad  song,  j The  followine  song  not  being  in  the  first  folio,  we  have  removed  it  frouithctext: 
Weep  no  more,  nor  sigh  nor  groan, 

Sorrow  culls  * no  time  that’s  gonci 
Violets  pluck’d,  the  sweetest  rain 
Makes  not  fresh  nor  grow  again; 

Trim  thy  locks,  look  chearfullv, 

Fate's  hidden  ends  eves  cannot  see. 

Joys  as  winged  dreams  fly  fast, 

Why  should  sadness  longer  last? 

Grief  is  but  a wound  to  woe; 

Gentlest  fair,  mourn,  mourn  no  moe. 

* Sorrow  colls.]  Sympson  rends  he  culls,  and  prescribes  the  pronouncing  sorrow  as  one  syl- 
lable, s' row ; but  who  can  so  pronounce  it? 
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Act  3.  Scene  i.] 

And  nourish  it  too  strongly ; like  a mother 
That  spoils  her  child  with  giving  on’t  the  will. 
Bel.  Some  lighter  note.  [A  lighter  tong*1 . 
Leo.  How  like  a hill  of  snow  she  sits,  and 
melts, 

Before  the  unchaste  fire  of  others*  lust ! 
What  heart  can  see  her  passion, and  not  break? 
Age . Take  comfort,  gentle  madam  ! You 
know  well 

Even  actual  sins,  committed  without  will, 
Are  neither  sins  nor  shame,  much  more  cora- 
pell*d ; 

Your  honour’s  no  whit  less,  your  chastity 
No  whit  impair’d,  for  fair  Mcrione 
Is  more  a virgin  yet  than  all  her  sex. 

Mcr.  Alas, 'tis  done4*! 

Age.  Why  burn  these  tapers  now? 
Wicked  and  frantic  creatures  joy  in  night. 

I*o.  Imagine  fair  Meriono  had  dream’d 
She  had  been  ravish’d,  would  she  sit  thus  then 
Excruciate  ? 

Mer.  Oh! 

Bel.  Fy,  fv ! how  fond  is  this ! 

What  reason  for  this  surfeit  of  remorse  ? 
How  many  that  have  done  ill,  and  proceed, 
Women  that  take  degrees  in  wantonucss, 
Commence,  and  rise  in  rudiments  of  lust. 
That  fee!  no  scruple  of  this  tenderness  ? 
]\Ier.  Pish ! [ev’n  I 

Bel.  Nor  are  you  matchless  in  mishap; 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  misery ; 

That  love,  belov’d,  a man  the  crown  of  men, 
Whom  how  I’ve  friended  and  how  rais’d, 
'tis  better 

That  all  do  know  and  speak  it  than  myself. 
When  lie  sail’d  low,  I might  have  made  him 
mine, 

Now,  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  questionable 
If  ever  I o’er-take  him. 

Age.  Wherefore  sits 
»Jy  Phoebe  shallow'd  in  a sable  cloud  ? 
Those  pearly  drops  which  thou  lct’st  fall  like 
beads, 

Numb’ring  on  them  thy  vestal  orisons, 

Alas,  arc  spent  in  vain  ! I love  thee  still ; 

In  midst  ot  all  these  showers  thou  swectlier 
sccnt’st, 

Dike  a green  meadow  on  an  April-day, 

In  which  the  sun  and  West-wind  play  together, 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  drops. 


Enter  Euphancs  and  Servant. 

Serv.  The  lord  Euphancs,  madam. 

[ Exit  Mer. 

Age.  Poor  Mcrione ! 

She  loaths  the  light,  and  men. 

[Exit  with  Leo. 
Euph.  The  virtuous  gods  preserve  my  mis- 
tress ! 

Bel.  Oh,  my  most-honour’d  lord,  those 
times  are  chang’d. 

Euph.  Let  times  and  men  change  ! Could 
Heav’n  change,  Fuphancs 
Should  never  change  to  be  devoted  ever 
To  fair  Bcliza.  Should  my  load  of  honours, 
Or  any  grace  which  you  were  author  of. 
Detract  mine  honour,  and  dimmish  grace? 
The.  gods  forbid ! You  here  behold  your  ser- 
vant. 

Your  creature, gentle  lady, whose  sound  sleeps 
You  purchas'd  for  him,  whose  food  you  paid 
lor,  [preferment 

Whoso  garments  were  vour  charge,whosc  first 
You  founded ; then,  what  since  the  grayious 
Queen 

Hath,  or  can  rear,  is  upon  your  free  land, 
And  you  are  mistress  of. 

Bd.  Mock  me  not,  gentle  lord ; 

You  shine  now  in  too  high  a sphere  for  me: 
We’re  planets  now  disjoin’d  for  ever!  Yet, 
Poor  superstitious  innocent  that  I am, 

Give  leave  that  I may  lift  my  hands,  ami  love, 
Not  in  idolatry,  hut  perfect  zeal: 

For,  credit  me,  I repent  nothing  I have  done* 
But,  were  it  to  begin,  would  do  the  same. 
Euph.  There  are  two  seas  in  Corinth,  and 
two  Queens,  [universe. 

And  but  there,  not  two  such  i’  th’  spacious 
1 came  to  tender  you  the  man  you've  made. 
And  like  a thankful  stream  to  retribute 
All  you,  my  oceau,  have  enrich'd  me  with* 
You  told  me  once  you’d  marry  me. 

Bel.  Another  mock  ? Y ou  were  wont  t» 
play  fair  play. 

You  scorn  poor  helps;  he  that  is  sure  to  win, 
May  slight  mean  hearts,  whoso  hand  com- 
mands the  Queen. 

Euph.  Let  me  he  held  the  knave  thro’  all 
the  stock 

When  I do  slight  my  mistress  ! You  kuow  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Queen, 


A lighter  song.]  For  the  reason  urged  in  the  last  note,  we  have  removed  this  song  also: 
Court-ladies,  laugh  and  wonder.  Here  is  one 
That  weeps  because  her  maidenhead  is  gone; 

Whilst  you  do  never  fret,  nor  chafe,  nor  cry, 

But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company. 

Too  well  you  know,  maids  are  like  towns  on  fire, 

Wasting  themselves,  if  no  man  quench  desire. 

Weep  then  no  more,  fool : A new  maidenhead 
Them  suffrr’st  loss  of,  in  each  chaste  tear  shed. 

•1  Alas,  ’ tis  done  /]  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  ine  in  taking  this  passage  out  of  the  mouth 
•f  Agenor,  and  putting  it  into  the  mouth  of  Mcrione,  to  whom  it  undoubtedly  belongs:  For 
she  breaks  out  into  this  passionate  sentence,  and  interrupts  the  prince,  before  be  could 
conclude  his  consolatory  address.  Sj/mpson. 

•9  Whom  1 have Jriuuitd.]  Amended  by  Sympson, 
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Who  scot  me  leave  this  morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I saw  convenience, 

And  a groat  gift  of  jewels:  Three  days  hence 
The  general  sacrifice  is  done  U>  Vesta, 

And  can  you  by  then  be  accommodated, 
Your  servant  shall  wait  on  you  to  the  temple. 
Bel.  Till  now  1 never  felt  a real  joy  indeed. 
Evph.  Here  then  1 seal  my  duty,  here  my 
love.  [mistress; 

Till  which,  vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring,  dear 
Twas  the  Queen's  token,  and  shall  celebrate 
Our  nuptials. 

Bel.  Honour  still  raise,  and  preserve 
My  honour'd  lord,  as  he  preserves  all  honour ! 

[2£r<{  Euph. 

Enter  Agenor , Leonidas , and  Me  none. 
Age.  Why  shift  you  places  thus,  Mcrione, 
Ami  will  not  lend  a word?  Couldst  thou  so 
soon 

Leave  sorrow  as  the  place,  how  blest  were  I ! 
But  'twill  not  be  ; grief  is  an  impudent  guest, 
A follower  every  vv  here,  a hanger-on. 

That  words  nor  blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo.  Dear  sister  1 

Bel.  Who  can  be  sad  ? Out  with  these  tragic 
lights, 

And  let  day  repossess  her  natural  hours; 
Tenr  down  these  blacks,  cast  ope  the  ease- 
ments wide, 

That  we  may  jocundly  behold  the  sun. 

1 did  partake  with  saJ  Merinne 
Iu  all  her  mourning;  let  her  now  rejoice 
With  glad  Beliza,  for  Eiiplianes  is 
As  full  of  love,  full  of  humility, 

As  when  he  wanted. 

Mer.  Oh!  that 

Leu.  Help!  she  faints  ! 

Her  grief  has  broke  her  heart. 

Mer.  No:  That that 

Age.  Mistress,  what  point  you  at? 

Her  lamps  art  out,  yet  sull  she  extends  her 
hand 


[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

As  if  she  saw  something  antipathous 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo.  Still,  still  she  points. 

And  her  lips  move,  but  no  articulate  sound 
Breathes  irom'em.  Sister,  speak,  what  moves 
you  thus? 

Bel.  Her  spirits  return. 

Mer.  Oh,  hide  that  fatal  ring! 

Where  had  it  you,  Beliza? 

Bel.  What  hid  fate 

Depends  on  it? — Kuphanes  gave  it  me, 

As  holy  pledge  of  future  marriage. 

Mer.  Then  is  F.uphnnes  the  foulravisl-.tr! 
Let  me  speak  this,  and  die.  That  dismal  nisiht 
Which  sealed  my  shame  upon  me,  was  Hurt 
The  partner  of  my  robh'd  virginity.  [ring 
Leo.  Eu plumes? 

Age.  Strange ! 

Bel.  Impossible! 

Mer.  Impossible  to  have  redress  on  him. 
Chief  servant  of  the  Queen.  Ha!  I have  read 
Somewhere,  I'm  sure,  of  such  an  injury 
Done  to  a lady,  and  how-  she  durst  die^ 

[Eri'f. 

Age.  Oh,  follow  her,  Beliza. 

Bel.  To  assure  her 

The  unlikelihood  of  this.  [£zif. 

Age.  Love  hides  all  sins. 

What’s  to  he  done,  Leonidas? 

Leo.  Why,  this- 

Amazement  takes  up  all  my  faculties! 

The  plagues  of  gods  and  men  will  muster  all 
To  avenue  this  tyranny.  Oh,  frontless  man, 
To  dare  Ho  ill,  and  hope  to  hear  it  thus! 
First  let’s  implore,  then  cure. 

Age.  Who,  who  can  trust 
The  gc  utlc  looks  and  words  of  two-fac’d  man? 
Like  Corinth’s  double  torrent,  you  ami  l 
Will  rush  upon  the  laud  ; nor  shall  the  Queen 
Defend  this  villain  in  his  villainy: 

Lust's  violent  llames  can  never  be  wirhstosL 
Nor  quench’d,  but  with  as  violent  streams  of 
blood.  [2utuaf. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  J. 

Enter  Crates , Uncle , Tutor , nnd  Ones. 
Onos.  r Pll INKS  he  to  carry  her,  and  live? 

1 C’ra.  It  secins  so. 

And  she  will  carry  him,  the  story  says. 

Ottos.  Well ; hum  ! 

Have  I for  this,  thou  fair,  but  falsest  fair, 
Stretch’d  this  same  simple  leg  over  the  sea? 
What  tho’rny  bashfulne^s,  and  tender  years, 
Durst  ne’er  reveal  my  affection  to  thy  teeth  ? 
Deep  Ixive  ne’er  tattles,  and,  say  they,  Love’s 
bit 

I ht*  deeper  dipp’d,  the  sweeter  still  i9  it. 
tutor.  Oh,  see  the  power  of  love!  he 
speaks  in  rlume. 


Cra.  Oh,  love  will  make  a dog  howl  in 
rhiine. 

Of  ail  the  lovers  yet  I have  heard  or  rend, 
Tins  is  the  strangest:  But  his  Guardian, 
And  you  his  Tutor,  should  inform  him  better; 
Thinks  he  that  love  is  answer’d  l»y  instinct? 

Tutor.  He  should  make  means ; 

For  certain,  sir,  his  basbfuluess  undoes  Himi 
For  from  bis  cradle  b*  had  a shameful  lace. 
Thus  walks  he  night  and  day,  eats  not  a bit, 
Nor  sleeps  one  jot,  hut's  grown  so  humorous, 
Drinks  ale,  and  takes  tobacco  as  you  see, 
Wears  a steel etto  at  h;s  coil  puce  close, 
Stabs  on  the  least  occasion ; strokes  his  beard, 
Which  now  he  pots  i*  th’  posture  of  a F, 
The  Roman  T ; your  T beard  is  tk«  fadh*°> 
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Act  4.  Scene  I.]  THE  QUEEN 

' And  twifold  doth  express  th*  enamour’d  cour-  j 
As  full  as  your  fork-carving  traveller30,  [tier, 
Onos.  Oh,  black  clouds  of  discontent,  in- 
velop  me; 

Garters,  fly  off;  go,  hatband,  bind  the  brows 
Of  some  dull  citizen  that  fears  to  akc; 

And,  leg,  appear  now  in  simplicity, 

Without  the  trappings  of  a courtier; 

Burst, buttons,  burst,  your  bachelor  is  worm’d ! 
Cm.  A worm-eaten  bachelor  thou  art  in- 
deed. [now3*! 

Onos.  And,  devil  Melancholy,  possess  me 
Uncle.  Cross  him  not  in  this  fit  I advise 
you,  sir.  [these  checks, 

Onos.  Die,  crimson  rose,  that  didst  adorn 
For  itch  of  love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me ! 
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Uncle.  Poor  boy,  *tis  true;  his  wrists  and 
hands  are  scabby. 

Onos.  Burn,  eyes,  out  in  your  sockets,  sink 
and  stink; 

Teeth,  I will  pick  you  to  the  very  bones ; 

Hang,  hair,  like  hemp,  or  like  the  Isiing 
cur's  **, 

For  never  powder,  nor  the  crisping-iron, 

Shall  touch  these  dangling  locks ; oh,  ruby 
lips, 

Love  hath  to  you  been  like  wine  vinegar, 

Now  you  look  wan  and  pale, lips,  ghosts  ye  are. 

And  my  disgrace  sharper  than  mustard-seed ! 

Cru.  How  like  a chandler  he  does  vent  his 
passions ! 

Risum  teneatis  9 


30  Fork-car®/«g  traveller .]  As  every  new  custom  is  a good  fund  for  satire,  to  your  wits  of 
all  sorts;  so  I imagine  here,  could  we  know  the  precise  time  when  this  play  whs  wrote,  we 
might  fix  the  a'ra  of  the  introduction  o {forks,  die  use  of  which  it  so  agreeably  bantered. 
Nor  are  our  Authors  the  only  satirists  upon  this  occasion.  Ben  Jonsou  has  joined  the  laugh 
with  'em  against  this  custom,  in  his  Devil’s  an  Ass,  act  v,  scene  4.  Meercraft  says  to  Gilt* 
bead  and  Sledge, 

4 nave  T deserv’d  this  from  you  two?  for  all 
4 My  pains  at  court,  to  get  you  each  a patent. 

* Gilt.  For  what? 

4 Mecr.  Upo’  my  project  6*  the  forks. 

4 Sle.  Forks f what  he  they?  \_Thc  project  of  forks. 

* Jl Jeer.  The  laudable  use  of forks , 

4 Brought  into  custom  here  as  they  are  in  Italy, 

4 To  th'  sparing  o’  napkins .*  Sympson. 

The  4 precise  time*  when  the  use  of  forks  was  introduced  into  this  kingdom  will  appear 
with  certainty,  from  the  following  extract  from  ‘ Coryat’s  Crudities,  hastily  gobled  up  in 
* five  Moneths  Travells  in  France,  Savoy,  Italy,  Rhetia,  commonly  called  the  Grisons 
4 Country,  Helvetia,  alias  Switzerland,  some  parts  of  High-Germany,  and  the  Netherlands, 
4 &c.  1C  11.*  4to,  p.  90.  As  the  passage  is  curious,  on  account  of  its  describing  one  of  the 
customs  of  the  times,  w-c  shall  make  no  apology  for  the  length  of  it.  4 Here  I wil  mention 
4 a thing  that  might  have  been  spoken  of  before,  in  discourse  of  the  first  Italian  towne.  I 
4 observed  a custoine  in  all  those  Italian  cities  and  townes  through  the  which  I passed,  that 
4 is  not  used  in  any  other  country  that  I saw  in  my  travels,  neither  do  I thinke  that  any 
4 other  nation  of  Christendome  doth  use  it,  but  only  Italy.  The  Italian,  and  also  most 
4 strangers  that  are  commorant  in  Italy,  doe  alwaies  at  their  meales  use  a little/brAre,  when 
4 they  cut  their  mcate.  For  while  with  their  knife,  which  they  hold  in  one  hand,  they  cut 
4 the  meatc  out  of  the  dish,  they  fasten  their  forke,  which  they  hold  in  their  other  hand, 

4 upon  the  same  dish.  So  that  whatsoever  he  be  that  sitting  in  the  company  of  any  others 
4 at  meale,  should  unadvisedly  touch  the  dish  of  meate  with  his  fingers  from  which  all  at 
4 the  table  doe  cut,  he  will  give  occasion  of  offence  unto  the  company,  as  having  transgressed 
4 the  lawes  of  good  manners,  insomuch  that  for  his  error  he  shall  Wat  least  brow-beaten, 

4 if  not  reprehended  in  wordes.  This  forme  of  feeding  I understand  is  generally  used  in  all 
4 places  in  Italy,  their  forkes  being  for  the  most  part  made  of  yron  or  steele,  and  some  of 
4 silver,  but  those  nre  used  only  by  gentlemen.  The  reason  of  this  their  curiosity  is,  because 
4 the  Italian  cannot  by  any  ineanes  indure  to  have  bis  dish  touched  with  fingers,  seeing  all 
4 mens  fingers  are  not  alike  cleane.  Hereupon,  I myself  thought  good  to  imitate  the  Italian 
4 fashion,  by  this  forked  cutting  of  meate,  not  oulv  while  I was  in  Italy,  but  also  in  Ger- 
4 many,  and  oftentimes  in  England  since  I came  Iiome ; being  once  quipped  for  that  fre- 
4 quent  using  of  my  forkc , by  a certaine  learned  gentleman,  a familiar  friend  of  mine,  one 
4 M.  Laurence  Whitaker,  who  in  his  merry  humour  doubted  not  to  call  me  at  table  Furcifer , 

4 only  for  using  a Jurke  at  feeding,  but  for  no  other  cause.'  R. 

3°  Possesses  me  now.']  So  all  former  editions. 

31  I sling  cun.]  Probably  * Island  curs/  as  in  the  follow  ing  passnge  from  Massinger’s 
Picture,  act  v.  scene  1 : 

4 would  I might  lie 

4 Like  a dog  under  her  table,  and  serve  for  a footstool, 

4 So  I might  have  my  belly  full  of  that 

c Her  Island  cur  refuses/  R . 4 

3 F 
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Onot.  Well  sung  the  poet, 

I>ove  is  a golden  61/60,  full  of  dreams  ; 

That  ripen’d  brcaks,and  fills  us  with  extremes. 
Tutor.  A golden  bubble,  pupil ; oh,  gross 
solecism 

To  c haster  ears  that  understand  the  Latin. 

Onot.  1 will  not  he  corrected  now; 

I am  in  love ! Revenge  is  now  the  cud 
That  I do  chew : I’ll  challenge  him. 

(Vfl.  Av,  marry,  sir. 

Uncle.  Vour  honour  bids  you,  nephew  • on 
and  prosper. 

Onot.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  me;  times 
are  dangerous. 

Cra.  Carry  it  yourself,  man.  [sir, 

Onot.  Tutor,  your  counsel.  I’ll  do  nothiug, 
Without  him. 

Uncle.  This  may  rid  thee,  valiant  coz, 
Whom  I have  kept  this  forty  year  my  ward ; 
Vain  would  I have  his  state,  and  nuw  of  late 
He  did  enquire  at  Kpliesus  for  his  ace**, 

But  the  church-book  being  burnt  with  Dian’s 
temple, 

He  lost  his  aim.  I’ve  tried  to  famish  him, 
Marry  he’ll  live  o’  th’  stones;  and  then  for 
poisons, 

He  is  an  antidote  ’gainst  ail  of  ’em ; [hot, 
He  sprung  from  Mithridates;  he’s  so  dry  and 
He  will  eat  spiders  faster  than  a monkey  ; 
His  maw,  unhurt,  keeps  quicksilver  like  a 
bladder; 

The  largest  dose  of  cam  phi  re.  opium, 
llurms  not  his  brain;  I think  his  skull's  as 
empty 

Asa  suck'd  egg  ; vitriol  and  oil  of  tartar 
lie  will  eat  toasts  of ; henbane,  I mu  sure, 
And  hemlock,  I have  made  his  pot-herbs 
often.  [honour; 

Cra.  If  he  refuse  you,  yours  is  then  the 
If  he  accept,  he  being  so  great,  you  may 
Crave  both  to  chusc  the  weapon,  lime,  and 
place, 

Which  may  he  ten  years  hence,  and  Calicut, 
Or  underneath  the  line,  to  avoid  advantage. 
Onus.  I am  resolv’d. 


[Act  4.  Scene  1 

Tutor.  By  your  favour,  pupil. 

Whence  shall  this  challenge  rise?  for  you 
must  ground  it 

On  some  such  fundamental  base,  or  matter, 
As  now  the  gentry  set  their  lives  upon 
Did  you  e’er  cheat  him  at  some  ordinary, 
And  durst  he  say  so,  and  be  angry  ? if  thus, 
Then  you  must  challenge  him.  Hath  lie 
call’d  your  whore  [men’s, 

Whore?  tho’  she  be,  beside  yours,  twenty 
Your  honour,  reputation,  is  touch’d  then, 
And  you  must  challenge  him.  Has  he  denied 
On  thirty  damme  $ to  accommodate  money? 
Tho’  you  have  broke  threescore  before  to 
him**,  [shun 

Here  you  must  challenge  him.  Durst  he  ever 
To  drink  two  pots  of  ale  wi’  ye  ? or  to  wench, 
Tho*  weighty  business  otherwise  importun’d? 
lie  is  a proud  lord,  [miliarly 

And  you  may  challenge  him.  Has  he  fa- 
Dislik’d  your  yellow  starch**,  or  said  your 
doublet  [report 

Was  not  exactly  frenchificd  ? or  that,  that 
In  fair  terras  was  untrue?  or  drawn  your 
sword, 

Cried  ’twas  ill  mounted  ? has  he  given  the  lit 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  semi-circle, 

Or  direct  parallel  ? you  must  challenge  him. 
Onot.  He  never  gave  my  direct  apparel8 
tlic  lie  in’s  life.  [refus'd 

Tutor.  But,  for  the  crown  of  all,  hoi  be 
To  pledge  your  mistress'  health  ? tho’  he  were 
sick, 

Enter  Ncanthes  and  Page. 

And  crav’d  your  pardon,  you  must  challenge 
him. 

There’s  no  avoiding;  one  or  both  must  dmp, 
Onot.  Exquisite  Tutor ! 

Mean.  Crates,  I’ve  sought  you  long;  what 
make  you  here  [town 

Fooling  with  these  three-farthings,  while  tbe 
Is  all  in  uproar,  and  the  prince  our  master, 
Seiz’d  by  Leonidas  and  Agenor,  carried 
And  prisoner  kept  i’th’  castle  flanks 


**  For  his  age.]  It  is  to  be  wished  our  Authors  had  not  been  guilty  of  this  and  the  Ilf 
anachronisms.  Symptou. 

**  Though  he  huve  broke  threescore  before  to  you.]  Amended  in  1750. 

**  Yellow  s/urcA.]  This  was  invented  by  one  Turner,  a tire-woman,  a court  bawd,  who 
afterwards  was  amongst  the  miscreants  concerned  in  the  murder  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbory, 
for  which  she  was  hanged  at  Tyburn,  and  would  die  in  a yellow  ruff  of  her  own  invention: 
which  made  yellow  starch  so  odious,  that  it  immediately  went  out  of  fashion.  Warburton. 

Stubbs,  in  bis  Auatoinie  of  Abuses,  published  iu  1595.  speaks  of  starch  of  various  colour?. 

4 The  one  arch  or  pillar  wherewith  the  devil’s  kitigdoine  of  great  ruffes  is  under- 

4 propped,  is  a certain  kindc  of  liquid  matter,  which  they  call  startch,  wherein  the  devil!  hath 
4 learned  them  to  wa&b  and  die  their  ruffes,  which,  being  drie,  will  stand  stiff  and  inflexible 
4 about  their  neckes.  And  this  startch  they  make  of  divers  substances,  sometimes  ot 
4 wheate  flower,  of  branne,  and  other  grai ues : Sometimes  of  rootes,  and  sometimes  lit 
* other  thinges:  Of  all  collours  and  hues,  as  white,  reddc,  blcwe,  purple,  and  the  like.’ 

Jn  The  World  toss’d  at  Tennis,  a masque  by  Middleton,  1620,  the  fi re  st a rches  arc  per- 
sonified, and  introduced  contesting  for  superiority.  Stcevens. 

35  My  direct  apparel.]  Sympson,  not  thinking  this  blunder  of  Onos  was  intended  by  the 
Poets,  reads, 

9.  4 lie  nerer  gave  me  th*  direct  parallel  lie  in’s  life/ 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

The  West  part  of  the  city,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him  ’till  your  brother,  lord  Euphanes, 
Be  render’d  to  ’em,  with  his  life  to  satisfy 
The  rape,  by  him  suspected  to  Merione  ? 
The  Queen  refuses  to  deliver  him, 

Fawning  her  knowledge  for  his  iimocency, 
And  dares  ’em  do  their  worst  on  prince  Thea- 
The  whole  state's  in  combustion.  [nor; 
Cra.  Fatairing! 

Uncle.  What  will  become  of  us? 

JSeau.  And  she  huth  given  commission  to 
Euphanes 

And  Conon,  who  have  levied  men  already. 
With  violence  to  surprize  the  tower,  and  take 
What  will  you  do?  [’em. 

Cra.  Along  wi*  ye,  and  prevent 
A further  mischief.  Gentlemen,  our  intents 
VVe  must  defer;  you  are  the  prince’s  follow- 
Ntan.  Will  ye  walk  with  us?  [ers. 

Uncle.  You  shall  pardon  us.  [know, 

I'utor.  VVe  are  his  followers  afar  otF,  you 
Aud  are  contented  to  continue  so. 

[Exeunt  Cra.  and  Nean. 

Onos.  Sir  hoy ! 

Page.  Sir  fool ! a challenge  to  my  lord  ? 
How  dar'st  thou,  or  thy  ambs-ace  here,  think 
of  him  ? [ders  bear 

Ye  crow-pick’d  heads,  which  vonr  thin  shoul- 
A a do  the  poles  ou  Corinth  bridge  the  traitors’; 
Why,  you  three  nine-pins,  you  talk  of  my 
' lord,  [draw ; 

And  challenges?  you  shall  not  need  : Come, 
His  Page  is  able  to  swinge  three  such  whelps. 
Uncle,  why  stand  ye  off?  Long-man,  advance. 
Onos.  ’Slight,  what  have  we  done,  Tutor  ? 
Tutor.  He  is  a boy, 

And  we  may  run  away  with  honour. 

Page.  T hat  ye  shall  not ; 

And  being  a boy,  I am  fitter  to  encounter 
A child  in  law  as  you  are,  under  twenty. 
Thou  sot,  thou  three-score  sot ! and  that's  a 
Again,  1 grant  you.  [child 

Uncle.  Nephew,  here’s  an  age: 

Boys  arc  turn’d  men,  and  men  are  children. 
Page.  Away,  ye  peasants  with  your  bought 
gentry ! 

Are  not  you  he,  when  your  fellow  passengers, 
Your  last  trunsportment,  being  assail’d  by  a 
galley, 

Hid  yourself  i*  th*  cabin ; and  the  fight  done 
Peep’d  above  hatches,  and  cried,  4 Have  we 
taken,  [per, 

4 Or  are  we  ta’en  ?*  Come,  I do  want  a slip- 
But  this  shall  serve:  Swear  all  as  I would 
have  you, 

Or  I will  call  some  dozen  brother  pages, 
(IhevVe  not  far  off,  Tin  sure)  and  we  will 
Until  you  piss  again.  [blanket  you 

AH.  Nay,  we  will  swear,  sir. 

Page.  Tis  your  best  course. 

First,  you  shall  swear  never  to  name  my  lord, 
Or  hear  him  nam'd  hereafter,  but  bare-head- 
Next,  to  begiu  his  health  in  every  place,  [ed; 


And  never  to  refuse  to  pledge  it,  tho* 

You  surfeit  to  the  death ; lastly,  to  hold 
The  poorest,  littlest  page  in  reverence, 

To  think  him  vaiiauter,  aud  a better  gentle- 
man, [him 

Than  you  three  stamp’d  together,  and  to  give 
Wine  and  tobacco  wheresoe’er  you  meet, 
And  the  best  meat,  if  he  can  stay. 

All.  We  swear  it  loyally. 

Page.  Then  I dismiss  you. 

True  liegemen  to  the  pautofle; 
l had  more  articles,  but  I have  business 
And  cannot  stay  now : So  adieu,  dear  mon1 
Tres  noble  et  tres  puissant ! [sieur, 

Uncle.  Adieu,  monsieur! 

Onos.  A vostre  service  et  commandemgnt. 

Tutor.  I told  you,  pupil,  you’d  repent  this 
foollery.  [Tutor, 

O/ios.  Who?  I repent?  you  are  mistaken, 
I ne’er  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life. 
And  scorn  to  begin  now.  Come,  let  s be  me- 
lancholy *•*.  [Exeunt. 

scene  n. 

Enter  Queen , Euphanes , Conon,  and  Ivrds. 

Lord.  Twere  better  treat  with  ’em. 

Queen.  I will  no  treaties 
With  a league-breaker  and  a rebel ; shall  I 
Article  with  a traitor?  be  coinpell’d 
To  yield  an  innocent  unto  their  fury. 

Whom  1 have  prov’d  so  to  you? 

Euph.  Gracious  Queen, 

Tho’  your  own  godlike  disposition 
Would  succour  virtue,  and  protect  the  right; 
Yet,  for  the  publick  good,  for  the  dear  safety 
Of  your  most  royal  only  son,  conseut 
To  give  me  up  the  sacrifice  to  their  malice: 
My  life  is  aim’d  at,  and  t’were  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thous&ud  such  as  I 
Purpled  our  seas,  than  that  your  princely  son 
Should  be  endanger’d. 

Queen.  Still  well  said,  honest  fool ! 

Were  tlieir  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy 
head,  [hcrefl 

By  all  the  gods.  I'd  scorn  ’em ! Where  they 
The  majesty  that  dwells  upon  this  brow 
Should  strike  ’em  on  their  knees.  As  for  my  sonj 
Let  ’em  no  more  dare  than  they’ll  answer:  1 
An  equal  mother  to  my  country  am, 

And  every  virtuous  son  of  it  is  son 
Unto  my  bosoid,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  arc  lieav’nly,  madam,  and 
the  gods 

Can  suffer  nothing  pass  to  injure  you ! 

The  life  that  Conon  promis'd,  he  stands  now 
Heady  to  pay  with  joy. 

Queen.  Farewell  both ; 

Success  attend  you  ! you  have  soldiers  been, 
Tam  Marti  quam  Mercuric;  if  you  bring  not 
Bring  me  their  heads.  [peace 

Con.  I will  put  fair  for  one. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Ljrds. 

« 


Come,  let's  be  melaocholy.J  See  note  **,  on  The  Mad  Lover. 
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Euph.  Double  the  guard  upon  her  high- 
ness' person. 

Conon,  you  must  perform  a friendly  part, 
Which  I shall  counsel  you. 

Con.  1 am  your  servant.  f Exeunt. 

SCENE  ITT. 

Enter  Theanorf  Agenor,  and  Leonidas , above. 
Leo.  Makegood  that  fortification, and  the 
watch 

Keep  still  upon  the  battlements.  Royal  sir, 
Weigh  but  our  injuries;  wc  have  told  you 
fully 

The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus  ; 
Nor  shall  this  upstart  mushroom,  bred  i th’ 
night, 

Sit  brooding  underneath  your  mother’s  wings 
His  damn'd  impieties. 

Age.  For  yourself,  brave  prince, 

Fear  nothing  that  tins  face  of  arms  presents ; 
We  ask  the  ravisher,  and  have  no  means 
To  win  him  from  your  most  indulgent  mother 
But  by  this  practice. 

The.  Stout  Leonidas, 

Princely  Agenor,  your  wrongs  cry  so  loud. 
That  whoso  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard  ; 

I blame  you  not ; who  hut  Euphanes  durst 
Wake  stories  like  to  this?  My  wrongs,  as 
strong, 

Ask  my  revengeful  arm  to  strengthen  yours; 
As  for  my  fear, know  you, and  Greece  through- 
out, 

Enter  Euphanes  und  Conod. 

Our  mother  was  a Spartan  princess  born, 

That  never  taught  me  to  spell  such  a word.  % 
Con . Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph.  Conon,  uo  more. 

Do  thus,  os  thou  wouldst  save  it. 

[&vn</  trumpet  within. 
Age.  What  trumpet’s  this? 

Leo.  Beneath  I do  perceive 
Two  arm’d  men  single,  that  give  us  summons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Age.  Let  us  descend. 

Con.  My  lord, 

I.wouldyou  would  excuse  me,  and  proceed 
According  to  the  Queen's  directions. 

Euph.  Friend, 

As  thou  wouldst  wear  that  title  after  death, 

Enter  below  Thcanor , Agenor , Leonidas , and 
Soldiers. 

Perform  my  charge.  No  soldier,  on  his  life. 
Approach  us  nearer. 

Con.  Safety  to  both  the  princes;  loyalty 
To  you,  lord  general.  The  Queen,  your  mis- 
tress 

As  well  as  ours,  tho*  not  thro'fcar37,  to  cut 
Civil  dissention  from  her  land,  and  save 
Much  guiltless  blood,  that  uproar  ever  thirsts, 
And  for  the  safeguard  of  her  son,  by  me 

3?  Though  not  to  fear.) 


(As  you  demand)  hath  sent  the  lord  Euphanes 
To  plead  his  own  cause,  or  to  suffer  death, 
As  you  shall  find  him  worthy ; so,  delivering 
The  prince  back,  X shall  leave  him  to  your 
guard. 

Leo.  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious: 
Kiss  her  baud.  (peace. 

Age.  And  seal  our  duties.  Sir,  depart  in 
'The.  Oh,  sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  in 
the  scales 

Nature  and  fond  affection  weigh  together. 
One  poizes  like  a leather;  and  you  know,  my 
What’s  to  be  done.  [lords, 

Euph.  Your  highness  is  unarm'd ; 

Please  you  to  use  mine,  and  to  lead  the  army 
Back  to  your  mother.  Conon,  march  you 
with  ’em.  [not 

Con.  I will,  my  lord.— But  not  so  far  as 
To  bring  you  help,  if  danger  look  upon  you. 

[ixit. 

Euph.  Why  do  you  look  so  strangely,  fear- 
fully, 

Or  stay  your  death! ul  hand?  Be  not  so  wise 
To  stop  your  rage.  Look  how  uninov’div  here 
X give  myself  my  country's  sacrifice, 

An  innocent  sacrifice  : Truth  laughs  at  death, 
And  terrifies  the  killer  more  than  kill’d; 
Integrity  thus  ariuless  seeks  her  foes, 

And  never  needs  the  target  nor  the  sword, 
Bow,  nor  envenom’d  shaf  ts. 

Leo.  We  are  amaz’d, 

Not  at  your  eloquence,  but  impudence, 
That  dare  Urns  front  us. 

Age.  Kill  him  ! Who  knows  not 
The  iron  forehead  that  bold  Mischief  wears? 
Leo.  Forbear  awhile,  Agenor;  Ido  trem- 
ble, 

And  something  sits  like  virtue  in  his  face, 
Which  the  gods  keep. 

Euph.  Agenor,  strike ; Leonidas, 

You  that  have  purchas’d  fame  on  certain 
grounds. 

Lose*  it  on  supposition  : Smear  your  hands 
In  guiltless  blood,  laugh  at  my  martyrdom; 
But  vet  remember,  when  posterity  [acts, 
Shall  read  your  volumes  fill’d  with  virtuous 
And  shall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  leaf, 
Noting  your  foolish  barbarism, and  iny  w rong, 

I (As  time  shall  make  it  plain;  what  follows 
this 

Decyphering  any  noble  deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  lost,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 
Leo.  Why,  dare  you  say  you’re  innocent? 
Euph.  By  all  the  gods,  as  they,  of  this  foul 
crime. 

Why,  gentlemen,  pry  clean  thro'  my  life, 
Then  weigh  these  circumstances.  Think  you 
that  he  [turn'd, 

Which  made  day  night,  and  men  to  furies 
Durst  not  trust  silence,  vizors,  nor  her  sense 
That  suffer’d;  but  with  charms  and  potions 
Cast  her  asleep,  (for  all  this  I’ve  enquir’d) 
Acted  die  fable  of  Proserpine’s  rape. 

Amended  by  Sympson. 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 

The  place  (by  all  description)  like  to  bell ; 
And  all  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  lust; 
Would  fondly  in  his  pe  rson  bring  a ring, 

And  give  it  a betrothed  wife,  i’  th’  same  house 
W here  the  poor  injur’d  lady  liv’d  and  groan’d? 
Age.  Hell  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth 
of  sin, 

But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  wc  are  in. 
Euph.  Had  it  giv’n  me  that  art,  and  left 
me  so, 

I would  not  thus  into  the  lion’s  jaws 
Have  thrustmysclf  defenceless, for  yourgood, 
The  prince’s  safety,  or  the  commonweal’s. 
You  know  the  Queen  denied  me,  and  sent  us 
Commanders  to  surprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  tower  down ; we  hod  power  enough  to 
do  it. 

Or  starve  you,  as  you  saw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  person  to  your  wrath,  which  I have  done, 
Knowing  my  heart  as  purfe  ns  infants’  sleep. 
Leo.  What  think  you,  sir  ? 

Age.  No  harm,  I'm  sure;  I weep. 

Euph.  The  gods  are  just,  and  mighty. 
But  to  give  you 

Further  assurance,  and  to  make  yourselves 
Judges  and  witnesses  of  my  innocence. 

Let  me  demand  this  question ; On  what  night 
\Vas  this  foul  deed  committed? 

Age.  On  the  eve 
Before  our  marriage  meant. 

Euph.  Leonidas,  [mory) 

(Your  rage  being  off,  that  still  drowns  me- 
Where  was  yourself  and  I that  very  night, 
And  what  our  conference? 

Leo.  By  the  gods,  ’tis  true : 

Both  in  her  highness’  chamber,  conferring 
£vcn  of  this  match  until  an  hour  of  day, 
And  then  came  I to  call  you.  We  are  sham’d! 
Age.  Utterly  lost,  and  sham’d ! 

Euph.  Neither;  bechear’d; 

He  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  it. 
And  know,  this  ring  was  sent  me  from  the 
Queen; 

How  she  came  by  it,  yet  is  not  enquir’d  : 
Deeper  occurrents  hang  on’t,  and  ’prayHcav’n 
That  my  suspicions  prove  as  false  as  yours ! 
Which  for  the  world  (’till  I have  greater  proof) 
J dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch : 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
I’ll  labour  with  ye,  ’till  Time  waken  Truth. 
Age.  There  are  our  swords,  sir;  turn  the 
points  on  us.  [wrong. 

Leo.  Punish  rebellion,  and  revenge  your 
Euph.  Sir,  my  revenge  shall  be  to  make 
your  peace : 

Neither  was  this  rebellion,  but  rash  love. 
Enter  Conon. 

Con.  How’s  this?  Unarm’d  left,  now  found 
doubly  arm’d ? [feet? 

And  those,  that  would  have  slain  him,  at  his 
Oh,  Truth,  thou  art  a mighty  conquercss. — 
The  Queen,  my  lord,  perplex’d  in  care  of  you, 
That,  cross  to  her  command,  hazard  your- 
In  person  here  is  come  into  the  held,  [self, 


And,  like  a leader,  marches  in  the  head 
Of  ail  her  troops ; vows  that  she  will  demolish 
Each  stone  ol.  this  proud  tower,  be  you  not 
safe ; 

She  chafes  like  stonns  in  groves,  now  sighs, 
now  weeps,  [mix'd; 

And  both  sometimes,  like  rain  and  wine  conir 
Abjures  her  sou  for  ever,  ’less  himself 
Do  fetch  you  off  ip  person,  that  did  give 
Yourself  to  save  him  of  your  own  free  will. 
And  swears  he  must  not,  nor  is  tit  to  live. 
Euph.  Oh,  she’s  a mistress  for  the  gods! 
Age.  And  thou 
A godlike  servant,  lit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 

May  boast,  because  she  cannot  boast  thy  like. 
Euph.  Thus,  Conon,  tell  her  highness. 
Con.  My  joy  flies! 

Euph.  Let’s  tow’rd  her  march.  Stern  drum, 
speak  gentle  peace. 

Leo.  We  arc  prisoners;  lead  us.  Ne’er 
was  known 

A precedent  like  this ; one  unarm’d  man, 
Suspected,  to  captive  with  golden  words 
(Truth  being  his  shield)  so  many  arm’d  with 
swords.  [Exeunt. 

Enter , at  one  door.  Queen , Theanor.  Crates , 
Conon,  fords  and  soldiers  ; at  another,  Eu- 
phancs  {with  two  swords),  Agenor,  Leoni- 
das, and  soldiers.  Euphanes  presents  Le- 
onidas on  his  knees  to  the  Queen  ; Agenor, 
bare-headed , makes  show  of  sorrow  to  the 
Queen  ; she  stamps,  und  seems  to  be  angry 
at  the  first.  Euphanes  persuades  her , lays 
their  su  ords  at  her  feet ; she  kisses  him , 
gives  them  their  swords  again,  they  kiss  her 
hand  und  embrace  ; the  soldiers  lift  up  Eu- 
phanes, and  shout.  Theanor  und  Crates 
discovered ; Conon  whispers  with  Crates , 
Euphanes  with  Agenor,  and  Lconirlus  ob- 
serves it,  who  seem  to  promise  something  ; 
Euphanes  directs  his  Page  somewhat.  Ex- 
eunt all  but  Theanor  and  Crates. 

The.  W’e  are  not  lucky,  Crates;  this  great 
Bears  all  before  him.  [torrent 

Cra.  Such  an  age  as  this 
Shall  ne’er  be  seen  again.  Virtue  grows  fat, 
And  Villainy  pines;  the  furirsarc  asleep; 
Mischief,  'gainst  goodness  aim'd,  is  like  a 
stone, 

Unnat’rally  forc’d  up  an  eminent  hill,  [us; 
Whose  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries 
We  springe  ourselves,  we  sink  in  our  own  bogs: 
The..  \V hat’s  to  be  done? 

Cra.  Repent,  and  grow  good. 

The.  Pish! 

Tis  not  the  fashion,  fool,  ’till  wc  grow  old. 
The  people's  love  to  him  now  scares  me  more 
Than  my  fond  mother's;  both  which,  like 
two  floods. 

Bearing  Euphanes  up,  will  o’erflow  me; 

And  he  is  worthy:  ’Would  he  were  in  Heaven  ! 
But  that  hereafter.  Crates,  help  me  now, 
And  henceforth  be  at  ease* 
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Cra.  Your  will,  my  lord  ? 

The.  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith; 

I long  to  have  the  first  touch  of  her  too; 
That  will  a little  quiet  me. 

Cra.  Fy,  sir ! 

You’ll  be  the  tyrant  to  Virginity  ; 

To  fall  but  once  is  manly,  to  persevere 
Beastly,  and  desp’rate. 

The.  Cross  me  not,  but  do’t : 

Are  not  the  means,  the  place,  the  instruments, 
The  very  same  ? I ihust  e xpect  you  suddenly. 

[£r«/. 

Cra.  I must  obey  you. 

Who  is  in  evil  once  a companion, 

Can  hardly  shake  him  off,  but  must  run  on. 
Here  I appointed  Conon  to  attend,  [single. 
Him,  and  his  sword;  he  promis’d  to  come 

Enter  Conon  nnd  Page. 

To  avoid  prevention : He’s  a man  on’s  word. 
Con.  You’re  well  met,  Crates. 

Cra.  If  we  part  so,  Conon.  [fires; 

Con.  Come,  we  must  do  these  mutual  of- 
We  must  be  our  own  seconds,  our  own  sur- 
geons, 

And  iairly  fight,  like  men,  noton  advantage. 
Cra.  You  have  an  honest  bosom. 

Con.  Your’s  seems  so. 

Cra.  Let’s  pair  our  swords:  You  are  a 
just  gentleman. 

Con.  You  might  be  so.  Now  shake  hands, 
if  you  please;  [one. 

Tho’  it  he  the  cudgel  fashion,  *tis  a friendly 
Cra.  So  ; stand  off. 

Page.  That’s  my  cue  to  beckon  ’em. 

[Exit. 

Con.  Crates,  to  expostulate  your  wrongs 
to  me 

Were  to  doubt  of  ’em,  or  wish  your  excuse 
In  words,  and  so  return  like  maiden  knights; 
Yet  freely  thus  much  1 profess ; your  spleen 
And  rugged  carriage  toward  your  houour’d 
brother 

Hath  mucli  more  stirr'd  me  up,  than  mine 
own  cause; 

For  I did  ne’er  affect  these  bloody  men, 

But  hold  ’em  fitter  he  made  public  hangmen, 
Or  butchers  rail’d,  than  valiant  gentlemen. 
Tis  true,  stamp’d  valour  does  upon  just 
grounds;  [life 

Yet  for  whom  justlier  should  I expose  my 
limn  him,  unto  whose  virtue  I owe  all. 

Cra.  Conon,  you  think  by  this  greut  deed 
of  yours 

To  insinuate  yourself  n lodging  nearer 
Unto  my  brother’s  heart:  Such  men  ns  you 
Live  on  their  undertakings  for  their  lords. 
And  more  disable  them  by  answering  for  ’em. 
Than  if  they  sat  still ; make  ’em  but  their 
whores, 

For  which  end  gallants  now-n-duys  do  fight. 
But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid ; what  men 


Seem  the  rash  world  will  judge;  but  what 
they  arc, 

Ileav’n  knows:  And  this — Horses?  we  are 
descried3*: 

One  stroke,  for  fear  oflaughter. 

Enter  Euphancs,  A gator,  Leonidas , and  Page* 
Con.  Half  a score.  [hold! 

Euph.  Hold,  hold ! on  your  allegiance* 

Age.  He  that  ^rikes  next 

lxo.  Falls  like  a traitor  on  our  swords. 
Euph.  Oh,  Henv'n,  iny  brother  bleeds! 
Conon,  thou  art 

A villain,  an  unthankful  man,  and  shalt 
Pay  me  thy  blood  for  his,  tor  his  is  mine! 
Thou  wert  my  friend,  but  he  is  still  my  bro- 
ther; 

And  tho’  a fi  irnd  sometimes  he  nearer  said, 
In  some  gradation,  it  can  never  be, 

Where  that  same  brother  can  be  made  a 
friend ; 

Which,  dearest  Crates,  thus  low  I implore: 
What  in  my  poverty  I would  not  seek, 
Because  I would  not  burden  you,  now  here 
In  all  my  height  of  bliss  I beg  of  you, 

Your  friendship;  my  advancement,  sir,  is 
yours ; 

I never  held  it  strange;  ’pmy  use  it  so. 

We  are  but  two,  which  number  Nature 
fram’d 

In  the  mokt  useful  faculties  of  man, 
Tostrengt hen  mutually  and  relieve  each  oilier: 
Two  eves,  tw  o ears,  tw  o arms,  two  lees  and 
feet,  [ply; 

That  w here  one  fail’d,  the  other  might  sup* 
And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  leg, 
Tender  my  service,  help,  and  succour  to  you. 
Age.  Leo.  A n ost  divine  example! 

Euph.  For,  dear  brother,  [me ; 

You  hat  e been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf,  to 
Now  be  no  more  so : In  humility 
I give  you  the  duty  of  a younger  brother, 
Which  take  you  as  a brother,  not  a father, 
And  then  you'll  pay  a duty  back  to  me. 
Cra.  Till  notv  1 have  not  wept  these  thirty 
years.  [legs 

Euph.  Discording  brothers  arc  like  mutual 
Supplanting  one  another;  he  that  seek* 

Aid  from  a stranger,  and  forsakes  his  brother, 
Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  arm, 
And  to  his  body  joins  a wooden  one; 

Cuts  off  Iris  natural  Jcg,  and  trusts  a crutch; 
Plucks  out  his  eye  to  sec  w ith  spectacles. 
Cra.  Most  dear  Euphanes,  in  ibis  crimson 
flood  [me, 

Wash  my  unkindnessout;  you  have  o'ercomt 
Taught  me  humanity  ami  brotherhood: 

Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a ruler  o’er  me  than  a brother. 

Which  henceforth  be!  Jove  surely  did  dc- 
see  ud,  [shape, 

When  thou  wert  gotten,  in  some  heav’nly 


* Horses,  ire  arc  desen/ V/.]  Sympson  would  read, 
‘ Curse  ou  t,  we  are  deserv'd.’ 
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And  greet  my  mother,  as  the  poets  tell 
Of  other  wjoinen. 

Age.  Be  this  holiday  ! 

Leo.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whitest  stone! 

Con.  And  pardon  me,  my  lord ! Look  you, 
I bleed 

Faster  than  Crates.  What  I’ve  done,  I did 
To  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a friend ; 
Which  my  blood  cement,  never  to  part  or  eud ! 

Age.  Most  worthy  Conan  ! 

Leo  Happy  rise ; this  day 
Contracts  more  good  than  a whole  age  hath 
done. 

Euph.  Royal  A gen  or,  brave  I^onidas, 
You  are  mam  causes,  and  must  share  the 
fame. 

Cra.  Which,  in  some  part,  this  hour  shall 
requite. 


For  I have  aim'd  my  black  shafts  at  white 
marks. 

And  now  I*U  put  the  clue  into  your  hands, 
■Shall  guide  you  most  perspicuously  to  the 
depth  post 

Of  this  dark  labyrinth,  where  so  long  you  were 
Touching  this  old  rape,  and  a new  intent. 
Wherein  your  counsel,  and  your  active  wit. 
My  dearest  brother,  will  be  necessary, 
Euph.  My  prophecy  is  come;  prove  my 
hopes  true, 

Agenor  shall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong. 
Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her 
caves*.  [brother. 

Let’s  hence,  to  prevent  rumour.  My  dear 
Nature’s  divided  streams  the  highest  shelf 
Will  over-run  at  last,  and  flow  to  itself. 

[Exeunt. 


«•  Time  now  will  plucky  &c.]  * In  the  title-page  of  this  last,'  (viz.  the  edition  of  The  Poesies 
of  George  Gascoigue,  Esq.  1575)  ‘ by  w ay  of  printer’s  or  bookseller's  device,  is  an  orna- 
‘ mental  wooden  cut,  tolerably  well  executed,  wherein  Time  is  represented  drawing  the 

* figure  of  Truth  out  of  a pit  or  cavern,  with  this  legend.  Occulta  veritas  tempore  patet* 
Percy’s  Reliques  of  Antic-ut  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  This  seems  to  have  suggested  the  idea  in  the 
above  liue.  L)r.  Percy  adds,  that  4 it  was  not  improbable  but  the  accidental  sight  of  this,  or 

* some  other  title-page  containing  the  same  device,  suggested  to  Rubens  that  well-known 
4 design  of  a similar  kind,  which  he  has  introduced  into  the  Luxeroburg-gallery,  and  which 
4 lias  been  so  justly  censured  for  the  unnatural  manner  of  its  execution.’  It. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Crates , EuphuneSy  Neanthcs , Sosicles, 
and  Eraton. 

Euph.  T VF.  won  the  lady  to  it,  and  that 
A good 

Which  is  intended  to  her,  your  faith  only 
And  secresy  must  make  perfect;  think  not, 
sir, 

I speak  as  doubting  it,  for  I dare  hazard 
IVly  soul  upon  the  trial. 

Cra.  You  may  safely; 

But  are  Agenor  and  Leonidas  ready 
To  rush  upon  him  in  the  act,  and  sebe  him 
V th’  height  of  his  security  ? 

Euph.  At  all  parts 
As  vou  could  wish  them. 

Cra.  Where’s  the  lady  ? 

Euph.  There 

Where  you  appointed  her  to  stay. 

Cra.  Tis  wisely  order’d. 

Euph . Last,  when  you  have  him  sure,  com- 
pel him  this  way ; 

For,  as  by  accident,  here  I'll  hfing  the  Queen 
To  meet  you ; ’twill  strike  greater  terror  to 
him, 

To  be  ta’en  unprovided  of  excuse. 

And  make  more  for  our  purposes.  [2&rif. 

Cra . Come,  Neanthes; 

Our  fames  and  all  are  at  the  stake. 

Nean.  Tis  fit, 


That  since  relying  on  your  skill,  we  venture 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cun- 
ning, 

Enter  T/teanor. 

Or  we  shall  rise  such  losers  as 

So*.  The  prince!  [seem’d 

Cra.  The  plot  is  laid,  sir;  howsoe’er  I 
A little  scrupulous,  upon  better  judgment 
I have  effected  it. 

The.  Tis  the  last  service 
Of  this  foul  kind  I will  employ  you  in. 

Cra . We  hope  so,  sir. 

The.  And  1 will  so  reward  it 

Net in.  You  are  bound  to  that;  in  every 
family  [more 

That  does  write  lustful,  your  fine  bawd  gains 
(For,  like  your  broker,  he  takes  fees  on  both 
Than  all  the  officers  o'  th’  house.  [sides) 

Sos.  For  us  then 

To  be  a great  man’s  pandars,  and  live  poor, 
That  were  a double  fault. 

Cra.  Come,  you  lose  time,  sir ; 

We  will  be  with  you  instantly : The  deed  done, 
We  have  a masque  that  you  expect  not. 

The.  Thou 

Art  ever  careful ; for  Jove’s  Mercury 
I would  not  change  thee.  [Exit. 

Era.  There’s  an  honour  for  you.  [pimp, 
Nean.  To  be  compar’d  with  the  celestial 
Jove’s  smock-sworn  squire,  don  Hermes. 
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Cra.  I’ll  deserve  it ; [now 

And,  gentlemen,  he  assur’d,  tho*  what  we  do 
Will  to  the  prince  Theanor  look  like  treason 
And  base  disloyalty,  yet  the  end  shall  prove, 
(When  he’s  first  taught  to  know  himself,  then 
you) 

In  what  he  judg’d  us  false,  we  were  most  true. 

[£retmf. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Euphoria,  Agenor,  Leonidas , and 
Conon. 

Euph.  Only  make  haste,  my  lords;  in  all 
things  else  [swords 

You  are  instructed : You  may  draw  your 
For  show,  if  you  think  good,  hut  on  iny  life 
You  will  find  no  resistance  in  his  servants, 
And  he’s  himself  unarm'd. 

Age.  I would  he  were  not ; 

IVi y just  rage  should  not  then  be  lost. 

Euph.  Good  sir, 

Have  you  a care  yo  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  person  of  the  prince;  but,  Conon, 
Have  you  an  eye  on  both;  it  is  your  trust 
That  1 rely  on. 

Con . Which  I will  discharge. 

Assure  yourself,  most  faithfully. 

Euph.  For  the  lady, 

I know  your  best  respect  will  not  be  wanting : 
Then,  to  avoid  suspicion  and  discovery, 

I hold  it  requisite,  that  as  soon  as  ever 
The  Queen  hath  seen  her,  she  forsake  the 
place, 

And  tit  herself  for  that  which  is  projected 
For  her  good,  and  your  honour. 

Leo.  Jf  this  prosper, 

Believe  it  you  have  make  a purchase  of 
My  service  and  my  life. 

Euph.  Your  love  I aim  at. 

Leo.  Here  I shall  find  you? 

Euph.  With  die  Queen. 

Con.  Enough,  sir.  [Eril. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  The  Queen  enquires  for  you,  my 
lord ; I’ve  met 

A dozen  messengers  iu  search  of  you. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Attendants. 
Euph.  I knew  I should  be  sought  for.  As 
I wish’d, 

She’s  come  herself  in  person. 

Queen.  Are  you  found,  sir  ? [thinks 
I wonder  where  you  "spend  your  hours  ; me- 
Since  I so  love  your  company,  and  profess 
’Tis  the  best  comfort  this  life  yields  me,  mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Euph.  Gracious  madam. 

To  have  the  happiness  to  see  and  hear  you, 
Which  by  your  bounty  is  conferred  upon  me, 

I hold  so  great  a blessing,  that  my  honours 
And  wealth,  compar'd  to  that,  arc  but  as  cy- 
phers [don 

To  make  that  number  greater ; yet  your  par-  j 
For  borrow  ing  from  my  duty  so  much  time,  ! 


[Act  5.  Scene  i. 

As  the  provision  for  my  sudden  marriage 
Extracted  from  me. 

Queen.  I perceive  this  marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me ; but  I’ll  bear  it. 
She’s  .\  good  lady,  and  a fair,  Euphanes: 
Yet,  by  her  leave,  I will  share  with  her  in  you; 
I am  pleas’d  that  in  the  night  she  shall  enjoy 
you, 

And  that’s  sufficient  for  a wife;  the  day-time 
I will  divorce  you  from  her. 

IjCo.  | \ within.]  We  will  force  you, 

If  you  resist. 

Queen.  WJiat  noise  is  that? 

The.  [tw/Atn.]  Base  traitors  ! 

Euph.  It  mo\cs  this  way. 

Enter  Agenor , I^eonidas  with  Theanor,  Me- 
rione  like  Beliza,  Conon,  Crates,  Neanthes, 
Sosicles , Eraton,  and  Guard. 

Queen.  Whate’er  it  be,  I’ll  meet  it; 

I was  not  born  to  fear.  Who’s  that?  Beliza? 
Euph.  My  worthiest,  noblest  mistress ! 

[.Exit  Mer. 

Queen . Stay. her!  ha? 

All  of  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here. 
And  wanted  motion:  What  new  Gorgon’s 
bead  [tues? 

Have  you  beheld,  that  you  arc  all  turn’d  sta- 
Tliis  is  prodigious  ! has  none  a longue 
To  speak  the  cause  ? 

Leo.  Could  every  hair,  great  Queen, 
Upon  my  head  yield  an  articulate  sound, 
And  all  together  speak,  they  could  not  yet 
Express  the  villainy  we  have  discover’d  : 

And  yet,  when  with  a few  unwilling  words 
I have  deliver’d  what  must  needs  be  known, 
You’ll  say  I am  too  eloquent,  and  wish 
I had  been  born  without  a tongue. 

Queen.  Speak  boldly ; 

For  I,  unmov’d  with  any  loss,  will  hear. 
Leo.  Then  know',  we  have  found  out  the 
ravisher 

Of  my  poor  sister,  and  the  place  and  means 
By  which  th’  unfortunate,  tho’  fair  Beliza, 
Hath  met  a second  violence. 

Euph.  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I doubted  to  my  ruin. 

My  lady  ravish’d  ? 

Queen.  Point  me  out  the  villain,  [this, 
That  guilty  wretched  monster,  that  hath  done 
That!  may  look  on  him;  and  in  mine  eye 
He  reads  his  sentence. 

Leo.  That  I truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  prince ! that  heard, 
You  have  it  all. 

Queen.  Wonder  not  that  I shake; 

The  miracle  is  greater  that  I live, 

Having  endur’d  the  thunder  that  thy  words 
Have  thrown  upon  me  I — Dar’st  thou  kned, 
with  hope  [^Theanor  kneels. 

Of  any  favour,  but  a speedy  death, 

And  that  too  in  the  drcadfull’st  shape  that 
can 

Appear  to  a despairing  leprous  soul. 

If  thou  hast  any  ? No,  libidinous  beast. 


Act  5.  Scene  3.] 

Thy  last  hath  alter'd  so  thy  former  being. 

By  Heav'n  I know  thee  not ! 

The.  Altho’  unworthy, 

Vet  still  I am  your  son. 

Queen.  Thou  liest,  iiest  falsely  ! 

My  whole  life  never  knew  but  ode  chaste  bed, 
Nor  e’er  desir'd  warmth  but  from  lawful  fires ; 
tan  I be  then  the  mother  to  a goat, 

Whose  lust  is  more  insatiate  than  the  grave, 
And  like  infectious  air  engenders  plagues, 
To  murder  all  that's  chaste  or  good  in  woman  ? 
The  gods  1 from  iny  youth  have  serv’d  and 
fear’d,  [thels; 

Whose  holy  temples  thou  hast  made  thy  bro- 
Could  a religious  mother  then  bring  forth 
$o damn'd  an  atheist?  Head  bur  o'er  my  life, 
My  actions,  manners;  and,  made  pertect  in 
But  look  into  the  story  of  thyself  [them, 

As  thou  art  now,  (not  as  thou  wert,  Theanor) 
And  reason  will  compel  thee  to  confess, 
Thou  art  a stranger  to  me. 

Age.  Note  buthow  hcaVy «*  [him, 

The  weight  of  guilt  is!  it  so  low  hath  sunk 
That  he  wants  power  to  rise  up  in  defence 
Of  his  bad  cause. 

Queen.  Persuade  me  not,  Euphaites ! 

This  is  no  prinefc,  nor  can  claim  part  in  me : 
My  son  was  born  a freeman ; this,  a slave 
To  beastly  passions,  a fugitive 
And  runaway  from  Virtues*.  Bring  bonds 
for  him f 

By  ail  the  honour  that  I owe  to  justice, 

He  loses  me  for  ever  that  seeks  to  save  Kim ! 
Bind  him,  I say;  and  like  a wretch  that 
knows  [tence, 

tie  stands  condemn'd  before  he  hears  tne  sen- 
With  his  base  agents,  from  my  sight  remove 
him. 

And  lodge  them  in  the  dungeon ! as  a Queefi 
And  patroness  to  justice  1 command  it. 

Thy  tears  are  like  unseasonable  showers, 
And  in  my  heart  now  st£ePd  can  make  no 
<.‘iitrauce ; 

Thoo'rt  cruel  to  thyself,  fool,  'tis  not  want 
In  me  of  soft  compassion  ; when  thou  left'st 
To  be  a sou,  I ceas’d  to  be  a mother. 

Away  with  them  ! The  children  1 will  leave 
To  keep  my  name,  to  all  posterities, 

Shall  be  the  great  examples  of  my  justice, 
The  government  of  my  country,  which  shall 
witness 


40* 

How  well  I rul'd  myself.  Bid  the  wrong’d 
ladies  [them ; 

Appear  in  court  tomorrow ; we  will  hear 
And  by  one  act  of  our  severity, 

For  fear  of  punishment,  or  love  to  virtue, 
Teach  others  to  be  honest : All  will  shun 
To  tempt  her  laws,  that  would  nut  spare  her 
sou.  [.Exeunt: 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  Onus , Uncle , and  Tutor . 

Uncle.  Nay,  nephew! 

Tutor.  Pupil,  hear  but  reason  ! 

Onus.  No;  [nourj 

l have  none,  and  will  hear  none.  Oh,  my  ho- 
My  honour  blasted  in  the  bud ! my  youth. 
My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  expectation 
Ever  to  he  a man,  are  lost  forever  ! 

Uncle.  Why,  nephew,  we  as  well  as  you 
are  dubh’d 

Kni'jhts  o’  th'  pantofle. 

Tutor.  And  are  shouted  at, 

Kick’d,  scorn’d^  and  laugh’d  at,  by  each  page 
and  groom ; 

Yet  with  erected  heads  we  bear  it. 

Onus.  Alas,  [were  you. 

You  have  years,  and  strength  to  do  it!  but 
As  I,  a tender  gristle,  apt  to  bow. 

You  would,  like  me,  with  cloaks  enveloped, 
Walk  thus,  then  stamp,  then  stare. 

Uncle.  He  will  run  mad, 

I hope,  and  then  all’s  mine. 

Tutor.  Why,  look  you,  pupil,.  , 

There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  honour 
Degrees  of  medicines  : For  a tweak  by  the 
nose 

A man’s  to  travel  but  six  months,  then  blow  it. 
And  all  is  welt  again ; the  bastinado 
Requires  a longer  time*  a year  or  two, 

And  then  'tis  buried.  I grant  you  have  been 
battled ; 

Tis  but  a journey  of  some  thirty  years. 

And  it  will  be  forgotten. 

Onus.  Think  you  so  ? 

Tutor.  Assuredly. 

Uncle.  He  may  make  a aborted  cat. 

But  hang  or  drown  himself,  and,  on  my  life, 
'Twill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Onus.  I could  ne’er  endure 
Or  hemp  or  water,  they  are  dangerous  tools 
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41  Age.  Noti  biit — ] The  giving  this  speech  to  Agenor,  as  all  tfre  Copies  do,  makes 

strange  work  with  the  following  one  of  the  Queen.  For  she  bids  Euphanes  persuade  her 
not,  &c.  But  how  could  he  persuade  her,  when,  by  the  old  edition,  not  he  but  Agenor  had 
been  pleading  for  the  prince?  But  if  we  put  Euphanes  foJ*  Agenor,  as  I have  dune,  the 
business  is  concluded,  and  all  is  right.  Sympson.  , 

Mr.  Sympson,  not  the  old  copies,  makes  4 strange  Work*  here;  for  surely  the  disputed 
speech  do?s  not  ‘ plead  for  the  prince;’  nor  does  that  speech  at  all  suit  the  benignant  cha- 
racter of  Euphanes,  though  it  does  the  enraged  AgOnor.  The  persuusion  to  which  the  Queen 
replies  must  he  deliverer!  in  dtimb-?how. 

42  And  run  aWa yj'rom  Virtue. ] The  change  of  the  verb  into  a substantive,  by  the  help  of 
a poor  hyphen,  gives  a different  arid  elegant  sense  to  this  passage,  which  was  not  one  df 
the  clearest  before.  Sympson. 

We  see  no  necessity  for  tlfe  4 poor  hyphen  Runanoy  should  be  one  word, 

Vox.,  n.  so 
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For  voulh  to  deal  w ith;  I will  rather  follow 
My  Tutor**  counsel. 

Tutor.  Do  so. 

Ono*.  And  put  in 

For  my  security,  that  I’ll  not  return 
In  thirty  years,  my  whole  'state  to  my  uncle. 
Uncle  That  l like  well  of. 

Onea.  Still  provided,  Uncle, 

That  at  my  coming  home  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  age.  that  l may  call  to  account 
This  Page  that  hath  abus'd  me. 

Uncle.  Ti»  a match.  fprias 

Ono*.  Then, Corinth,  thus  the  bashful  Lam- 
Take  s leave  of  thee;  and  for  this  little  time 
-Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  lie  can, 

Tho’  he  goes  young  forth,  to  come  home  a 
man.  [£reunf. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Euphunes  and  Marshal. 

Euph.  Arc  your  prisoners  ready  ? 

Mar.  When  it  shall  please  the  Queen 
To  call  them  forth,  my  lord. 

Euph.  'Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
1*0  tell  me  how  they  have  borne  themselves 
this  night 

Of  their  imprisonment? 

3/tir.  Gladly,  sir:  Your  brother, 

With  the  other  courtiers,  willingly  receiv’d 
All  courtesies  1 could  offer;  eat,  and  drank, 
And  were  exceeding  merry,  so  dissembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence, 
That  I much  wonder'd  at  it.  Hut  the  prince, 
That,  ns  horn  highest,  should  have  grac’d  his 
fall  . I™". 

With  greatest  courage,  is  so  sunk  with  sop- 

Thntto  a common  judgment  he  would  seem 
To  suffer  like  a woman  ; hut  to  me, 

That  from  the  experience  l have  had  of  many, 
Look  further  in  him,  I do  find  the  deep 
Consideration  of’  what’s  past,  more  frights 
Than  any  other  punishment,  [him 

Euph.  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity;  the  other  but 
A desp’rate  bastard  valour. 

Mar.  I press’d  to  him,  [mand, 

And,  notw  ithstanding  the  Queen’s  strict  com- 
(Having  your  lordship’s  promise  to  secure  me) 
Offer’d  to  free  him  from  his  bonds,  w hich  he 
Refus’d,  with  such  a sorrow,  mix’d  with  scorn, 
That  it  amaz’d  me;  yet  1 urg’d  his  highness 
To  give  one  reason  fof’t:  He  briefly  answer’d, 
That  he  had  sat  in  judgment  on  himself, 

And  found  that  he  deserv'd  them ; that  he 
was 

A ravisher.  and  so  to  suffer  like  one; 

Which  is  the  reason  of  my  tears,  he  addeth, 
For  wer’t  not  I again  should  break  the  laws 
By  scorning  all  their  rigour  can  inflict, 

I should  die  smiling. 


[Act  5.  Scene 

Euph . 1 forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  w ere  mov’d  that  saw  this,  I am  struck 
With  the  relation  so.  Tis  very  well ; 

See  all  things  ready.  1 do  wish  L could 
Send  coinfort  to  the  prince ; (be  ready  with 
bin) 

Tis  in  theQneen’s  breast  only,  which  forus 
To  search  into  were  aauciness.  to  determine 
What  she  thinks  tit.  [Bur  brought  in. 

Enter  Leonidas , with  Merione  in  white;  Eu- 
phoric*, with  Beliza  in  black  ; Qua  n,  Age- 
nor , Canon;  Marshal,  with  Thru  nor.  Crates, 
So* n'les,  Eruton ; lords , ladies f and  guard, 
lArrd.  Make  way  (here  for  the  Queen  ! 
Queen.  Read  hist  the  law,  and  what  our 
ancestors 

Have  in  this  cose  provided,  to  deter 
Suck-like  offenders.  To  you,  gentle  ladies, 
This  only  : 'Would  I could  us  well  give  com- 
fort, 

As  bid  you  he  secure  from  fear  or  doubt 
Of  our  displeasure  ! lie  as  confident 
As  if  your  pica  w ere  'gainst  a common  man, 
To  have  all  right  from  us;  1 will  not  grieve 
For  W' hat’s  mn  worth  my  pity.  Read  the  law-. 

Clerk  [reading].  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth 
agamst  rapes *3;  itis  provided,  and  pubhek- 
ly  enacted  and  confirmed.  That  any  man  of 
what  degree  soever,  olfenug  violence  to  die 
chastity  of  a virgin,  shall,  ipso  facto,  l>c  liable 
to  her  accusation,  and  according  to  the  said 
law  be  censur’d;  ever  provided,  that  it  shall 
be  in  tiie  choice  of  the  said  virgin  so  abused, 
either  to  compel  the  offender  to  marry  Ur 
without  a dowry,  if  so  she  will  be  satisfied, 
or  dt  nmudiiig  Ins  head  for  the  offence,  to 
ha\e  that  accordingly  performed. 

Queen.  You  bear  this : W hat  do  you  de- 
Mer.  The  benefit  [maud? 

The  law  allows  me. 

Bel.  For  the  injury 

Done  to  mine  honour,  I require  his  head. 
Mer.  1 likewise  have  an  eye  upou  in  me 
honour ; 

But  knowing  that  his  death  cannot  restore  it, 
1 ask  him  for  my  husband. 

Bel.  I was  ravish’d,  * 

And  will  have  justice. 

Mer.  I was  ravish’d  too; 

I kneel  for  mercy. 

Bel.  I demand  but  what 
Tin*  law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  w hich  I desire 
Is  by  the  same  law  wurrauted. 

Bel.  The  rape 

On  me  hath  made  a forfeit  of  his  life. 
Which  in  revenge  of  my  disgrace  l plead  for. 
Mer.  The  rape  on  me  gives  me  the  privi- 
Icge 

To  he  his  wife,  and  that  is  all  I sue  for. 


o Lycurgus  the  nineteenth.]  Wliatbusincss  bad  Lycurgus*  laws  at  Corinth  ? This  is  on  odd 
proceeding,  to  commit  a rape  in  one  country,  aud  be  try 'd  and  condemn’d  for  it  by  die  laws 
of  another.  Sytnjxon. 
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Act  5.  Scene  4.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


Ape.  A doubtful  case. 

Leo.  Such  pretty  lawyer*,  yet 
I never  saw  nor  read  of. 

Luph.  May  the  Queen 
Favour  vour  sweel  plea,  madam  ! 

Bel.  is  that  justice? 

Shall  one  that  is  to  suffer  for  a rape 
Be  by  a rape  defended?  Look  upon 
The  publick  enemy  of  chastity, 

This  lustful  satyr,  whose  enrag’d  desires 
The  ruin  of  one  wretched  virgin’s  honour 
Would  not  suffice ; and  shall  the  wreck  of  two 
Be  his  protection?  May  be  I was  ravish’d 
For  his  lust  only,  thou  for  his  defence  ; 

Oh,  fine  evasion  ! shall  with  such  a slight 
Your  justice  he  deluded  ? your  laws  cheated? 
And  he  lliat  for  one  fact  deserv’d  to  die, 

For  sinning  often,  find  impunity?  [w-ert 
But  that  I know  thee,  1 would  swear  thou 
A false  impostor,  and  suborn’d  to  this: 

And  it  may  be  thou  art,  Merione; 

For  badst  thou  suffer'd  truly  what  I have  done, 
Thou  wouidst  like  me  complain,  and  call  fur 
vengeance, 

And,  our  wrongs  being  equal,  I alone 
Should  not  desire  revenge : But  be  it  so ! 

If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punish  it. 

And  foolish  mercy  shew’d  to  him  undo  thee. 
Consider,  fool,  before  it  he  too  late,  [band, 
What  joys  thou  canst  expect  from  such  a hus- 
To  whom  thy  first,  and  what*s  more,  forc’d 
embraces,  [tasteful. 

Which  men  say  heighten  pleasure,  were  dis- 
Mer.  Twas  in  respect  that  then  they  were 
unlawful,  [them, 

tTnhless  d by  Hymen,  and  left  stings  behind 
Which  from  the  marriage-bed  are  ever  ba- 
nish’d. [throne. 

Let  this  court  be  then  the  image  of  Jove’s 
Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  still  attend, 

To  intercede  between  him  and  his  justice; 
And  since  the  law  allows  as  much  to  me 
As  she  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  sentence, 
Which  best  becomes  a mother,  and  a Queen, 
Now  overcome,  nor  let  vour  wisdom  suffer: 
In  doing  right  to  her,  I in  my  wrong 
Endure  a second  ravishment. 

Bel.  You  can  free  him 
Only  from  that  which  does  concern  yourself, 
Not  from  the  punishment  that’s  due  to  me; 
Your  injuries  you  may  forgive,  not  mine  ; 

I plead  mine  own  just  wreak,  which  will  right 
both,  feet: 

Where  that  which  you  desire  robs  me  of  jus- 
Tis  that  which  I appeal  to. 

A. fer  Bloody  woman,  [live  then  ; 

Dost  thou  desire  his  punishment  r Let  him 
For  any  man  to  marry  where  he  likes  U3t 
Is  still  a ling’ring  torment. 

Bel.  For  one  rape  [me. 

One  death's  sufficient ; that  way  cannot  catch 
Mcr.  To  you  1 fly  then,  to  your  mercy, 
madam ! 

Exempting  not  your  justice,  be  but  equal ; 

And  since  in  no  regard  I coiuc  behind  her, 

3 G 


Let  ine  not  so  be  undervalued  in  [notice 
Your  highness’  favour,  that  the  world  take 
You  so  preferr'd  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kill'd  that  son  you  would  not  save  for  roc; 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  madam ! 

Bel.  Great  Queen,  justice? 

Age . With  what  a masculine  constancy  the 
grave  lady 

Hath  heard  them  both  ! 

Leo.  Yet  how  unmov’d  she  sits 
Fn  that  which  most  concerns  her! 

Con.  Now  she  rises;  [ments. 

Ami,  having  well  weigh’d  both  their  argu- 
Resolves  to  speak. 

Knph.  Ami  yet  again  she  pauses: 

Oh,  Conon,  such  a resolution  once 
A Roman  told  me  he  had  seen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kill’d  himself. 

Queen.  *i’is  now  determin’d. 

Merione,  I could  wish  I were  no  Queen, 

To  give  you  satisfaction ; no  mother, 

Keliza,  to  content  you;  mid  would  part 
Even  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their 
wishes; 

But  since  that  is  impossible,  in  few  words 
J will  deliver  what  1 am  resolv'd  on: 

The  end  for  which  all  profitable  laws 
Were  made  looks  two  ways  only,  the  reward 
Of  innocent  good  men,  and  the  punishment 
Of  bad  delinquents:  Ours,  concerning  rapes, 
Provided  that  same  latter  clause  of  marriage 
For  him  that  had  fall'll  once,  not  then  fore- 
seeing [twice 

Mankind  could  prove  so  monstrous,  to  tread 
A path  so  horrid.  The  great  law-giver 
Draco,  that  for  his  strange  severity 
Was  said  to  write  his  stern  decrees  in  blood. 
Made  none  for  parricides,  presuming  that 
No  man  could  be  so  wicked:  Such  might  bo 
Lvcunrus’  answer  (did  he  lire)  for  this. 

But  since  1 find  that  in  my  son  which  was  not 
Doubted  in  any  else,  1 will  add  to  it: 

He  cannot  marry  both,  but  for  both  dying. 
Both  have  their  full  revenge.— You  seo.Beliza, 
You  have  your  wish.  With  you,  Merione, 
I’ll  spend  a tear  or  two.  So,  Heaven  forgivf 
thee ! [judgment, 

The.  Upon  my  knees  I do  approve  your 
And  beg  that  you  would  put  it  into  art 
With  all  speed  possible;  only  that  l may. 
Having  already  made  peace  with  myself, 

Part  so  with  all  the  world.  Princely  Ageoor, 

I ask  vour  pardon.  Yours,  my  lord  Euphnues. 
And,  Crates,  with  the  rest  too,  1 forgive  you; 
Do  you  the  like  for  me.  Yours,  gracious 
mother, 

1 dare  not  ask ; and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  like  a son  of  yours,  tho'  my  life  was  not. 
Perhaps  you  may  vouchsafe  it.  Lastly,  that 
Both  these  whom  I have  wrong’d  may  wish 

my  ashes 

No  heavy  burden,  ere  I suffer  death, 

For  the  restoring  of  Merione’s  honour. 

Let  me  be  married  to  her ; nu«J  then  die 
For  you,  Beliza. 
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412  THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH.  [Act  S.  Scene  4. 


Queen.  Thou  hast  made  in  this 
part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  the  world : 

Thy  suit  is  granted.  Call  a Hamm  forth 
To  do  this  holy  work ; with  him  a headsman. 

Enter  Flamen  and  Executioner. 

Raise  up  thy  weeping  eyes,  Merione ; 

With  tiiis  hand  I confirm  thy  marriage, 
Wishing  that  now  the  gods  would  shew  some 
miracle, 

That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cra.  To  that  purpose 
J am  their  minister.  Stand  not  amaz'd  ; 

To  all  your  comforts,  I will  do  tins  w onder. 
Your  majesty  (with  your  pardon  1 must  speak 

it) 

Allow’d  once  heretofore  of  such  a contract, 
Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revok’d  it, 
Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor ; 
The  grieved  prince  knowing  this,  and  yet  not 
daring 

To  cross  what  you  determin’d,  by  an  oath 
Bound  me  and  these  his  followers  to  do  some- 
thing ^ [it, 

That  he  might  once  enjoy  her ; we,  sworn  to 
And  easily  persuaded,  being  assur’d 
She  was  his  wife  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 
Altho’  some  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting. 
Committed  the  first  rape,  and  brought  fier  to 
him,  [ceiv’d 

Which  broke  the  marriage ; but  when  We  per- 
He  purpos’d  to  abuse  our  ready  service 
In  the  same  kind,  upon  the  chaste  Beliza, 
Holding  ourselves  less  tied  to  him  than  good- 
ness, 

I made  discovery  of  it  to  my  brother, 

^Vho  can  relate  the  rest. 

Euph.  It  is  most  true. 

Queen,  I would  it  were ! 

Euph.  In  ev’ry  circumstance 


It  is,  upon  my  soul : For  this  known  to  me, 

I won  Merione,  in  my  lady’s  habit 
To  be  again  (but  willingly)  surpriz’d ; 

But  with  Agenor,  and  her  noble  brother, 
With  my  approv’d  friend  Conon,  with  snch 
speed  * 

She  was  pursued,  that,  the  lewd  act  scarce 
ended, 

The  prince  (assur’d  he  had  enjoy’d  Beliza, 
For  all  the  time  Merione'*  face  was  cover’d) 
W as  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  pre- 
st  nef, 

But  not  ’till  now  discover'd,  in  respect 
1 hop’d  the  imminent  danger  of  the  prince, 
To  which  hi$  loose  unquench'd  heats  had 
brought  him, 

Being  pursued  unto  the  latest  trial. 

Would  work  in  him  compunction,  which  it 
has  done;  [tions, 

And  these  two  ladies,  in  their  feign’d  conten- 
To  your  delight  1 hope  have  serv’d  as  ma«r 
To  their  own  nuptials.  [quer* 

Queen.  My  choice  was  worthy 
When  first  1 look'd  on  thee:  As  thou  hast 
order’d, 

All  shall  be  done;  and  not  the  meanest  that 
Play’d  in  this  unexpected  comedy. 

But  shall  partake  our  bounty.  And,  my  lord, 
That  with  the  rest  you  may  seem  satisfied, 
If  you  dare  venture  on  a Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  debt  to  years  but  that  she  may 
Bring  you  a lusty  boy,  I offer  up 
Myself  and  kingdom,  during  my  life,  to  you. 

Age.  It  is  a blessing  which  I durst  not  hope 
But  with  all  joy  receive.  [for. 

All.  We  all  applaud  it. 

Queen.  Then  on  unto  the  temple,  where 
the  rites 

Of  marriage  ended,  we’ll  find  new  delights. 

[Exeuvt. 
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THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA 


This  Tragedy  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  1847.  In  the  year  1696,  a friend  of 
George  Powell  the  player,  but  whose  name  is  now  unknown,  made  many  alterations  in 
jt,  and  particularly  in  the  first  two  acts.  It  was  then  acted  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  and 
printed  in  quarto  in  the  same  year.  Since  that  time,  two  other  plays  on  the  same  subject 
have  been  brought  on  the  stage;  one  by  Charles  Hopkins,  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Lin- 
coln's Inn,  in  the  succeeding  year  1697 ; and  the  other  by  Richard  Glover,  Esq.  at  Drury- 
Lane  Theatre,  in  the  year  1733,  under  the  title  of  Boadicea. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


CaeataCII,  Central  af  the  Britons,  Cousin 
to  Bonduca. 

Nennius,  a great  Soldier,  a British  Com- 
mander. 

HenOO,  a brave  Bin/,  Nephew  to  Coratach. 

Suetonius,  General  to  the  Roman  Army  in 
Britain. 

PENIUS,  a brave  Roman  Commander,  but  stub- 
born to  the  General. 

Junius,  a Roman  Captain,  in  love  with  Rnn- 
duca's  Daughter. 

Petillius,  another  Roman  Captain. 

SCENE, 


Sr*’  j R"man  Commanders. 
Keuulus,  T 

MaCER^*'  C fbman  Officers. 

Cuiuus,  j 

Judas,  a Corporal , a couardly  hungry 
Knave. 

Herald. — Druids. — Soldiers. 

Bonduca,  Queen  of  the  Iceni,  a brave  Virago. 
Her  two  Daughters,  by  Prasutagui 

Britain. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters , Heng g,  Nennius , 
and  Soldiers , 

Bonduca.  rT"HE  hardy  Romans?  Qh,  ye  gods 
-*■  of  Britain,  [diers  ! 

The  rust  of  arms,  the  blushing  sbamp  of  sol- 
Are  these  the  men  that  conquer  by  inheri- 
tance? 

The  fortune-makers?  these  the  Julians, 


Enter  Coratach. 

That  with  the  son  measure  the  end  of  nature, 
Making  the  world  but  one  Rome,  and  one 
C*sar? 

Shame,  how  they  flee!  Ccpsar’ssoft  soul  dwells 
in  'em. 

Their  mothers  got  'em  sleeping,  Pleasure 
nurs’d  ’em ; [lurements, 

Jheir  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  love’s  al- 


Not  lusty  arms.  Dare  they  send  these  to 
seek  us,  [wanton? 

Thesp  Roman  girls?  is  Britain  grown  so 
T\vjce  wc  havp  beat  ’em,  Nennius,  scatter’d 
'cin;  [pikes 

And  thro’  tfyeir  big-bon’d  Germans,  on  whose 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph, 
Mac(e  themes  for  songs  to  shame  cm : And 
a woman, 

A woman  beat  ’em,  Nennius;  a weak  wo- 

A woman,  beat  these  Romans ! [man, 

Car.  So  it  seems ; 

A man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bond.  Who’s  that  ? 

Car.  I. 

Bond.  Cousin,  d’you  grieve  my  fortunes? 
Car.  No,  Bonduca; 

If  I grieve,  *tis  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes  : 
You  put  too  much  wiud  to  your  sail ; discre- 
tion 


1 Bonduca , Queen  of  the  Iceni,  a brave  virago,  by  Prosutagns. 

Her  two  daughters.]  Thus  runs  the  folio  of  1679,  from  which  the  editor  of  the  octavo 
inconsiderately  copied.  The  reader  will  see  by  the  course  of  the  play,  that  the  alteration 
m*de  here  i$  undoubtedly  wba$  the  drawer-up  of  the  Dramatis  Penuna  intended.  Sympson . 
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And  hardy  valour  arc  the  twins  of  honour, 
And,  nurs'd  to«rtl»*»r,  make  a conqueror ; 
Divided,  hut  a talker  T'isa  truth,  fronted; 
That  Rome  has  tied  hclore  us  twice,  and 
A truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady. 
And  not  our  tongues  ; a truth  is  none  of  ours. 
Nor  iu  our  ends,  more  than  the  nohic  hearing ; 
For  then  it  leaves  to  he  a virtue,  lady. 

And  we  that  hat  e been  victoi  >,bc«t  ourselves, 
When  tve  insult  upon  our  honour's  subject. 

Bond.  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  us  do, 

And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Cur.  No,  Bonduca; 

So  what  we  snv  exceed  not  what  tve  do. 

You  call  the  Romans  ‘ fearful,  fleeing  Ro- 
mans, [sores:* 

‘And  Roman  girls,  the  lccs  of  tainted  p‘ea- 
Does  this  become  a doer?  are  they  such? 
Bond.  They  are  no  more. 

Cur.  Where  is  voor  conquct  'hen  ? 

Why  are  your  altai  s crown’d  with  wreaths  of 
flowers  ? 

The  beasts  with  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire? 
The  hol  v Druides  composing  songs 
Of  everlasting  life  to  vict  rv?  [game? 

Why  arc  these  triumphs,  Irnlv?  for  a Mny- 
For  hunting  a pool  herd  of  wretched  Romans? 
Is  it  no  more?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  betters, 
Put  out  our  holy  fires,  no  timbrel  ring, 

Joel’s  home  and  sleep ; for  such  great  over- 
throws, 

A candle  bums  too  bright  a sacrifice, 

A glow-worm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.  Ob, 
Nennius, 

Thou  had&t  a noble  uncle  knew-  a Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bond.  By  the  sods,  I think 
Yon  dote  upon  these  Romans,  Caratach  ! 

Cor.  Witness  these  wounds,  1 do;  they 
were  fairly  giv'n  ■ 

I love  on  enemy  ; I was  horn  a soldier; 

And  ho  that  in  the  head  on’s  troop  defies  me, 
Bending  my  manly  body  with  his  sword, 

I make  q mistress.  Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne’er  tied  a longing  virgin  with  more  joy, 
Than  I am  married  to  that  inan  that  wounds 
mo:  [battles 

And  are  not  all  these  Roman?  Ten  struck 
I suck'd  these  honour'd  scars  from,  and  all 
Roman ; 

Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  henvy  marches, 
(When  many  u frozen  storm  sung  thro’  my 
cuiruss, 


[Act  1.  Scene  1, 

And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I - 
Were  the  more  stubborn  metal)havei  wrought 
thro*,  [night 

And  all  to  try  these  Romans.  Ten  times  a* 
I’ve  swam  the  rivers,  when  the  stars*  of 
Rome 

Shot  nt  me  as  f floated,  and  the  billows 
rumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shoulders, 
Charging  my  batter'd  sides  with  troops  of 
agues; 

And  still  to  try  these  Romans,  whom  I found 
(And,  if  I lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  back- 
ward, 

And  be  you  witness, gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  1 brought, 
(Which  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant, 
As  vigilant,  as  w ise,  to  do  and  suffer, 

Ever  advanc’d  as  forward  as  the  Britons, 
Their  .-ietps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  a# 
ours. 

Ay,  and  as  subtle,  lady.  T'is  dishonour, 
And,  follow’d,  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  these  Homans. 
Have  not  1 Seen  the  Britons  - — 

Bond.  What? 

Cor.  Dishearten’d,  [swifter; 

Run,  run,  Bonduca  ! not  the  quipk  rack5 
The  virgin  from  the  hated  ravisber 
Not  half  so  fearful ; not  a flight4  drawn  home, 
A round  stone  from  a sling,  a lover’s  wish, 
E’er  made  that  haste  that  they  have.  By  flw 
gods, 

I’ve  seen  these  Britons,  that  you  magnify, 
Run  ns  they  would  have  out-run  time,  aud 
roaring, 

Basely  for  mercy  roaring;  the  light  shadows 
That  in  a thought  scur  o’er  the  fields  of  corn, 
Halted  on  crutches  to  ’em. 

Bond.  Oh,  ye  powers, 

What  scandals  do  I sutler  ! 

Cor.  Yes,  Bonduca, 

I’ve  seen  thee  run  too ; and  thee,  Nennius; 
Yea,  run  apace,  both  ; then  when  Peuius 
(The  Roman  girl ! cut  thro’  your  armed  cart*. 
And  drove  ’em  headlong  on  yc,  down  the  hill; 
Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  foxes 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ; then  did  I «e 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy, 
And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 
JVYii.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach? 
Cor.  1 fled  too. 

But  not  so  fast ; your  jewel  had  been  Inst  then. 
Young  Hengo  there ; he  trasht  me,  Nennius4- 
For  w hen  your  fears  out-run  him,  then  steptl, 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Roman  fury 


* When  thr  stars  of  Rome.]  Mr.  Theobald  in  his  margin  gives  us  shafts  or  dart*,  ns  think- 
ing the  place  corrupted . 1 have  not,  however,  ventured  to  disturb  the  text;  as  thinking  the 
passage  right  as  it  stands.  Sympxon. 

We  think  Theobald’s  conjecture  very  plausible. 

3 The  quirk  rack.]  i.  e.  the  clouds. 

4 Not  a flight]  here  means  arrow.  So  Shakespeare,  in  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,  act  i. 
scene  1,  makes  Beatrice  sav, 

* He  (Benedick)  challeng’d  Cupid  at  the  fight.'  St/mpson. 

s He  trasht  mef  Nennius.]  The  more  natural  as  well  as  usual  word  in  this  place,  should 

hav# 
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Act  1.  Scene  1.] 

Took  him,  and,with  my  tough  belt,  to  my  back 
1 buckled  him;  behind  him,  toy  sure  shield; 
And  then  I follow'd.  If  I say  1 fought 
Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I he  not,  Nennius.  Neither  had  you  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more, 
But  tliat  the  son  of  Virtue,  Penius,  [danger. 
Seeing  ine  steer  thro'  all  these  storms  of 
My  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  sword),  my 
prow  [ bly, 

Turn  u to  my  foe  ftny  face),  he  cried  out  no- 
Go,  Briton,  bear  thy  lion’s  whelp  off  safely  ; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  thee ; grow 
strong, 

And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms  ; 
Then  if  thou  stand'st,  thou'rt  mine.  L took 
his  offer, 

And  here  I mu  to  honour  him. 

bond.  Oh, cousin,  [me! 

From  w hat  a flight  of  honour  hast  thou  cheek’d 
What  wouldst  thou  make  me,  Carutach? 

Car.  See,  lady. 

The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses*.  [ this, 
Does  this  afflict  you?  Had  the  Komanscried 
And,  us  we  have  doue  theirs,  sung  out  these 
fortunes, 

Rail'd  on  our  base  condition,  booted  at  us, 
Made  marks  ns  far  os  th’  earth  was  ours,  to 
shew  us 

Nothing  but  sea  could  stop  our  flights,  de- 
spis'd us, 

And  held  it  equal  whether  banqueting 
Or  heating  of  the  Britons  were  moi  e business, 
It  would  have  gall'd  you. 

Bond.  Ix*t  me  think  we  conquer'd. 

Cur.  Do  ; but  so  think,  as  we  may  be  con- 
quer’d ; 

And  wh«  re  we  have  found  virtue,  tho’  in  those 
That  came  to  make  us  slaves,  let’s  cherish  it. 
There’s  not  a blow  we  gave  since  Julius 
lauded,  [cords, 

That  was  of  strength  and  worth,  but,  like  re- 
They  tile  to  after-ages.  Our  registers 


The  Romans  are,  for  nobledeeds  of  honour; 
And  shall  we  brand  their  mentions  with  up- 
braidings7  ? 

bond.  No  more;  I see  myself.  Th*  hast 
made  me,  cousin,  [me. 

More  than  my  fortunes  durst,  for  they  abus'd 
And  wound  me  up  so  high,  I swcll'd  with 
glory : 

Thy  temperance  has  cur’d  that  tympany. 
And  giv'n  me  health  again;  nay  more,  dis- 
cretion. [Romans. 

Shall  we  have  peace?  for  now  l love  these 

Car.  Thy  love  and  hate  are  both  unw  ise 
ones,  lady. 

Bond.  Your  reason  ? 

Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  arms? 

Cur.  Not  where  the  cause  implies  a gene- 
ral conquest: 

Had  we  a diff’rence  with  some  petty  isle. 

Or  with  our  neighbours,  lady,  for  our  land- 
marks, 

The  taking  in  of  some  rebellious  lord. 

Or  making  bead  against  commotions, 

After  a day  of  blood,  peace  might  be  argued ; 
But  where  we  grapple  for  the  ground  we  live 
The  libc  rty  wo  hold  as  dear  as  life,  [on. 
The  gods  we  worship,  and  next  those,  our 
honours,  [battles 

And  with  those  swords  that  know  no  end  of 
Those  men,  beside  themselves,  allow  no 
neighbour; 

Those  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  in- 
heritance. 

And  where  the  sun  makes  ripe  the  fruits, 
their  harvest. 

And  where  they  inarch,  but  measure  out  more 
ground 

To  add  to  Rome,  and  here  i’th*  bowels  on  us; 
It  must  not  be.  No,  ns  they  are  our  foes, 
And  those  that  must  he  so  until  we  tire  ’em; 
Let’s  use  the  peace  of  honour,  that’s  fair  deal- 
ing* [man 

But  iu  our  ends  our  swords*.  That  hardy  Ro- 


have  been  trac'd , i.r.  4 followed  ;’  and  probably  the  line  ran  so  in  the  Authors’  MSS.  for, 
if  I remember  right,  truth  absolutely  taken  is  not  to  be  met  with  in  the  sense  here  re- 
quired. Sympton. 

4 To  trash  a hound’  is  a term  of  hunting  still  used  in  the  north,  and  perhaps  not  uncom- 
mon in  other  parts,  of  England  : It  is,  to  comet , to  rate. — Caratach  says,  4 It  is  very  true, 
4 Nennius,  that  I fled  from  the  Romans.  But  recollect,  I did  not  run  so  fast  as  you  pro- 
4 tend  : I soon  stood  still,  to  defend  your  favourite  youth  Hengo : He  stopped  inv jlight,  and 
4 I saved  his  life.’  In  this  passage,  where  trash  properly  signifies  check , the  commentators, 
substitute  trace ; a correction  which  entirely  destroys  the  force  of  the  context,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  reply.  Warton. 

•  iff,  tody, 

The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses. ] i.  e.  Observe  the  noble  tehuviour  of  the  Romans 
when  they  conquer. 

7 And  shall  we  burn  their  mentions.]  The  variation  in  the  text,  proposed  bv  Sympson. 

• Ends  tmr  swords.]  The  sense  seems  to  labour  here  : what  I have  offer’d  for  ends] 

is  clear  aud  absolute.  4 Let  us  use  the  peace  of  honour,  hut  not  tamely  and  submissively 
4 desire  it:  No,  let  us  seek  it  with  our  swords  in  our  hands , as  though  we  could  carve  it  out 
4 for  ourselves,  if  tlie  conditions  offered  are  not  honourable.’  Sympson. 

Ends  here  means  purposes  : ‘We  may  deal  honourably,  but  our  end  must  be  war/  This 
is  the  sum  of  the  whole  speech;  aud  the  propriety  of  this  interpretation  is  continued  by  Bou- 
duca  afterwards  saying,  4 Tlie  Romans  shall  have  worthy  wars,' 
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That  hopes  to  graft  himself  into  my  stock. 
Must  first  begin  his  kindred  under-ground, 
And  be  allied  in  ashes. 

Bond.  Caratach, 

As  thou  bast  nobly  spoken,  shall  be  done ; 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I here  deliver: 
The  Roman*  shafl  have  worthy  wars. 

Car.  They  shall:  [stiffer, 

And,  little  sir,  when  your  young  bones  grow 
And  when  I see  you  able  in  a morning 
To  beat  a dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfast/ 
I’ll  tie  you  to  a sword. 

Heugo.  And  what  then,  uncle? 

Cur.  Then  you  must  kill,  *ir,  the  ne*t 
valiant  Roman 
That  calls  you  knave. 

Hengo.  And  must  I kill  bnt  one? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I hope. 

Hengo.  I hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That  is  a noble  boy ! Come,  worthy 
lady, 

to  our  seveml  charges,  and  henceforth 
Allow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth. 

[Kseunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Junius  and  Pet  il/ tut. 

Pet,  What  ail’st  thou,  man?  dost  thou 
Jun.  No.  [want  meat? 

Pet.  Cloaths? 

Juh.  Neither.  For  HeavVa  love, leave  me! 
Pet.  Drink? 

Jun . You  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  drink  ; I know  ’tis  drink. 
Jun.  Tis  no  drink. 

Pet.  1 say,  ’tis  drink  ; for  what  affliction 
Can  light  so  heavy  on  a soldier. 

To  dry  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  n#  drink  ? 
Thou  shall  have  drink. 

Jun.  ’Prithee,  Petillius— 

Pet.  And,  by  mine  horn/ur,  much  drink, 
valiant  drink : 

Never  tell  me,  thou  shalt  have  drink.  I see, 
Like  a true  friend,  into  thy  wants;  ’tis  drink; 
And  when  1 leave  thee  to  a desolation, 
Especially  of  that  dry  nuture,  hang  lue. 

Juh.  Why  do  you  do  this  to  me? 

Pet.  For  1 see, 

Altho’  your  m«>deity  would  fain  conceal  it,- 
Which  sits  as  sweetly  on  a soldier 

As  an  old  side-saddle 

Jun.  What  do  you  see  ? [drink. 

Pet.  1 see  ns  fair  os  day  *,  that  thou  want’st 
Did  I not  find  thee  gaping  like  an  oyster 
For  a uew  tide?  Thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare, 
Like  a low  ebb  ; thy  soul,  that  rid  in  sack. 
Lies  moor’d  for  want  of  liquor.  Du  but  see 
Into  thyself;  for,  by  the  gods,  I do; 

For  all  thy  body’s  chap’d  and  crack’d  like 
timber, 


For  want  of  moisture:  What  is’t  thoummt’st 
there,  Junius, 

An  if  it  be  not  drink  ? 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  on’t. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a whore  too;  say  it  be; 
come,  meecher 

Thou  shalt  have  both ; a pretty  valiant  fellow, 
Die  for  a little  lap  and  lechery  ? 

No,  it  shall  ne’er  be  said  in  our  country, 
Thou  diedst  o’  th’  chin-cough.  Hear,  thou 
noble  Roman, 

The  son  of  her  that  loves  a soldier. 

Hear  what  I promis’d  for  thee  ! thus  I said : 
Lady,  I take  thy  Son  to  my  companion; 
Lady,  I love  thy  son,  thv  son  loves  war, 
The  war  loves  danger,  danger  drink,  drink 
discipline, 

Which  is  society  and  lechery  ; 

These  two  beget  commanders:  Fear  not,  lady; 
Thy  son  shall  lend. 

JUn.  Tis  a strange  thing,  f\  till  ins, 

That  so  ridiculous  and  loose  a mirth 
Can  master  your  affections. 

Pet.  Any  mirth, 

And  any  way,  of  any  subject,  Junius, 

Is  better  than  unmanly  mnstiness.  [wench? 
What  harm’s  in  drink?  in  a good  whol«oiu« 
I do  beseech  you,  sir,  what  error?  Yet 
It  ratmotout  of  my  head  handsomely, 

Bat  thou  wotiidst  fain  be  drunk ; come,  no 
more  fooling; 

The  general  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  11c  must  have  new  acquaintance  for 
For  I will  none,  I fhank  ye.  [it  too, 

Pet.  * None,  I think  you  ? * 

A short  and  touchy  answer ! * None,  I thank 
Yon  do  not  scorn  rt,  do  you?  [you?’ 

Juh.  God*  defend,  sir ! 

I owe  him  still  raofe  honour. 

Pd.  4 None,  I thank  you?’  [you?’ 

No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  * I thank 
You  shuil  be  worse  entreated,  sir. 

Jun.  Petillius, 

As  thou  aft  honest,  leave  me  * 

Pet.  4 None,  I thank  you  ? * 

A modest  and  a decent  resolution,  [n?u«. 
And  well  pdf  on.  Yes ; 1 will  leave  you,  Ju- 
And  leave  you  to  the  boys,  thut  very  shortly 
Shall  all  salute  you  by  your  new  siruaroe 
Of  Junius  4 None  I tiiabkyou.’  I would 
starve 

Hang,-  drown,  despair,  deserve  the  forks 
lie  open 

To  alf  the  dangerous  passes  of  a wench. 
Round  to  believe  her  tears.and  wed  her  aches, 
Ere  1 would  own  thy  follies.  1 have  foundyou, 
\ our  lays,  and  dUt-lcaps,  Junius,  haunts. and 
Iralges ; . [skill 

I’ve  viewM  you1,  and  I’ve  found  you  by  ray 
To  be  a fool  o’  th’  first  head,  Junius, 

And  I will  huutyou  : You’re  iu  love,  1 know  it; 


* As  far  as  day.]  Amended  in  1750. 

MeecketJj  See  note  » on  The  Scornful  Lady. 
“ Porks  ] i.  e.  die  gnliouu.  Sympson: 
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Act  1.  Scene  2.] 

You  are  an  ass,  and  all  the  camp  shall  know  it; 
A peevish  idle  hov,  your  dame  shall  kuow  it; 
A wronger  of  my  care,  yourself  shall  kuow  it. 

Enter  Judas  and  four  Soldiers. 

Judus.  A bean  ? a princely  diet,  a full  halt- 
To  what  we  compass.  [quet, 

1 Sold.  Fight  like  hogs  for  acorns? 

2 Sold.  Venture  our  Lives  for  pig-nuts? 
Pet.  What  ail  these  rascals? 

3 Sold.  I f this  hold,  we're  starv’d. 

Judas.  For  my  part,  friends,  [world 

Which  is  but  tweuly  beans  a-day,  (a  hard 
For  officers,  and  men  of  action  !) 

And  those  so  dipt  by  master  Mouse,  ami 
rotten — [fruits 

fFor  understand  'em  French  beans,  where  the 
Are  ripeu’d  like  the  people,  in  old  tubs) 

For  mine  own  part,  Isay,  I'm  starv'd  already, 
Mot  worth  another  bean,  consum'd  to  nothing, 
Nothing  but  flesh  13  and  bones  left,  miserable: 
Now  if  this  musty  provender  can  prick  me 
To  honourable  mailers  of  atchievemenr,  Gen- 
Why,  there’s  the  point.  [tlemeu, 

4 Sold.  I’ll  light  no  more. 

Pet.  You’ll  hang  then  ! [cals, 

A sovereign  help  for  hunger.  Yc  eating  ras- 
W hose  gods  are  beef  and  bre\%  is  ! w hose  brave 
augers 

J)o  execution  upon  these,  and  chibbals 13 ! 
Ye  dogs’  heads  in  the  porridge-pot ! ye  light 
no  more  ? 

Does  Rome  depend  upon  your  resolution 
JFor  eating  mouldy  pie-crust? 

3 Sold.  ’Would  we  had  it  l 
Judus.  I may  do  service,  captain. 

Pet.  In  a fish-market.  [fighting 

You,  corporal  Curry-comb,  what  will  your 
Profit  the  commonwealth?  d’  you  hope  to  tri- 
umph ?.  [ler. 

Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodtnan  Cob- 
C'lap  a new  sole  tu,  th'  kingdom  ? ’Sdeath,  ye 
You  tight, or  not  light?  [dog-whclps, 

Judus.  Captain! 

Pet.  Out,  ye  flesh-flies ! 

Nothing  but  noise  and  nastiness! 

Judas.  Give  us  incut, 

Whereby  we  may  do. 


Pet.  Whereby  hangs  your  valour? 

Judas.  Good  bits  aftord  good  blows. 

Pet.  A good  position:  [mouth, 

Mow  long  is' t since  thou  eat’st  last?  Wipe  thy 
Apd  then  tell  truth. 

Judas.  I have  not  eat  to  th*  purpose 

Pet.  4 To  th’  purpose?’  what’s  that?  half 
a cow,  and  gar  lick  ? [not ; 

Ye  rogues,  my  company  eat  turf,  and  talk 
l imber  they  can  digest,  and  fight  upon’t; 
Oid  mats,  and  inud  with  spoons,  rare  meats. 
Your  shoes,  slaves ; 

Dare  ye  cry  out  for  hunger,  and  those  extant  ? 
Suck  your  sword  hilts,  ye  slaves;  if  ye  be 
valiant, 

Honour  will  make  ’em  marchpane.  4 To  the 
purpose?’  ftleman, 

A grievous  penance  ! Dost  thou  see  that  gen- 
That  melancholy  monsieur? 

Jun.  ’Pray  you,  Petillius  ! 

Pet . He  lias  not  eat  these  three  weeks. 

2 Sold.  11’  has  drunk  the  more  then. 

3 Sold.  And  that’s  ail  one. 

Pet.  Nor  drunk  nor  slept  these  two  months. 
Judas.  Captain,  we  do  beseech  you,  as  poor 
soldiers,  [stomachs 

Men  that  have  seen  good  days,  whose  mortal 

May  sometime  feel  afllictions 

[To  Junius. 

Jun.  This,  Petillius, 

Is  not  so  nobly  done. 

Pet.  Tin  common  profit ; 

Urge  him  to  th*  point,  he’ll  find  you  out  a food 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  stomach!  a strange 
furmity  A [heads, 

Will  feed  you  up  ns  fat  as  hens  i*  th*  fore- 
And  make  ve  light  like  tichoks;  to  him. 
Judos.  Captain 

Jun.  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throats  cut  ? 
Pet.  See  what  mettle 

It  makes  in  him:  Two  meals  more  of  this 
And  there  lies  Caratach.  [melancholy, 

Judas.  We  do  beseech  you 

2 Sold.  Humbly  beseech  your  valour 

Jun.  Am  I only 
Become  your  sport,  Petillius? 

Judas.  But  to  render 

In  way  of  general  good,  in  preservation 


’*  Flesh  and  tones  left.]  This  is  really  a merry  description  of  a man  lumgcr->tarv<;d ; he 
was  reduced  to  flesh,  aiul  bones!  Whv  what  would  he  he  at?  Would  he  be  more  than  so? 
Modes  of  speech  are  strangely  altered,  if  we  should;  not  read  and  the  Poets  have4vrote, 

4 Skin  and  bones.’  Sympson. 

It  is  meant  to  be  a merry  description , as  the  rest  of  the  scene  proves. 

Chtbbals.]  A sort  of  onions.  So  Ben  Jonson,  in  his  Gipsies  Metamorphosed. 

4  Where  the  cacklcfs,  hut  no  gruuters, 

4 Shall  uncas'd  be  for  the  hunters: 

4 Those  we  still  must  keep  alive; 

4 I,  and  put  them  out  to  thrive 
4 in  the  parks,  ami  in  the  crmscs, 

4 And  the  finer  walled  places; 

4 As  Saint  James's,  Greenwich,  Tiblials, 

4 Where  die  acorns  plump  as  chibbals, 

1 Soon  shall  change  both  kind  and  name, 

4 And  proclaim  ’em  the  king's  game.’  Sympson, 

Vou  11%  3 H 
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Ju «.  Out  of  my  thoughts,  ye  slaves ! 

4 Sold.  Or  rather  pity ’ 

3 Sold.  Your  warlike  remedy  against  the 
maw -worms. 

Judas.  Or  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 
j Pet,  Out  with  your  table-books  ! 

Jun.  Is  this  true  friendship  ? 

And  must  my  killing  griefs  make  others  May- 
games  ? 

Stand  from  my  sword's  point,  slaves!  your 
poor  starv’d  spirits 

Cnu  make  me  no  oblations  ; else,  oh.  Love, 
Thou  proudly-blind  destruction,  I vyould  send 
thee  [rows. 

Whole  hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  sor- 
Judas.  Alas^  he  lives  by  love,  sir. 

[£ri/  Junius. 

Pet.  So  he  does,  sir ; 

And  cannot  you  do  so  too?  All  my  company 
Are  now  in  love;  ne’er  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  provant  is:  Aytnesf  and  hearty  hey- 
hocs 

Are  sallads  fit  for  soldiers.  Live  by  meat? 
Bv  larding  up  your  bodies?  ’tls  lewd, and  Inry, 
And  shews  ye  merely  mortal,  dull,  and  drives 
ye  [noses. 

To  fight,  like  rnmcls,  with  baskets  at  your 
Get  ye  in  love  ! Yc  cun  whore  well  enough. 
That  all  the  world  knows ; fast  ye  into  famine, 
Yet  ye  can  crawl  like  crabs  to  wenches; 
‘handsomely 

Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  sec  example, 
And  foliow’t  but  with  all  your  thoughts,  pro - 
batum , 

There’s  so  much  charge  sav’d,  and  your  hun- 
ger’s ended.  [ Drum  afar  off. 

Away ! I hear  the  general.  Get  ye  in  love  all, 
\Jp  t(>  the  ears  in  love,  that  I may  lieSr 
Mo  more  of  these  rude  raurinurings ; and 
discretely 

Carry  your  stomachs,  or  I prophesy 
A pickled  rope  will  choke  ye.  Jog.  and  talk 
not!  [Kxtunt. 

£nter  Suetonius , Demetrius,  Did  us , drum 
and  co fours. 

Suet.  Demetrius,  is  the  messenger  dis- 
patch'd 

To  Penius,  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  regiment  ? 

l)em.  He’s  there  by  this  time. 

Suet.  And  are  the  horse  well  view’d  we 
brought  from  Mona  ? 

Dec.  The  troops  arc  full  and  lustv. 

Suet.  Good  Pcriilius,  [victuals. 

Look  to  those  eating  rogues,  that  bawl  for 


[Act  1.  Scene  2. 

And  stop  their  throats  a day  or  two : Provi- 
Wairs  but  the  wind  to  reach  us.  [sion 

Pet.  Sir,  already 

I have  been  tampering  with  their  stomachs, 
which  I find 

As  deaf  as  adders  to  delays:  Your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies;  nay, 
rebellions;  [uproars’ 

Now,  an  they  want  but  mustard,  they’re  in 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lusitanian  tigs, 

And  winr  from  J^esbos,  now  can  satisfy  ’em; 
The  British  waters  are  grown  dull  and  muddy. 
The  fruit  disgustful;  Orontes1*  must  he  sought 
for, 

And  apples  f rotn  the  Happy  J sles ; the  truth  is, 
They  are  more  curious  now  in  having  nothing, 
Than  if  the  sea  anu  land  turn’d  up  thvir 
treasures. 

This  lost  the  colonies,  and  gave  Bondocn 
(With  shame  we  must  record  it;  time  and 
strength 

To  look  into  onr  fortunes  ; great  discretion 
To  follow  offVr’d  vict’ry;  and  last,  full  pride 
■ To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  scorn  our  ruin'1. 
Suet.  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius!  I 
confess 

My  w ill  to  conquer  Mona,  and  long  stny 
To  execute  that  will,  let  in  tliese  losses: 

All  shall  be  right  again,  and  as  a pine 
Rent  from  Octa  by  a sweeping  tempest, 
Jointed  again,  and  made  a mast,  dr  lies 
Those  angry  winds  that  split  him  ; so  will  T. 
Piec'd  to  iny  never-failing  strength  and  for- 
tune, 

Steer  thro’  these  swelling  dangers,  plow  their 
prides  up,  [pests. 

And  bear  like  thunder  thro’  their  loudest  tem- 
Tliey  keep  the  field  still? 

. Dent.  Confident  and  full. 

Pet.  In  such  a number,  one  would  swear 
they  grew: 

The  hills  are  wooded  with  thoir  particins1*, 
And  all  the  vallies  overgrown  with  darts, 

As  moors  are  with  rank  rushes;  no  ground 
left  us  [tune 

To  charge  upon,  no  mom  to  strike.  Say  for- 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  into  'cm, 
They  arc  so  infinite,  so  ever-springing, 

We  shall  be  kill’d  with  killing  ; of  desperate 
women,  [deni 

That  neither  fear  nor  shame  e’er  found,  the 
lias  rank'd  amongst  ’em  multitude:; ; «y  die 
men  fail, 

They’ll  poison  us  with  their  petticoats ; say 
they  fail,  [thing. 

They’ve  priests  enough  to  pray  us  into  so- 


*4  il/ona.]  i.  e.  the  Trie  of  Anglesea. 

‘5  Orontcs, J Our  Poets  are  sadly  out  here  in  their  choice  of  pleasant  waters  for  drinking. 
Mr.  Mauudrcll  says,  the  waters  of  this  river  arc  thick  and  tin  hid,  as  unfit  to  be  drunk,  *5 
its  fish  to  be  eaten.  Choa*pes  was  undoubtedly  what  they  would  have  said,  but  trusting  to 
memory  they  made  this  mistake.  The  waters  of  this  river  were  famous  for  their  fineness, 
&c.  and  as  .'Elian  tells  us  were  drunk  by  the  Persian  monarchs,  let  them  be  in  what  part  of 
their  dominions  they  would.  Sympson. 

I%  Partizans.]  Pikes  or  halberts. 
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Act  1.  Scene  $.] 

Suet.  These  are  imaginations,  dreams  of 
nothing ; 

The  man  that  doubts  or  fears—  — 

Dec.  I'm  free  of  both. 

Dent.  The  self-same  I.  ( 

Pet.  And  I as  free  as  any; 

As  cureless  of  my  flesh,  of  that  we  call  life, 
So  I may  lose  it  nobly,  as  indifferent 
As  if  it  were  my  diet.  Yet,  noble  general. 

It  was  a wisdom  learn ’d  from  you,l  learn M it, 
And  worthy  of  a soldier’s  care,  most  worthy, 
To  wfeigh  with  most  deliberate  circumstance 
The  ends  of  accidents,  above  their  oilers ; 
IIow  to  go  on  and  get 17 ; to  save  a Roman, 
Whose  one  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  do- 
ing, [viewing, 

Than  millions  of  these  painted  wasps;  how, 
To  find  advantage  out ; how,  fouud,  to  follow 

it 

With  counsel  and  discretion, lest  mere  fortune 
Should  claim  the  victory. 

Suet,  Tis  true,  Petiilius,  [tain, 

And  worthily  remember’d  i The  rule  is  cer- 
Tlteir  uses  no  less  excellent;  but  where  time 
Cuts  off  occasions,  danger,  time  and  all 
Tend  to  a present  peril ,H,  ’tis  requir’d 
Our  swords  and  manhoods  be  best  counsel- 
lors, [tiling. 

Our  expeditions,  precedents.  To  win  is  no- 
Where  Reason,  Time,  and  Counsel  are  our 
camp-masters : [nuerors, 

But  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  con- 
Wiiere  pale  Destruction  takes  us,  takes  us 
beaten,  [fulls, 

In  wants  and  mutinies,  ourselves  but  'hand-' 
And  to  ourselves  our  own  fears,  needs  a new 
way, 

A sudden  and  a desperate  execution: 
litre,  how  to  save,  is  loss ; to  be  wise,  dan- 
gerous; 

Only  a present  well-united  strength,  [it: 
And  minds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  dispatch 
Disputing  and  delay  hcie  cool  the  courage  ; 
Necessity  gives  time  for  doubts19;  (thiugs 
infinite, 

According  lo  the  spirit  they  are  preach’d  to :) 
Rewards  like  them s0,  and  names  for  alter- 
ages,  , 


Must  steel  the  soldier,  hiS  own  shame  help 
to  arm  hini : 

And  having  forc’d  his  spirit,  ere  he  cools, 
Fling  him  upon  hiscnemies;  sudden  and  swift, 
Liketlgers  amongst  foxes,  we  must  light  for’t: 
Fury  must  be  our  fortune;  shame  we’ve  lose 
Spurs  ever  in  our  sides  to  prick  us  forward : 
There  i>  no  other  wisdom  nor  discretion 
Due  to  this  day  of  ruin,  but  destruction  ; 
The  soldier’s  order  first,  and  then  his  anger* 
Don,  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 
Suet.  Then  no  doubt  [woman 

The  day  must  needs  be  ours.  That  the  proud 
Is  infinite  in  number  better  likes  ine,  fanny 
Than  if  we  dealt  with  squadrons;  half  her 
Shall  choak  themselves,  their  own  swords  dig 
their  graves. 

I’ll  tell  ye  all  my  fears;  one  single  valour. 
The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach, 

More  doubts  me  than  all  Britain : He’s  a 
soldier  [tunes. 

So  forg’d  out,  and  so  temper’d  for  great  for- 
So  much  man  thrust  into  him,  so  old  in  dan- 
gers, [name 

So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  that  his  mere- 
Fights  in  a thousand  men,  himself  in  millions, 
To  make  him  Roman : But  no  more.  Petiilius, 
How  stands  your  charge? 

Pet.  Ready  for  all  employments, 

To  be  commanded  too,  sir. 

Suet.  Til  well  govern’d ; [horts : 

Tomorrow  wt;’ll  draw  out,  and  view  the  co- 
1’  th’  menu  time,  all  apply  their  offices. 
Where’s  Junius? 

Pet.  In’s  cabin,  sick  o’  th*  mumps,  sir. 
Suet.  How  ? 

Pet.  In  love,  indeed  in  love,  most  lamen- 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Dido.  [tably  loving, 
Dec.  Alas,  poor  gentleman  ! 

Suet.  ’Twill  make  him  fight  the  nobler. 
With  what  lady  ? 

I’ll  be  a spokesman  for  him. 

Pet.  You’ll  scant  speed,  sir. 

Suet.  Who  is't?  [ter; 

Pet.  The  devil’s  dam,  Bonduca's  Diiugh- 
Iler  youngest,  crack’d  i’  th’  ring. 

Suet.  I’m  sorry  for  him : 

But  sure  liis  own  discretion  will  reclaim  him; 


17  Go  on  and  get.]  4 To  go  on  and  get*  is  a little  savouring  of  tautology ; for  if  a man  goes 
on,  hi  the  sense  of  this  passage,  be  cannot  chuse  but  get.  ‘ But  to  go  on,  and  yet  not  lose 
a Roman,’  is  an  expression  which  the  words  immediately  following  would  induce  us  to  be- 
lieve the  Poets  wrote  here.  I have  not  however  disturbed  the  text,  and  only  humbly  offer 
this  innovation  to  the  judgment  of  the  reader.  Symuson. 

4 To  go  on  and  get’  is,  wt  think,  right,  aud  means  simply  * to  proceed  with  advantage.’ 

|S danger,  tone  arid  all 

Tend  tv  a present  peril. j i.  e.  Danger  tends  to  a present  danger.  Our  Poets  might  have 
been  guiltv  of  such  inaccuracy,  and  they  might  not.  Evil  is  very  near  in  letters  to  peril, 
taking  away  the  p,  a d might  probably  have  been  the  word.  Seward. 

JSn  etsity  give*  tmtejor  doubts. J The  whole  context  seems  to  require  * gives  no  time  for 
doubts : ’ 

4 Disputing  and  delay  here  cool  the  courage.* 

See  the  whole  speech. 

**  heuurdx  like  them.]  This  seems  to  be  Corrupt;  or,  which  is  more  probable,  there  ieeni^ 
to  Le  u hnc  Just  here. 

3 H 5 
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He  must  deserve  our  anger  else.  Good  cap- 
tains, 

Apply  yourselves  in  all  the  pleasing  forms 
Ye  can,  unto  the  soldiers  ; tire  their  spirits, 
And  set  ’em  fit  to  run  this  action  ; 

Mine  own  provisions  shall  be  shar’d  amongst 
’em, 


[Act  12.  Scene  i 

Till  more  come  in;  tell  ’em,  if  now  they 
conquer, 

The  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  ’em. 
Their  shames  forgot,  their  honours  infinite, 
And  want  forever  banish'd.  Two  days  hence, 
Our  fortunes,  and  our  swurd9,  and  gods  be 
for  us ! [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Penius , Regulus , Macer , and  t)rusius. 
Pen  T A/ UST  come?  [sir. 

A Macer.  So  the  cenend  com  mauds, 
Pen.  I mutt  bring  up  my  regiment? 
Macer.  Believe,  sir, 

I bring  no  lie. 

Pen.  But  did  he  say,  I mas? come? 
Macer.  So  delivered.  [tnanded 

Pen.  How  long  is't,  lU-gulus,  since  1 cotn- 
In  Britain  here? 

Reg.  About  five  years,  great  Pen  ins. 

Pen.  The  general  some  live  months.  Are 
all  my  actions 

So  poor  and  lost,  my  services  so  barren, 
That  I’m  remember’d  in  no  nobler  language 
But  must  come  up  ? 

Macer.  1 do  beseech  you,  sir, 

Weigh  bnt  the  time’s  estate. 

Pen.  Yes,  good  lieutenant, 

I do,  and  his  that  sways  it.  Must  come  up  ? 
Am  L turn’d  bare  centurion?  Must  and  shall t 
Fit  embassies  to  court  my  honour? 

Macer.  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a handful  of  my  men 
A gainst  an  hundred  thousand  barbarous  slaves 
That  have  inarch'd  name  by  name  with 
Rome’s  best  doers  ? 

Serve  ’em  up  some  other  meat ; I’ll  bring 
no  food 

To  stop  the  jaws  of  all  those  hungry  wolves; 
My  regiment's  mine  own.  I musty  my  lan- 
guage? 

Enter  Curius. 

Cur.  Penius,  where  lit  the  host? 

Pen.  Where  Fate  may  find  ’em. 

Cur.  Are  they  ingirt? 

Pen.  The  battle’s  lost. 

Cur.  So  soon?  [won; 

Pen.  No;  hut  ’tis  lost,  because  it  must  be 
The  Britons  must  be  victors.  Whoe’er  saw 


A troop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a few  corrupted  carcasses. 

Let  him  behold  the  silly  Roman  host, 
Girded  with  millions  of  fierce  Britain’s  swaioS, 
With  deaths  us  many  as  they  have  had  hopes} 
And  then  go  thither,  he  that  loves  his  shame! 
I scorn  my  life,  vet  dare  not  lose  uiy  name. 

Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a most  famous  end. 
When  both  our  names  and  lives  are  sacrific'd 
For  Home's  encrease  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  Curius;  but  mark  this  too: 
What  glory  is  there,  or  what  lasting  fame 
Can  he  to  Rome  or  us,  what  full  example, 
When  one  is  smother'd  with  a multitude, 
And  crowded  in  amongst  a nameless  press? 
Honour  got  out  of  flint,  and  on  their  head* 
Whose  virtues,  like  the  sun,  exhal’d  ail  it* 
lours’*. 

Must  not  be  lost  in  mists  and  fogs  of  people 
Noteless,  ami  out  of  name,  both  rude  and 
naked  w : 

Nor  can  Rome  task  us  with  impossibilities, 
Or  bid  us  fight  against  a floor!  ; we  serve  her. 
That  she  may  proudly  say  she  has  gtwd  sol- 
diers, [ fools, 

Not  slaves  to  choke  all  hazards.  Who  hut 
That  make  no  diit ’rencc  betwixt  certain  dyiue. 
And  dying  well,  would  fling  their  fumes  and 
fortunes 

Into  this  Britain  gulf,  this  quicksand  ruin, 
That,  sinking,  swallows  us?  what  noble  hand 
Cun  fiud  a subject  fit  for  blood  there?  or 
wuat  sword 

Room  for  his  execution  ? what  air  to  cool  us, 
But  poison’d  with  their  blasting  breaths  and 
curses, 

Where  we  be  buried  quick  above  the  ground, 
And  are  with  l^bourrtig  sweat,  aud  breaihlrs* 
pain. 

Kill’d  like  to  slaves,  and  cannot  kill  again? 
Drus.  Pcuius,umrk  antieut  wars,  aud  kuow 
that  then 

A captain  weigh’d  an  hundred  thousand  men11. 


••  Like  the  sun,  eshaf U all  valours.]  The  simile,  and  the  argument,  both  seem  to  requirt 
us  to  read  vapours. 

**  But  rudt  and  nuked.]  Amended  by  Synopson. 

*3  . that  then  , 

Captains  utig/id.]  The  corruption  here  is  very  evident,  but  little  trouble  will  set  all 
right.  We  may  read  thus,  ‘ that  then 

* Ten  captains  weigh’d.’ 

Or  thus,  ‘ that  ten 

* Captains  outweigh’d  ’—The  number  has  cither  b<*n 

drop* 
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Act  2.  Scene  4.] 


Pen.  Drusius,  mark  antieot  wisdom,  and  | 
you’ll  find  then, 

He  gave  the  overthrow  that  sav’d  his  men. 

1 must  not  go. 

Reg.  The  soldiers  are  desirous, 

Their  eagle*  all  drawn  out,  sir. 

Pen.  Who  drew  up,  Regulus? 

Ila?  speak!  did  vou?  whose  bold  will  durst 
attempt  this ? 

Drawn  out?  why,  who  commands,  sir?  on 
whose  warrant 
Durst  they  advance  ? 

Reg.  1 keep  mine  own  obedience. 
l)rus.  Tin  like  the  general  cause,  their  love 
of  honour. 

Relieving  of  their  wants 

Pen.  Without  my  knowledge?  fsures? 
Am  1 no  more?  my  place  but  at  their  plea- 
Come,  who  did  this? 

Drvs.  By  Heaven,  sir,  I am  ignorant. 
[Drw» I snfVy  within,  then  enter  Soldier* 
with  drum  and  colours. 

Pen.  What!  am  I grown  a shadow? — 
Hark  ! they  march.  [obedience? 

Ill  know,  ami  will  be  myself.  Stand  ! Dis- 
He  that  advances  one  foot  higher,  dies  for  t. 
Run  thro’  the  regiment,  upon  your  duties, 
And  change  ’em,  on  command,  beut  back 
By  Heaven,  I’ll  tithe  ’em  all  else  ! [again  ; 
Peg.  We’ll  do  our  bp-*r. 

\ Errant  Drug,  und  Reg. 
Pen.  Back  ! cease  your  bawling  drums 
there, 

I’ll  beat  the  tubs  about  your  brains  else.  Back! 
Do  1 speak  with  less  fear  than  thunder  to  ye  ? 
Must  l stand  to  beseech  ye?  Home, home! — 
Ila! 

D’ye  stare  upon  me  ? ' Arc  those  minds  I 
moulded, 

Those  honest  valiant  tempers  I was  proud 
Toi#e  a fellow  to,  those  great  discretions 
Made  your  names  fear’d  and  honour'd,  turn’d 
to  wildfires?  [well ! 

Oh,  gods,  to  disobedience?  Command,  fare- 
And  ye  be  witness  w ith  me,  all  things  sacred, 
I have-  no  share  in  these  men’s  shames ! 
Marcfi,  soldiers, 

And  seek  your  own  sad  ruins, your  old  Pcnius 
Dares  not  liehold  your  murders. 

1 Sold.  Captain  ! 

5?  Sold.  Captain ! 

3 Sold.  Dear,  honour’d  captain! 

Pen.  Too,  too  dear- lov’d  soldiers,  [knows, 
Which  made  ye  weary  of  me,  and  lienv’n  yet 
Tho*  in  your  mutinies,  I dare  not  hate  you; 
Take  vour  own  wills!  'tis  fit  your  long  ex- 
perience . 


Should  now  know  how  to  rule  yourselves ; I 
wrong  ye, 

In  wishing  ye  to  save  your  lives  and  credits. 
To  keep  your  necks  whole  from  the  axe  hangs 
o’er  ye:  [Britons, 

Alas,  I much  dishonour'd  ye;  go,  seek  the 
And  say  ye  come  to  glut  their  sacrifices; 

But  do  not  say  I sent  ye.  What  ye  have  been, 
How  excellent  in  all  parts, good,  and  govern’d, 
Is  only  left  of  my  command,  for  storv; 

What  now  ye  are,  for  pity.  Fare  ye  well ! 

Enter  Drusius  and  Regulus. 

Drtis  Oh,  turn  again,  great  Pcnius ! see 
the  soldier 

In  all  points  apt  for  duty. 

Peg.  See  Ins  sorrow 

For’s  disobedience,  which  he  says  was  haste. 
And  haste,  he  thought,  to  please  you  with. 
See,  captain, 

The  toughness  of  his  courage  turn'd  to  water; 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Pen.  Go;  beat  homeward; 

There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience; 
And  henceforth  strive  to  do  a»  1 direct  ye. 
Maeer.  My  answer,  sir.  [ Exeunt  soldiers . 
Pen  Tell  the  great  general, 

M v companies  are  no  faggots  to  fill  breaches; 
Myself  no  man  that  mint,  or  shall , can  curry: 
Bid  him  lx?  wise,  and  where  he  is,  he’s  safe 
\ nrl  when  he  finds  out  possibilities,  [then; 
lie  may  command  me.  Commend  me  to  the 
Murcr.  Ail  this  i shall  deliver,  [captains. 
* Pen.  Farewell,  Macer!  [2£r/f. 

Cur.  ’Fray  gods  this  breed/>o  mischief! 
Reg.  It  must  needs. 

If  stout  Suetonius  win  ; for  then  his  anger, 
Besides  the  soldiers'  loss  of  due  and  honour, 
Will  break  together  oil  him. 

Drus.  He’**  a brave  fellow  ; 

And  tiut  a little  lode  Ins  haughtiness, 

(Which  is  hut  sometimes  neither,  on  some 
causes) 

He  shews  the  worthiest  Roman  this  day  living. 
You  may,  good  Curius,  to  tliegeuerui 
Make  all  things  seem  the  best. 

Cur.  1 shall  endeavour. 

Pray  for  our  fortunes,  gentlemen ; if  we  fall. 
This  one  farewell  serves  for  a funeral. 

The  gods  make  sharp  our  swords,  and  Steel 
our  hearts! 

Reg.  We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  tight  our 
parts  *J.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Junius , Pctil/ius , and  a Herald . 
Pet.  Let  him  go  ou.  Slay ; now  he  talks. 

of  its  first  syllable:  I ain  for  the  first,  and 


dropt  upon  us,  or  the  verb  suffered  a mutilution 
have  altered  the  text  accordingly.  Sympson. 

YV  do  not  like  either  of  these  conjectures,  aud  hdpe  ouFreading  will  meet  with  approbation. 
n We  dare,  ulus,  &c  ] This  has  hitherto  been  made  a continuation  of  Curius’s  speech ; but 
it  is  impossible  that  this  line  and  that  which  precedes  it  should  belong  to  uny  one  person. 
Curius  » going  to  the  engagement,  therefore  properly  speaks  the  former;  but  the  latter  must 
be  spoke  by  either  Drusius  or  Regulus  (who  are  subordinate  to  Penius),  and  is  expressive  of 
tbcir  discontent  at  being  kept  from  the  held. 
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Jun.  Why,  f beauty  ? 

Why  should  I love  mine  enemy?  what’s 
Of  what  strange  violence, that, like  the  plague, 
It  works  upon  our  spit  its  ? Blind  they  feign 
I’m  sure,  I find  it  so—  , [him; 

Pet.  A dog  shall  lead  you. 

Jun.  His  fond  affections  blinder 

Pet.  Hold  you  there  still! 

Jun.  It  takes  away  any  sleep—— 

Pet.  Alas,  poor  cfiickcn  ! 

Jun.  My  company,  content,  almost  ray 
fashion* 

Pet.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too;  if  you  fol- 
low it. 

Jun.  M is  sure  the  plague,  for  no  man  dare 
come  near  me 

Without  an  antidote ; ’tis  far  worse,  hell. 

Pet.  Thou’rt  damn’d  without  redemption 
Jun.  The  way  to’t  [then. 

Strew’d  with  fair  Western  smiles,  and  April 
bluslies, 

Led  by  the  brightest  constellations ; eyes. 
And  sweet  proportions,  envying  Heaven  ; 
' but  from  thence  [us. 

No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  no  wisdom  brings 
Pet.  Yes,  a smart  water,  Junius. 

Jun.  Do  I fool?  fther, 

Know  all  this,  and  fool  still?  Do  I know  fur- 
That  when  we  have  enjoy’d  our  ends  we  lose 
’em, 

And  all  our  appetites  are  but  as  dreams 

VVc  laugh  at  iu  our  ages  ? 

Pet.  Sweet  philosopher ! 

Jun.  Do  I knmV  on  still,  itnd  yet  know 
nothing?  Mercy,  gods ! 

Why  am  I thus  ridiculous? 

Pet.  Motley  on  thee! 

Thou  art  an  arrant  ass. 

Jun.  Can  red  and  white, 

An  eye,  a nose,  a cheek 

Pet.  But  one  cheek,  Junius? 

An  half-fac’d  mistress? 

Jun.  With  a little  trim,  [tnc? 

That  wanton  fools  call  fashion,  thus  abuse 
Take  me  beyond  my  reason?  Why  slmuld 
not  I [ hatch’d  ? 

Dote  on  my  horse  well  trapt,  my  sw  ord  well 
They  nre  as  handsome  things,  to  me  more 
useful, 

And  possible  to  rule  too.  Did  I but  love, 
Yet  ’twere  excusable, my  youth  would  bear  it ; 
But  to  Jove  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give 
me,  [vtsh’d), 

Mine  honour  dare  not  ask  (she  has  been  ra- 
My  nature  must  not  know  (she  hates  our  tia- 
Thus  to  dispose  my  spirit ! [tion), 

Pet.  Stay  a little  ; he  will  declaim  again. 
Jun.  I will  not  love!  I am  a man,  have 
reason, 

And  1 will  use  it ; I’ll  no  more  tormenting. 


[Act  2.  SceneS. 

Nor  whining  for  a wench  ; there  are  a thou- 

Pct.  Hold  thee  there,  boy  ! [sand 

Jun.  A thousand  will  entreat  me. 

Pet.  Ten  thousand,  Junius. 

Jun.  1 am  young  ami  lusty, 

And  to  my  fashion  valiant;  can  please  nightly. 
Pet.  Ifll  swear  thy  back's  probutuir i,  for 
I’ve  known  thee 

Leap  at  sixteen  like  a strong  stallion. 

Jun.  I will  be  man  again. 

Pet.  Now  mark  the  working  ! [pound 
The  devil  and  the  spirit  tug  for’t : Twenty 
Upon  the  devil’s  head  ! 

Jun.  I must  be  wretched  ! 

Pet.  I knew  I'd  won. 

Jun.  Nor  have  I so  much  power 
To  shun  my  fortune. 

Pet.  I will  hunt  thy  fortune 
With  all  the  shapes  imagination  breeds, 

[ Mu  tick. 

But  I will  fright  thy  devil  Stay,  he  sines  now. 
[StW£,  by  Junius , and  Pelillius  after  him 
in  mockuge. 

Jun.  M ust  1 be  thus  abus'd  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  inarry  must  you.  [read  it. 
Let’s  follow  him  close:  Oh,  there  he  is;  now 
Herald  [rtWing].  It  is  the  general’s  com- 
mand, that  all  sick  persons,  old  and  unable, 
retire  within  the  trenches;  he  that  fears  b«J 
liberty  to  leave  the  field  35  : Fools,  boys,  and 
cowards  36  must  not  come  near  the  regiments, 
for  fear  of  their  infections  ; especially  those 
cowards  they  call  lovers. 

Jun.  Ha? 

Pet.  Head  Oil. 

Herald  [reading].  If  any  common  soldier 
love  an  enemy,  lie’s  whip'd  aniTmadc  a slave: 
If  any  captain37,  cast,  with  loss  of  honours, 
Hung  out  of  the  array,  and  made  unable  evet 
after  to  bear  the  name  of  a soldier. 

Jun.  Tim  pox  consume  ye  all,  rogues ! 

[Exit, 

Prt.  Let  this  work  ; [gone: 

II'  has  something  now  to  chew  upon.  He  * 
Come,  shake  no  more. 

Herald.  Well,  sir,  you  may  command  n*e, 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe  ; 

I would  have  given  my  life  tor  a befit  tw»>" 
pence, 

If  I e’er  read  to  lovers  whilst  I live  again, 

Or  come  within  their  confines t- 

Pet.  There’s  your  payment,) 

And  keep  this  private. 

Herald.  I am  scliool'd  for  talking.  [Eiit. 

Enter  Demetrius . 

Pet.  How  now,  Demetrius  Pare  we  drawn- 
Dem.  ’Tis  doing; 

Your  company  stands  fair.  But  ’pray  J0D> 
w here’s  jumus? 


He  that  Jears  his  liberty .]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

36  Fools,  hoys,  and  lovers. J Sympson,  to  avoid  the  repetition  of  l&utrt,  reads  coerards. 

91  Captain,  cust.  J The  restoring  of  the  verb  here  to  its  ancieut  undoubted  right,  makes  hu 
and  complcat  sense,  which  it  couUl  not  be  said  to  be  before  tins  insertion.  Sympton. 
Sympson  reads,  ‘ He’s  cast;'  but  tbs  verb  may  be  very  well  undei stood* 
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Act  2.  Scene  3.] 

Half  his  command  are  wanting,  with  some 
That  Decius  leads.  [forty 

Pet.  Hunting  for  victuals.  [stomachs 
Upon  ray  life,  free-booting  rogues ! their 
Are  like  a widow's  lust,  ne’er  satisfied. 

Dan.  I wonder  how  they  dare  stir,  know- 
ing the  enemy 
Master  of  all  the  country. 

Pet.  Resolute  hungers  [ladders, 

, Know  neither  fears  nor  faiths ; they  tryad  on 
Ropes,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers8®. 

Dan.  They  may  bo  bang’d  tho\ 

Pet.  There’s  their  joyful  supper; 

And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it. 

Dcm.  Hut,  for  Heaven’s  sake, 

}Iow  does  young  Junius  ? 

Pet.  Drawing  ou,  poor  gentleman. 

Dcm.  What,  to  his  end? 

Pet.  To  the  end  of  all  flesh,  woman. 

Dem.  This  love  has  made  him  a stout 
Pet.  Oh,  a great  one,  [soldier. 

Tit  to  command  young  goslings.  But  what 
news? 

Dem.  I think  the  messenger’s  cqme  back 
from  Fenius 

By  this  time;  let’s  go  know. 

* Pet.  VVhat  will  you  say  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  some  half  syllable,  or  sound  deliver’d 
With  an  ill  accent,  or  some  stile  left  out  ? 
Dcm.  1 cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pet.  He  dare  speak  treason,  [do 

Pare  say  what  no  man  dares  believe,  dares 
Rut  that’s  all  one:  I'll  lay  you  my  black  ar- 
To  twenty  crowns,  he  cotnes  not.  [mour 
Dem.  Done. 

Pet.  You’ir pay? 

Dem.  I will. 

Pet.  Then  keep  thine  old  use,  Pcnius! 

Be  stubborn  and  vainglurious,  and  I thank 
thee. 

Come,  let’s  go  pray  for  six  hours;  most  of  us 
I fear  will  trouble  Ileav’n  no  more : Two  good 
blows  [tons, 

Struck  home  at  two  commanders  of  the  Bri- 
At id  my  part’s  done. 

Dem.  I do  not  think  of  dying,  [metrius, 
Pet.  Tis  possible  we  may  live;  but,  De- 
With  what  strange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes, 
and  noses, 

Let  carpenters  and  copper-smiths  consider. 
If  l can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  wind- 
pipe, 

That  I may  drink  yet  like  a soldier 

Dem.  Come,  let's  have  better  thoughts; 
mine’s  on  your  armuur. 


Pet.  Mine's  in  your  purse,  sir;  let's  go  try 
the  wager  ! [j£reun/. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  four  companions  (halters 
alxmt  their  necks),  Bonduca,  her  Daugh- 
ters, and  Nennius  following. 

Bond.  Come,  hang  ’em  presently. 

Nett.  Wlmt  umde  your  rogueships 
Harrying89  for  victuals  here  ? are  we  your 
friends? 

Or  do  you  come  for  spies  ? Tell  me  directly. 
Would  you  not  willingly  be  hang’d  now  ? 
Don't  ve  long  for't  ? 

Judas.  What  say  yc?  shall  we  hang  in  this 
vein?  Hang  we  must. 

And  'tis  as  good  to  dispatch  it  merrily, 

As  pull  an  arse  like  dogs  to’t. 

1 Sold.  Any  way, 

So  it  be  handsome. 

3 Sold.  I had  as  lievc  'twerc  toothsome  too : 
But  all  agree,  and  I’ll  not  stick  out,  boys 3®. 

4 Sold.  Let  us  hang  pleasantly. 

Judas.  Then  pleasantly  be’t: 

Captain,  the  truth  is,  we  had  aslieve  bang 
With  meat  in  our  mouths,  as  ask  your  par- 
don empty. 

Bond.  These  are  brave  hungers, 

VVhat  say  you  to  a leg  of  beet  now,  sirrah  ? 
Judos.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it,  and 
I’ll  tell  ye. 

Bond.  Torment  ’em,  wenches, (I  must  hack) 
then  hang  ’em.  [Exit, 

Judas.  We  humbly  thank  your  Grace  ! 

1 Danish.  The  rogues  laugh  at  us.  [now? 

2 Dough.  Sirrah,  what  think  you  of  a wench 
Judas.  A wench,  lady  ? 

I do  beseech  your  ladyship,  retire  ; 

I'll  tell  you  presently:  You  see  the  time’* 
short ; [science. 

One  crash,  even  to  the  settling  of  my  con- 
Sen.  Why,  ls’t  no  more  but  up,  boys? 
Judas.  Yes,  rule  too,  captain  ; 

Will  you  but  see  my  seat? 

1 t)augh.  Ye  shall  beset,  sir, 

Upon  a j;ule  shall  shake  ye. 

Judas.  Sheets,  good  madam, 

Will  do  it  ten  times  better.  * 

1 Dough  W’inps,  good  soldier, 

Which  you  shall  taste  before  you  hang,  to 
mortify  you; 

Tis  pity  you  should  die  thus  desperate. 

2 Dough.  These  are  the  merry  Romany 
the  brave  madcaps : 

’Tis  ten  to  one  we'll  cool  your  resolutions. 
Bring  out  the  whips. 


Ropes , gallons,  and  overdo  all  dangers .]  The  verse  and  the  sense  here  both  seem  to  la- 
bour: I hope  I have  supplied  the  one,  and  remedied  the  other.  * To  overdo  a danger’  is  an 
expression  1 do  not  remember,  but  * to  overlook  one * common.  St/mpson. 

Sympson  reads,  ‘ ropes,  gallows's,  and  overlook  all  danger.'  To  4 overdo  all  danger’  is  to 
$ run  more  risques  than  the  occasion  requires.’  We  see  no  need  of  altering  the  old  text. 

*9  Harrying .J  To  harry  is  to  plunder  or  oppress.  Johnson. 

so  I'll  not  out,  6oyt.]  Here  seems  to  be  a deficiency  in  the  expression,  which,  by  the  inser- 
tion of  a monosyllable,  I hope  I have  made  up.  Sympton. 
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Judas.  'Would  your  pood  ladyship* 

\Vould  <*xercis»-  'cm  too! 

•1  Sold  Surely,  ladies31, 

We’ll  shew  you  ft  strange  patience. 

AVn.  flan"  ’em,  rascals! 

The  y’U  talk  thus  on  ttic  wheel. 

Enter  Carat ach. 

Car.  Now,  what's  the  matter? 

What  arc  these  fellows?  what’s  the  crime 
committed, 

That  they  wear  necklaces? 

AVn.  They’re  Homan  rogues, 

Taken  a-foraging 

Car.  Is  that  ail,  Nennius? 

Judas.  'Would  1 were  fairly  hang'd ! This 
is  the  devil, 

The  kill-cow  Carat  ach. 

Cur.  And  you  would  hang  'em  ? 

AVn.  Are  they  not  enemies? 

1 Slid.  My  breech  makes  buttons. 

1 Daugh.  Arc  they  not  our  tormentors? 
Car.  Tormentors?  tieu-trops! 

Pluck  off  your  halters,  fellow  s. 

Ren.  Take  heed,  Caratach; 

Taint  not  your  wisdom. 

Car.  Wisdom,  Nennius?  [honours, 

Why,  who  shall  fight  against  us,  make  our 
And  give  a glorious  day  into  our  hands, 

If  we  dispatch  our  foes  thus  ? What’s  their 
offence  ? 

Stealing  a loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger? 

A piece  of  greasy  bacon,  or  a pudding? 

Do  these  deserve  the  gallows?  They  are 
hungry,  [starv'd: 

Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  let t. 
Art  thou  not  hungry  ? 

Judas.  Monstrous  hungry. 

Cur.  lie  looks 

Like  Hunger’s  self.  Get  ’em  some  victuals, 
Ami  wine  to  che<  r their  hearts;  quick  ! llaug 
up  poor  pilchcrs  ? 

2 Sold.  This  is  the  bravest  captain 

Ren.  Caratach, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  will. 

Car.  I’ll  answer  all,  sir. 

2 Dough.  Let’s  up  and  view  his  entertain- 
ment of  'em*! 

I am  glad  they're  shifted  any  way ; their 
tongues  else 

Would  still  have  murder'd  us. 

1 Daugh.  Let’s  up  and  see  it ! [ Ercunt . 

Enter  Jiengo. 

Car.  Sit  down,  poor  knaves!  Why,  where  s 
this  wine  and  victuals  ? 

Who  waits  there  ? 

Srrv.  [within.]  Sir,  ’tis  coming. 

Hengo.  Who  are  these,  yncle? 

Car.  They  are  Romans,  boy. 

Hengo.  Are  these  they  [look 

That  vex  mine  aunt  so ? can  these  fight?  they 
Like  empty  scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  'cm; 


[Act  2.  Scene  S. 

Like  men  pf  clouts,  set  to  keep  crows  from 
Vy  hy,  I dare  fight  with  these.  [orchards: 
Car.  That’s  my  good  chicken  ! — 

And  how  d’ye  ? how  d’ye  feel  your  stomachs? 

Judas.  Wondrous  apt,  sir; 

As  shall  appear  when  tunc  calls. 

Cur.  That’s  well ; down  wirh’t 
A 1 n tie  grace  will  serve  your  turns.  Eat  softly! 
You'll  choke,  ye  knaves,  else.  Give  ’em  wine ! 

Judas.  Not  vet,  sir  ; 

We’re  even  a little  busy. 

Hengo.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  hut  eat  ? Thou  fellow  ! 

Judas.  Away,  boy ; 

Away  ; this  is  no  boy’s  play. 

Hengo.  By  Heaven,  uncle,  [liant. 

If  his  valour  lie  in’s  teeth,  he’s  the  most  va- 
Car.  i am  glad  to  hear  you  talk,  sir. 
Hengo.  Good  uncle,  tell  me,  [inans? 

What’s  the  price  of  a couple  of  craumi’dKo- 
Car.  Some  twenty  Britons,  boy;  these  arc 
good  soldiers. 

Hengo.  Do  not  the.  cowards  eat  hard  too? 
Car.  No  more,  hoy.  [boy. 

Come,  I'll  sit  with  you  too.  Sit  down  by  me, 
Judas.  ’Pray  bring  your  dish  then. 

Car.  Hearty  knaves  ! more  meat  there. 

1 $>/d.  That's  a good  hearing. 

Cor.  Stay  now,  and  pledge  rnc. 

Judas.  This  little  piece,  sy\ 

Car.  By  Heaven,  square  eaters! 

More  meat,  1 say!  Upon  uiy  conscience, 
The  poor  rogues  have  not  eat  this  month ! 
how  terribly 

They  charge  upon  their  victuals ! Dare  y$ 
fight  thus  r 

Judas.  Believe  it,  sir,  like  devils. 

Car.  Well  said.  Famine! 

Here’s  to  thy  general. 

J udus.  Most  excellent  <;a plain, 

I will  now  pledge  thee. 

Car.  And  touiorrow-night,  say  to  him, 
His  head  is  mine. 

Judas.  1 can  assure  you,  captain, 

He  will  not  give  it  for  this  washing. 

Car.  Well  said.  [Daughters  abort. 

1 Daugh.  Here’s  a strange  entertainment: 
How  the  thieves  drink ! 

% Daugh,  Danger  i>  dry ; they  look’d  for 
colder  liquor. 

Cur.  Till  ’em  more  wine  ; give  'em  fui| 
bowls.  Which  of  you  all  now  , 

In  recompense  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  me 
A sound  knock  in  the  battle? 

Judas.  Delicate  captain. 

To  do  thee  a sufficient  recompense, 

I’ll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car.  Do  ft. 

Hengo.  Thou  dar’st  as  well 
Be  damn’d  ! thou  kuotk  his  brains  out?  tho4 
skin  of  man  ? 

Uncle,  1 will  not  hear  this. 

Judas.  Tie  up  your  w help. 


*'  Surely,  ladies.]  Seward  reads,  * Security,  ladies.’ 
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Act  i.  Scene  4.] 


Hengo.  Thou  kill  my  uncle?  'Would  I had 
hut  a sword 

Tor  thy  sake,  thou  dried  dog ! 

Car.  VV hut  a mettle 
Thfslittle-vcrrnin  curries ! 

Hengo  Kill  mine  untie* 

Cur.  He  shall  not.,  child. 
llengo.  lie  cannot;  he's  a rogue. 

An  only  rating  rogue;  kill  my  sweet  uncle? 
Oh,  that  I were  a man  ! 

Judutt.  By  this  wine,  which  I 
Will  drink  to  captain  Junius,  who  loves 
The  queen's  most  excellent  majesty’s  little 
daughter 

Most  sweeny,  and  most  fearfully,  I'll  do  it. 

Htngo.  Uncle,  I’ll  kill  him  with  a great  pin. 

. Cur.  No  more,  boy!  [lows! 

I’ll  pledge  thy  captain.  To  ye  all,  good  fel- 
2 Duugh.  In  love  with  me?  that  love  shall 
cost  your  lives  all. 

Come,  sister,  and  advise  me;  I have  here 
A way  to  make  an  easy  conquest  of 'em, 

If  fortune  favour  ine.  [Exeunt  Daughter*. 

Car.  Let’s  see  you  sweat 
Tomorrow  blood  and  spirit,  boys,  this  wine 
Turn’d  to  stern  valour. 

1 Sold.  Hark  you,  Judas; 

If  he  should  hang  us  after  all  this  ? 

Judas.  Let  him : 

I’ll  hang  like  a gentleman,  and  a Roman. 

Car.  Take  away  there; 

They  have  enough. 

Judas.  Captain,  we  I hank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  cheer ; and  if  we  meet  toinor- 
Dne  of  us  pays  for’t.  [row, 

Cur.  Get  'em  guides;  their  wine 
Has  over-raaster’d  ’em. 

Enter  Second  Daughter  and  a Servant. 

2 JJaugh.  That  hungry  fellow  [til is. 

With  the  red  beard  there,  give  it  him,  and 
To  see  it  well  deliver'd. 

Car . Farewell,  knaves ! [row, 

Speak  nobly  of  us;  keep  your  words  tomor- 

Enter  a Guide'. 

And  do  something  worthy  your  meat.  Go, 
And  sec  'em  fairly  onward.  [guide  'em. 
Judas . Meaning  me,  sir? 

Strv.  The  daiue.  [you 

Tlie  youngest  daughter  to  the  queen  entreats 
To  give  this  privately  to  captain  Juuius; 
This  for  your  pains! 

Judas.  I rest  her  humble  servant ; [boys. 
Commend  nit*  to  thy  lady.  Keep  your  files, 
Serv.  I must  instruct  you  further. 

Judas.  Keep  your  files  there ! 

Order,  *%vect  friends ; faces  about 31  now. 

Guide.  Here,  sir; 

Here  lies  you t way. 

Judos.  Bless  the  founders,  I say  ! 

Fairly,  good  soldiers,  fairly  march  now ; 
cio^e,  boys!  [£-re*«f. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Suetonius,  PetilliuS , Demetrius , Decius, 
and  Muccr. 

Suet.  Bid  me  be  wise,  and  keep  me  where 
1 am,  [inanded? 

And  so  be  safe?  not  come,  because  com- 
Was  it  out  thus  ? 

Muccr.  It  was,  sir. 

Eel.  VV hat  now  think  you ? [tasteful? 
Suet.  Must  come  so  heinous  to  him,  so  dis- 
Pet.  Give  me  my  money. 

Dcm.  I confess  'tis  due,  sir, 

And  presently  I'll  pay  it. 

Suet,  ilis  obedience 
So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience, 

It  cannot  find  where  to  be  U iider’d? 

Macer.  Sir, 

The  regiment  was  willing,  and  advanc'd  too, 
The  captains  at  all  points  steel’d  up  ; their 
preparations  [tire, 

Full  of  resolve  and  confidence;  youth  and 
Like  the  fair  breaking  of  a glorious  day. 
Gilded  their  phalanx  ; when  the  angry  Fenius 
Stejit  like  a stormy  cloud  ’twixt  than  and 
Suet.  And  stopt  their  resolutions,  [hopes. 
Muccr.  True;  his  reason 
To  them  w as  odds,  and  odds  so  infinite. 
Discretion  durst  not  look  upon. 

Suet.  Well,  Penius,  [roui 

I cannot  think  thee  coward  yet ; and  trcache* 

1 dat  e not  think ; th*  hast  iopt  a limb  off  from 
me ; 

And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thou  was  stubborn, 
Tiiy  wisdom,  that  thou  lefl’st  thy  general 
naked  ! 

Yet,  ere  the  sun  set,  I shall  make  thee  see 
All  valour  dwells  not  in  thee,  all  command 
III  one  experience.  TUou'Jt  too  late  repent 
this,  [blessing. 

And  wish  ‘ 1 fnuet  come  up’  had  been  thy 
Pet.  Let’s  force  him. 

Suet.  No,  by  uo  mentis;  he’s  a torreut 
We  cannot  easily  stem. 

Pet.  I think,  a traitor. 

Suet.  No  ill  words!  let  his  owq  sham* 
first  revile  him. 

That  wine  l have,  see  it,  Demetrius, 
Distributed  amongst  the  soldiers,  [donej 
To  make  ’em  high  and  lusty;  when  that's 
PetilliuS,  give  the  word  thro*,  that  theeaglci 
May  presently  advance ; no  mau  discover, 
Upon  his  life,  the  enemies’  lull  strength, 

But  make  it  of  no  value.  Decius, 

Arc  your  starv’d  people  yet  come  homer 
Dec.  1 hope  so.  [is  uo  time' 

Suet.  Keep  ’em  in  rfiofe  obedience:  This 
To  chide,  I could  be  angry  the,  and  say 
more  to  you ; . [sharpest, 

But  come,  let's  order  all.  Whose  sword  if 
And  valour  equal  to  bis  >word  this  day. 

Shall  be  my  saint. 

pet.  We  shall  be  holy  all  thed.  [ExcUnti 


**  Paces  about.]  See  note  on  Scornful  Lady. 

VoL.  II.  3 1 
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Manet  Decius.  Enter  Judas  and  his  company. 

Judas.  Captain,  Captain,  I’ve  brought ’em 
The  drunk  cues'  slaves!  [off  again  ; 

Dec.  Pox  confound  your  rogueships ! 

1*11  call  the  general,  and  have  ye  hang’d  all. 

Judas.  Tray  who  will  you  command  then  ? 

Dec.  For  you,  sirrah,- 
That  are  the  ringleader  to  these  devices, 
Whose  maw  is  never  cramm’d,  I’ll  have  an 

Judas.  A wench,  sweet  captain,  [engine  — 

Dec.  Sweet  Judas,  even  the  forks, 

Where  you  shall  have  two  lictors  with  two 
Hammer  your  hide.  [whips 

Judas.  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words, 
Sweet  words,  good  captain ; if  you  like  not  us, 
Farewell ! we  have  employment. 

Dec.  Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Judas.  There  where  you  dare  not  be,  with 
all  your  valour. 

Dec.  Where’s  that? 

Judas.  With  the  best  good  fellow  living. 

1 Sold.  The  king  of  ail  good  fellows. 

Dec,  Who’s  that? 

Judas.  Caratach.  [worthy! 

Sl  ake  now,  and  say,  we  have  done  something 
Mark  me,  with  Caratach;  by  this  Heaven, 
Caratach!  'Caratach! 

Do  you  as  much  now,  an  you  dare.  Sweet 
You  talk  of  a good  fellow,  of  true  drinking; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Cutarach ! Besides 
the  drink,  captain,  [dings. 

The  bravest  running  banquet  of  black  pud- 
Pieces  of  glorious  beef 

Dec.  How  scap’d  ye  hanging  P [tlemen; 

Judas.  Hanging's  a dog’s  death,  we  are  geu- 
And  I say  still,  old  Caratach ! 

Dec.  Belike  then, 

You  arc  turn'd  rebels  all. 

Judas.  We’re  Roman  boys  all, 

And  boys  of  mettle.  I must  do  that,  captain. 
This  day,  this  very  day 

Dec.  Away,  ye  rascal ! 

Judas.  Fair  words,  I say  again ! 

Dec.  Wbat  must  you  do,  sir?  [to  do; 

Judas.  1 must  do  that  my  heart-strings  yem 
But  my  word's  past. 


Dec.  What  is  it? 

Judas.  Why,  kill  Caratach. 

That’s  all  he  ask’d  us  for  our  entertainment* 
Dec.  More  thao  you’ll  pay. 

Judas.  'Would  I had  sold  myself 
Unto  the  skin  I had  not  promis’d  it! 

For  such  another  Caratach 

Dec.  Come,  fool, 

Have  you  done  your  country  service  ? 
Judas.  I’ve  brought  that 

To  captain  Junius 

Dec.  How? 

Judas.  I think  will  do  all ; 

I cannot  tell ; I think  so. 

Dec.  llow!  to  Junius? 

I’ll  more  enquire  of  this.  You'll  fight  now  ? 

Judas.  Promise, 

Take  heed  of  promise,  captain  ! 

Dec.  Away,  and  rank  then. 

Judas.  But,  hark  you,  captain;  there  if 
wine  distributing, 

I would  fain  know  what  share  1 have. 

Dec.  Be  gone ; 

You  have  too  much. 

Judas.  Captain,  no  wine,  no  fightiue  : 
There's  one  call'd  Caratach  that  has  wiue. 
Dec.  Well,  sir, 

If  you’ll  be  rul’d  now,  and  do  well 

Judas.  Do  excellent. 

Dec.  You  shall  have  wine,  or  any  thing. 
Go  file ; [donnisc, 

I'll  sec  vou  have  your  share.  Drag  out  your 
And  stow  'cm  somewhere,  where  they  io»y 
sleep  handsomely ; 

They’ll  hear  a Imnts-up  shortly. 

Judas.  Now  I love  thee; 

But  no  more  forks  nor  whips  ! 

Dec.  Deserve  'em  not  then. 

Up  with  vourmen  ; I’ll  meet  ymi  presently; 
And  get  *cm  sober  quickly. 

Judas.  Arm,  arm,  bullies  ! [more, 

All’s  right  again  and  straight ; and,  which  if 
More  wine,  more  wine.  Awake,  ye  men  ot 
Memphis. 

Be  sober  and  discreet;  we’ve  much  to  do, 
boys.  [Exeunt- 


ACT 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  a Messenger . 

Mess.  T>REPARE  there  for  the  sacrifice  I 
the  queen  comes. 

Mustek.  Enter  in  solemnity  the  Druids 
sirtgingf  the  Second  Daughter  streu'ing  I 
fitneers ; then  Bonduca , Caratach , JVen- 
mitf,  and  others. 

Hand.  Yc  powerful  gods  of  Britain,  hear  I 
our  prayers; 


HI. 

Hear  us,  ye  great  revengers  ; and  this  day 
Take  pity  from  our  swords,  doubt  from  out 
valours; 

Doable  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  wrong! 
In  every  breast ; the  vengeance  due  to  those 
Make  infinite  and  endless ! On  our  pikes 
This  day  pale  Terror  sit,  horrors  and  ruins 
Upon  our  executions;  claps  of  thunder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts;  and  ’fore  our  troopi 
Despair  and  Death;  Shame  beyond  the* 
attend  ’em ! 

Rise  frqm  the  dust,  ye  relicks  of  the  dead, 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


497 


Act  3.  Scene  i.] 

Whine  noble  deeds  our  holy  Druids  sing ; 
Oh,  rise,  ye  valiant  bones ! let  not  base  earth 
Oppress  your  houuurs,  whilst  the  pride  of 
Home  [stories ! 

Treads  on  your  stocks,  and  wipe*  out  all  your 

AYn.  Thou  great  Tiranes**,  whom  our 
sacred  priests, 

Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  place  on  high 
Above  the  rest  of  the  immortal  gods, 

Send  thy  consuming  fires  and  deadly  bolts, 
And  shoot  'em  home  ; stick  in  each  Roman 
heart 

A fear  fit  for  confusion;  blast  their  spirits. 
Dwell  in  ’em  to  destruction ; thro'  their 
phalanx 

Strike,  as  thou  strik’st  a proud  tree ; shake 
their  bodies. 

Make  their  strengths  totter,  and  their  top- 
less 34  fortunes 
Unroot,  and  reel  to  ruin ! 

1 Dough.  Oh,  thou  god, 

Thou  feared  god,  if  ever  to  thy  justice 
Insulting  wrongs,  and  ravishments  of  women, 
(Women  deriv’d  from  thee)  their  shames*5, 
the  sufferings 

Of  those  that  daily  fill’d  thy  sacrifice  [me! 
With  virgin  incense,  have  access,  now  hear 
Now  snatch  thy  thunder  up,  now  on  these 
Romans, 

Despisers  of  thy  power,  of  us  defacers, 
Revenge  thyself;  take  to  thy  killing  anger. 
To  make  thy  great  work  full,  thy  justice 
spoken, 

An  utter  rooting  from  this  blessed  isle 
Of  what  Rome  is  or  has  been  ! 

Bond.  Give  more  incense  ! 

The  gods  arc  deaf  and  drowsy,  unhappy  flame 
Rises  to  raise  our  thought*.  Pour  on. 

2 Davgh.  See,  Heav  n, 

And  all  you  pow’rs  that  guide  us,  see  and 
shame, 

We  kneel  so  long  for  pity.  O'er  your  altars, 


Since  *tis  no  light  oblation  that  you  look  for, 
No  iucense-offering,  will  I hang  mine  eyes  ; 
And  as  £ wear  these  stones  with  hourly  weep- 
ing. 

So  will  I melt  your  powers  into  compassion. 
This  tear  for  Prosutagus  my  brave  father; 
(Ye  gods,  now  think  on  Koine  !)  this  tor  my 
mother. 

And  all  her  miseries;  yet  see,  and  save  us  . 
But  now  ye  must  be  open-ey’d.  See,  Heaven. 
Oh,  see  thy  show’rs  stol'n  from  thee;  our 
dishonours,  [„i  smoke  from  the  altar. 
Oh,  sister,  our  dishonours  ! Can  ye  be  god*. 
And  these  sins  smother’d? 

Bond.  The  fire  take*. 

Car.  It  does  so, 

But  no  flame  rises.  Cease  your  fretful  pray- 
er*. 

Your  winnings,  and  your  tame  petitions ; 

The  gods  love  courage  arm’d  with  confidence. 
And  prayers  fit  to  pull  them  down:  Weak 
t^ars 

And  troubled  hearts,  the  dull  twins  of  cold 
spirits, 

They  sit  and  smile  at.  Ilenr  how  I salute ’em: 
Divine  Andatc3*,  thou  who  hold’st  the  reins 
Of  furious  battles,  and  disorder’d  war, 

And  proudly  roli'st  thy  swarty  chariot- 
wheels 

Over  the  heaps  of  wounds  and  carcasses, 
Sailing  thro’  seas  of  blood ; thou  sur**tcclTd 
sternness. 

Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies. 
Good  blows  o'  both  sides,  wounds  that  fear 
or  flight  [angers 

Can  claim  no  share  in ; steel  us  both  with 
Aud  warlike  executions  tit  thy  viewing; 

Let  It  .me  put  on  her  best  strength,  and  thy 

Britain, 

Tby  little  Britain,  but  as  great  in  fortune, 
Meet  her  ns  strong  us  she,  as  proud,  a* 
daring! 


33  Thou  great  Tiranes.J  Thus  wrote  our  Authors,  though  the  antiquarians  of  latter  days 
have  not  followed  their  example.  r , 

Mr.  Sami  lies,  in  his  Britqnuia  Antiqua  Illustrata,  calls  this  god  Turami* ; Poland  in  Ins 
Remains,  To  rum  it  or  Ta  ranis ; but  Mr.  Baxter  allows  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  * Jupi-* 

* ter  Tonaiis  Verb  sive  Tannrus  Lucano  Turauis  Galloruui  lingua  dicifur.  Nam  vitiosum 
4 esse  Tar  amis,  Britaunorum  hodiema  lingua  clarissiino  est  argunv’iito,  cui  Tomtnui  di- 

* cuntur  Taruncu , ut  sit  singular!  numcro  Taran.’  l td.  Glo?sar.  Antiq.  Britannic,  in  voe. 
Tanarus.  From  so  great  a choice  of  names  as  1 liavt  here  served  up,  the  reader  may  take 
which  pleases  him  best.  Sympton. 

u Their  topless  fortunes.]  this  epithet  is  by  no  means  agreeable  to  the  context ; probably 
wc  should  read  sapless. 

3*  Their  shames  ] Sympson  and  Seward,  i The  shames.’ 

a*  Divine  An  date,  j The  real  name  of  this  goddess,  says  Mr.  Baxter  from  Xiphilin,  is 
not  Andute  hut  Andrnsta ; and  so  1 have  ventured  to  alter  the  text.  Sj/wp$un. 

Whether  the  real  name  of  the  goddess  was  Andute  or  Andrusta , there  can  he  little  doubt 
but  that  the  Authors  wrote  Andute  ; and  therefore  it  is.  scarce  warrantable  to  alter  it.  We 
cannot  but  observe,  that  Mr.  Glover,  who  wrote  a tragedy  on  this  story,  follows  the  Ann 
tours  in  their  name  of  the  goddess,  act  i.  scene  t. 

* May  stern  Andate , war's  victorious  goddess, 

1 Again  resign  me  to  your  impious  rage, 

1 IfVtr  l blot  my  suffering*  from  remembrance.’  R 
31  2 
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And  then  look  on,  thou  red-ey’d  god 37 ; who 
docs  best, 

Reward  with  honour;  who  despair  makes  fly, 
Unarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  infamv  ! 
Grant  this,  divine  Andatc!  '(is  but  justice; 
And  my  first  blow  tlius  on  thy  holv  altnr 
I sacrifice  unto  thee.  [Ajlume.  arises. 

Bond.  It  flames  out.  [Mu tick. 

Car  Now'  sing,  ye  Druids.  [5bif£. 

Bond.  It  is  out  again. 

(J 'or.  II*  has  giv’n  us  leave  to  fight  yet;  we 
ask  no  more ; 

The  rest  hangs  in  our  resolutions: 

Tempt  him  ho  more. 

Bond.  I would  know  further,  cousin. 

Car.  llis  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  our 
endeavours,  [soldier, 

Our  valours  arc  our  best  gods.  Chear  the 
And  let  him  eat. 

Jiffs,  lie’s  at  it,  sir. 

Car.  Away  then ; 

When  he  has  done,  let’s  march.  Come,  fear 
not,  lady ; [here. 

This  day  the  Roman  pains  no  more  ground 
But  what  his  body  lies  in. 

Bond . Now  I’m  confident. 

[L’jrcttrf.  Recorders. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Junius , Curius,  and  Dec  ins. 

Dec.  We  dare  not  hazard  it;  beside  our 
lives, 

tt  forfeits  all  our -understandings. 

Jun.  Gentlemen, 

C an  ye  forsake  me  in  so  just  a sen-ice, 

A service  for  the  commonwealth,  for  honour? 
Read  but  the  letter;  you  may  love  too. 

Dec.  Read  it. 

If  there  be  any  safety  in  the  circumstance, 
Or  likelihood 't  is  love,  we  will  not  fad  you  : 
Bead  it,  good  C’urius. 

Cur.  Willingly. 

Jun.  Now  murk  it. 


Cur.  [reading.]  Health  to  thy  heart,  ray 
honour’d  Junius, 

And  all  thv  lo\e  requited  ! I am  thine, 
Thine  everlastingly;  thy  love  has  won  me; 
And  let  it  breed  uo  doubt,  our  new  acquaint- 
ance 

Compels  this  ; ’tis  the  gods*  decree  to  bless  us. 
The  timesare  dangerous  to  meet,  vet  fail  not; 
Bv  all  the  love  thou  bcar'st  me  I con  jure  thee. 
Without  distrust  of  danger,  to  coiue  to  me! 
For  I have  purpos'd  a delivery 
Roth  of  myself  and  fortune  this  Mess'd  dav 
Into  thv  hands,  if  thou  think'st  good.  To 
shew  thee 

flow  infinite  my  love  is,  cv'n  my  motlier 
Shall  l>e  thy  prisoner,  the  day  yours  without 
hazard ; 

Tor  1 beheld  your  danger  like  a lover, 

A just  a fleeter  of  thy  faith:  Thy  goodness, 

I know,  will  use  us  nobly  ; and  our  marriage, 
If  not  redeem  ■*,  yet  lessen  Rome’s  ambition : 
I'm  weary  of  these  miseries.  Use  my  mother 
(If  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour; 
And  let  this  disobedience  to  my  parent 
Ik-  laid  on  love,  not  me.  Bring  with  thee, 
Junius, 

Spirits  resolv’d  to  fetch  me  otT,  the  noblest, 
Forty  will  serve  the  turn,  just  at  the  joining 
Of  both  the  battles;  we  will  be  weakly 
guarded,  [thee 

And  for  a guide,  within  this  liour,  shall  reach, 
A faithful  friend  of  mine.  The  g'*d«,  my 
Junius,  [Bowies. 

Keep  thee,  and  me  to  serve  thee  ! Ynuug 
Cur.  This  letter  carries  much  belief,  trad 
most  objections 

Answer’d  n,  we  must  have  doubted. 

Dec.  Is  tnat  fellow 
Como  to  you  for  a guide  yet? 

Jun.  Yes. 

Dec.  And  examin’d?  [tures, yet 

Jun.  Far  more  than  tfiat ; he  has  felttur- 
II©  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  truth. 
Dec.  Strange  l 


37  Thou  red-cyd  God.]  As  the  Greeks  use  0»k,  and  the  Latins  Dens,  both  for  cod  and 
goddess;  so  our  Poets  here  have  taken  the  same  liberty,  and  call  Andrasta  red-cyd  God , 
though  she  was  really  a goddess.  Sympsvn. 

* Redeem.]  Probably  we  should  read,  reclaim.  In  this  place,  redeem  is  hardly  sense, 
a* and  most  objections 

Answer'd,  v*  must  hai>t  doubted.]  This  is  not  grammar,  without  being  made  an  imper- 
fect sentence : But  I believe  the  original  ran  thus : 

*  and  those  objections 

* Answers,  we  mast  have  doubted.*, 

or,  * and  those 

* Objection*  answers,  which  we  must  have  doubted.’ 

The  former  maker  the  following  verses  most  complete.  Seward. 

Perhaps  we  should  read, 

* This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and  most 

* Objections  answer’d,  else,  we  must  have  doubted.’ 

The  simplest  mode  of  correction  is  by  inserting  the  word  that,  which  was  probably  ciiopt 
at  press, 

* This  letter  carries  much  belief,  ami  most 

' Objections  answer’d  that  we  must  have  doubted  ;’ 
are  is  understood,  according  to  tSic  elliptical  style  of  our  Authors. 
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Cur.  It*  she  mean  what  she  writes,  as’t 
may  he  probable; 

T will  be  the  happiest  Vantage  we  ran  lean  to. 
Jun.  I'll  pawn  my  soul  she  means  truth. 
Dec.  Think  an  hour  more ; 

Then  if  your  confidence  grow  stronger  on  you, 
We'll  ser  in  with  you. 

Jun.  Nobly  done!  I thank  ye. 

Ye  know  the  time. 

Cvr.  Wc  will  l>e  either  ready 
To  give  you  presept  counsel,  or  join  with  you. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Petil/ius , "Demetrius , and 
Mucer. 

Jun.  No  more,  as  ye  are  gentlemen.  The 
tiener a 1 ! [for  us. 

Suet.  Draw  out  apace;  the  enemy  waits 
Are  yc  all  ready  ? 

Jun.  All  our  troops  attend,  sir. 

Suet.  I’m  glad  to  hear  vou  say  so,  Junius; 

I hope  you’re  dispossess’d. 

Jun.  I hope  so  too,  sir.  [you  now  • 

Suet.  Continue  so.  And,  gentlemen,  to 
T *>  hid  you  fight  is  needless;  ye  are  Romans, 
The  name  will  fight  itself  : To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fight  against, his  power,  and  nature, 
Jhit  loss  of  time  ; ye  know  know  it  poor, 

A nd  oft  have  made  it  so  : To  tell  ye  further, 
Ills  body  shews  more  dreadful  than  it  has 
done, 

To  him  that  fears  less  possible  to  deal  with, 

Is  but  to  stick  more  honour  on  your  actions, 
Jx>ari  ye  with  virtuous  names,  and  to  your 
memories 

T»c  never-dying  Time  and  Fortune  constant. 
Go  on  in  full  assurance  ! draw  your  swords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  justice; 

The  gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye ; loud  Fame 
calls  ye, 

Pitch’d  on  the  topless  Apennines,  where 
the  snow  dwells, 


OF  BONDDCA.  42* 

And  blows  to  all  the  under-world,  all  nations. 
The  seas  and  unfrequented  drsnrts  ; waken* 
The  ruin’d  monuments;  and  there  where  no- 
thing 

But  eternal  death  and  sleep  is,  informs  again 
The  dead  hones  with  your  virtues.  Go  on, 
1 say : * [great 

Valiant  and  wise  rule  llenv’n,  and  all  the 
Aspects!  attend  ’em,  do  hut  blow  upon 
This  enemy,  who.  but  that  we  want  foes. 
Cannot  deserve  that  name;  and  like  a mist, 
A lazv  fog,  before  your  burning  valours 
You’ll  find  him  fly  to  nothing.  This  is  all, 
We’ve  swords,  and  arc  the  sons  of  antient 
Romans,  [quer  ! 

Heirs  to  their  endless  valours;  fight  and  coa- 
Der.  Deni.  It  is  done. 

Pet.  That  man  that  loves  not  this  dav, 
And  hugs  not  in  his  arras  tlie  nohle  danger. 
May  he  die  famelcss  and  forgot ! 

Suit.  Sufficient!  [thunder; 

Up  to  your  troops,  and  let  your  drums  beat 
March  close  and  sudden,  like  a tempest:  All 
executions  [ March. 

Done  without  sparkling41  of  the  body  ; keep 
your  phalanx  [ward. 

Sure  lin’d,  and  piec’d  together, your  pikes  for- 
And  so  march  like  a moving  fort.  Ere  this 
day  run, 

We  shall  hove  ground  to  add  to  Rome,  well 
won.  [JExMinf. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Caratach  und  Nennius. 

Nen.  The  Roman  is  advanc’d  ; from  yond' 
bill’s  brow 

We  may  behold  him,  Caratach.  [A  march. 
Car.  Ixt’s  thither; 

[Drums  within  at  one  place  afar  off. 
I sec  the  dust  fly.  Now  I see  the  body. 


4*  Yet  know  if.]  Mr.  Theobald,,  Mr.  Seward,  and  myself,  all  concurred  in  this  slight 
alteration  of  the  text:  Not  that  1 should  have  taken  notice  of  so  small  a matter,  but  out  of 
a desire  that  the  world  should  know  the  very  minutest  thing  that  Mr.  Theobald  had  done  in 
iiis  intended  edition  of  our  Authors.  Sympson. 

Very  kind  to  Mr.  Theobald’s  memory  indeed!  and  very  honourable  to  themselves  ! since 
the  word  ye  is  not  an  ‘ alteration  of  the  text,’  but  the  lection  of  the  old  books.  For  an  ac- 
count of  other  falsehoods  in  the  annotations  on  tins  play,  see  p.  431. 

. laud Jdme  calls  ye. 

Pitch'd  on  the  topless  A pennine , and  blows 
To  all  the  under  world , all  nations, 

The  seas,  and  unfrequented  details,  where  the  snow  dwells; 

Wakens  the  ruin’d  monuments,  and  there 
Where  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  sleep  it, 

Informs  again  the  dead  bones.  With  your,  virtues , 

Co  on,  I say  : Valiant  and  wise,  rule  Heav'n . 

And  all  the  great  aspects  attend  ’em.  Do  but  blow 

Upon  this  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  foes,  Ac.]  So  run  the  former  editions. — The 
.jvords  ‘ where  the  snow  dwells’ «eem  by  some  accident  to  have  got  out  of  their  place.  Their 
transposition,  the  new  arrangement  of  the  verse*,  and  punctuation,  we  hope  will  be  allowed 
to  throw  new  beauties  on  the  passage.  The  abolition  of  the  period  after  the  words  4 dead 
bones  ’ is  also  recommended  by  Mr.  Seward  in  his  Preface. 

♦*  Sparkling.]  i.  e.  scattering.  See  note  19  on  The  Loyal  Subject;  and  note  6 on  The 
Humorous  Lieutenant. 
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Observe  ’em, Nennius;  by  Heaven,  a hand- 
some body, 

And,  of  a few,  strongly  and  wisely  joiu ted  ! 
Suetonius  is  a soldier. 

IVen.  As  I take  it. 

That’s  he  that  galops  hy  the  regiments. 
Viewing  their  preparations. 

Cor.  Very  likely;  [bravely 

lie  shews  no  less  than  genera].  See  how 
The  body  moves,  and  in  the  bead  bow 
proudly 

The  captains  Stic!;  like  plumes;  he  comes 
apace  on.  [tenant 

Good  Nennius,  go,  and  bid  »ny  stout  lieu- 
Hriug  on  the  first  square  body  to  oppo>e  'em, 
And,  as  he  charges,  open  to  inclose  'em  ; 

The  queen  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel 
about,  [vanguard  ! 

To  gain  their  hacks,  in  wh»ch  I’ll  lead  the 
We  shall  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I see 
by’t. 

Haste  thee,  good  Nennius;  I’ll  follow  in- 
stantly. [ Exit  Nennius. 

How  close  they  march,  as  if  they  grew  to- 
gether, [blank. 

No  place  but  lin’d  alike,  sure  from  oppres- 
sion ! 

They  will  not  change  this  figure ; we  must 
charge  ’em, 

And  charge  ’em  home  at  both  ends,  van  and 
rear ; [ Di  ums  in  a ruU  her  plat  e afar  off. 

They  never  totter  else.  I hear  our  nr»  ick. 
And  must  attend  it:  Hold,  good  sword,  hut 
this  day,  [after 

And  bite  hard  where  I hound  thee  ! and  lierc- 
i’ll  make  a rclick  of  thee,  for  young  soldiers 
To  come  like  pilgrims  to,  and  kiss  for  con- 
quests. [£rif. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Junius , Curius , and  Decius. 

Jun.  Now  is  the  time:  the  fellow  stays. 

Dec.  What  think  ye? 

Cur.  I think  ’tis  true- 

Jun.  Alas,  if  ’twere  a question, 

If  any  doubt  or  hazard  feil  into't, 

D’ye  think  mine  own  discretion  so  self-blind, 
JVIy  cure  of  ye  so  naked,  to  run  headlong? 

Dec.  Let’s  take  Petiilius  with  us! 

Jun.  By  no  means:  , [ous, 

He’s  never  wise  but  to  himself,  nor  courte- 
But  where  the  end’s  his  own  : We’re  strong 
enough, 

If  not  too  many.  Behind  yonder  hill, 

The  fellow  tells  me,  she  attends,  weak 
guarded. 

Her  mother  and  her  sister. 

Cur.  I would  venture* 


[Act  3.  Scene  5. 

Jun.  We  shall  not  strike  five  blows  for’t. 
Weigh  the  good, 

The  general  good  may  come. 

Dec.  Away  I’ll  with  ye; 

But  with  w hat  doubt 

Jun.  Fear  not ; my  soul  for  aW  ! 

[ Exeunt . Alarms , drums  and  trumpets 
in  several  places  ajar  off,  os  at  a 
main  battle. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Drusius  and  Penius  above. 

Drus.  Here  you  may  see  ’em  all,  sir ; from 
The  country  shews  off  level.  [this  hill 

Pen.  Gods  defend  me, 

What  multitudes  they  are,  what  infinites  ! 
The  Roman  pow  er  shews  like  a little  star 
Hedg’d  withadouhlc  halo**. — Now  thekncH 
rings:  [ Dm d shouts. 

Hark,  how  they  shout  to  th’  battle  ! how  th$ 
air 

Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apicces,  Drusius* 
With  the  hugcrvollicd  clamours  ! 

Drus.  Now  they  charge 
(Oh,  gods  '.)  of  all  sides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Home, 

Stand  but  this  growing  Hydra  one  short  hour. 
And  thou  hast  out-done  Hercules ! 

Drus.  The  dust 

Hides  ’em;  we  cannot  see  what  follows. 
iVa.  They're  gone, 

Gone,  swallow'd,  Drusius;  this  eternal  sun 
Shall  never  see  ’em  march  more. 

Drus.  Oh,  turn  this  way. 

And  *ee  a model  of  the  field  ! some  forty. 
Against  four  hundred  ! 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  follow’d  ! 

Oh,  nobly  charg’d  again,  charg’d  home  too  ! 
Drusius, 

They  seem  to  carry  it.  Now  they  charge  all*; 

[ I.oud  shouts. 

Close,  close,  I say ! they  follow  it.  Ye  gods. 
Can  there  he  mere  in  men  ? more  daring 
spirits?  * 

Still  they  make  good  their  fortunes.  Now 
they’re  gone  too. 

For  ever  gone  ! see,  Drusius,  at  th<  ir  hacks 
A fearful  ambush  rises.  Farewell,  valours. 
Excellent  valours ! oh,  Koine,  where’s  thy 
Drus.  They're  gone  indeed,  sir.  [wisdom  ? 
Pen.  Look  out  toward  the  army; 

I’n»  heavy  with  these  slaughters.  * 

Drus.  ’Tis  the  same  still, 

Cover’d  with  dust  and  fury. 

Enter  the  two  Daughters , with  Junius,  Cu- 
rius%  Decius,  Soldiers,  und  Servants. 

2 Dough.  Bring  ’em  in  ; 

Tic  ’em,  and  then  unarm  ’em. 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BONDUCA. 


« little  star 

Hedg'd  with  u double  hollow.]  Thus  the  octavo  of  1711 : The  folio  of  1079  has  hollo , that 
of  1647  halloa,  which  last  led  me  to  conjecture  the  real  word  was  halo,  a well-known  term 
in  astronomy,  and  to  my  great  pleasure  I found  afterward,  Mr.  Theobald  had  placed  tfus 
very  correction  in  his  margin.  Sympspn. 
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Act  3.  Scene  5.] 

1 Dough.  Valiant  Romans, 

Ye’re  welcome  to  your  loves! 

2 Dough.  Your  death,  fools! 

Dec.  We  deserve  ’em ; 

And,  women,  do  your  worst. 

1 Baugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it. 

2 Dough.  Which  is  kind  Junius  ? 

Serv.  This. 

2 Dough.  Are  you  my  sweetheart? 

It  looks  ill  on't ! How  lone  is't,  pretty  soul. 
Since  you  and  I first  lov'd?  Had  we  not  rea- 
To  dote  extremely  upon  one  another?  [son 
How  does  my  love  ? This  is  not  he  ; my 
Could  prate  finely,  sing  a love-song,  [chicken 

Jun.  Monster 

2 Dough.  Oh,  now  it  courts  ! 

Jun.  Arm’d  with  more  malice 
Than  he  that  got  thee  has,  the  devil. 

2 Dough.  Good ! 

Proceed,  sweet  chick. 

Jun.  I hate  thee ; that’s  my  last. 

2 Dough.  Nay,  an  you  love  me,  forward  ! 
— No?  Come,  sister, 

Let's  prick  our  answers  on  our  arrows’  points, 
And  make  ’em  laugh  a little.  Ye  damn'd  le- 
chers, 

Yc  proud  improvident  fools,  have  we  now 
caught  ye?  [creatures, 

Are  ye  i'  th*  noose  ? Since  ye’re  such  loving 
We’ll  be  your  Cupids:  Do  ye  see  these  arrows? 
We’ll  send  them  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

1 Dough.  Oh,  how  I’ll  trample  on  your 

hearts,  ye  villains,  [sins! 

Ambitious  salt-itch  slaves,  Rome’s  master- 
The  mountain-rams  tupt  your  hot  mothers. 

2 Dough.  Dogs,  [suck! 

To  whose  brave  founders  a salt  whore  gave 
Thieves,  honour’s  hangmen,  do  ye  grin  ? Per- 
dition 

Take  me  for  ever,  if  in  my  fell  anger  «* 

I do  not  out-do  ail  example. 

Enter  Caratuch. 

Car.  Where,  [ter ! 

Where  are  these  ladies?  Ye  keep  noble quar- 
Your  mother  tliiaksyou  dead  or  taken,  upon 
which  [faces 

She  will  not  move  her  battle  —Sure  these 
I have  beheld  and  known;  they're  Roman 
Ilow  came  they  here?  [leaders  ! 

2 Dough.  A trick,  sir,  that  we  us'd ; 

A certain  policy  conducted  ’em 


tit 

Unto  our  snare:  We’ve  done  you  no  small 
service. 

These  us’d  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  th'battlc. 
Cor.  As  you  intend  ? Taken  by  treachery  ? 

1 Dough.  Is't  not  allow'd  ? 

Car.  Those  that  should  gild  our  conquest, 
Make  up  a battle  worthy  of  our  winning, 
Catch’d  up  by  craft? 

2 Dough.  By  any  means  that’s  lawful. 

Car.  A woman’s  wisdom  in  our  triumphs? 

Out ! [swonis 

Out,  out,  ye  sluts49,  ye  follies!  From  our 
Filch  our  revenges  basely  ? — Ann  again,  cpih 
Soldiers,  I charge  ye  help  ’em.  [demon  ! 

2 Dough.  By  Heaven,  Uncle, 

We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes! 

Cor.  By  Heaven,  [Dispatch  there ! 

Ye  should'  have  kept  your  legs  close  then. 

1 Dough.  I will  not  oil' thus  ! 

Cor.  He  that  stirs  to  execute,  [me. 

Or  she,  tho’  it  be  yourselves,  b v him  that  got 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  auger!  One  great  day 
given  us,  [basely* 

Not  to  be  snatch’d  out  of  our  hands  but 
And  must  we  shame  the  gods  from  whence 

we  have  it,  [first, 

With  setting  snares  for  soldiers?  I’ll  mn  away 
Be  hooted  at,  ami  children  call  me  coward, 
Before  I set  up  stales  for  victories4*. 

Give  ’em  their  swords. 

2 Dough.  Oh,  Gods! 

Cor.  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  their  mother! 

2 Dough.  One  shot,  gentle  uncle  ! 

Car.  One  cut  hei  fiddle-string ! Bear  ’em 
off,  1 say. 

1 Dough.  The  devil  take  this  fortune  ! 
Car.  Learn  to  spin,  [ Ereunt  Daughters. 
And  curse  your  knotted  hemp  ! — Go,  gentle- 
men, 

Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  troops;  be  wiser; 
There  thank  me  like  tall  soldiers  • I shall 
seek  ye.  [Exaunt. 

Cur.  A noble  worth ! 

Dec.  Well,  Junius? 

Jun.  ’Pray  yc,  no  more  ! 

Car.  He  blushes;  do  not  load  him. 

Dec.  Where’s  your  love  now  ? 

[Draws  loud  again. 
Jun.  Puff!  there  it  flics.  Coiue,  lets  re 
deem  our  follies. 

[Exeunt  Junius , Curius,  and  Dccius. 
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**  My  self-anger.]  Fell , us  I have  corrected  the  text,  and  as  Mr.  Seward  likewise  read*, 
is  undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection.  Sympson. 

Sympson  may  be  credited  in  the  assertion  dint  fill  is  * Undoubtedly  the  genuine  lection,’ 
though  not  in  the  other,  that  helms  4 corrected  the  text;’  since  the  first  folio  reads fill,  not 
self ! — In  the  same  style,  he  tells  us,  that  he  and  Seward  joined  in  making  Suetonius  (p.  432) 
speak  of*  Honour’s  golden  face*  instead  of  fate,  when  the  first  folio  exhibits  face  /—And 
also,  that  * the  other  copies'  make  Caratach  say  to  Hcngo,  (p.  433)  4 The  fortune’s  mine,* 
and  he  and  Seward  * agreed  in  correcting  the  place/  by  altering  the  to  thy ; though  the  first 
folio  reads  thy.1 

u Out,  ye  sluts.']  We  have  added  the  word  out  here,  which  we  have  no  doubt  was  dio;t 
by  the  compositor  or  transcriber. 

4*  Set  up  scales  for  victories.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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[Act  3.  Scene  5. 


Drus.  Awake,  sir;  yet  the  Roman  body’s 
T we  ’em  dear  attain.  [whole; 

Pen.  Whole?  ’tis  not  possible; 

Dnwitif,  they  must  he  lost. 

Dr  us.  By  Heav’n,  they’re  w hole,  sir, 

AikJ  in  brave  doing;  sec,  tliey  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  see  there,  Drusius,  sec. 

See  that  huge  battle  moving  from  the  moun- 
tains ! 

Their  giit  coats  shine  like  dragons'  scales, 
their  march 

Like  a rough  tumbling  storm ; see  ’em.  and 
view  ’em,  [look, 

And  then  see  Home  no  more.  Say  they  fail. 
Look  where  the  armed  carts  stand;  a new 
army?  [murdering 

i.ouk  iio.v  they  hang  like  falling  rocks!  as 
Death  rides  in  triumph,  Drusius,  fell  Destruc- 
tion 

Lashes  Ins  fiery  horse,  and  round  about  him 
HU  many  Uiousand  ways  to  let  out  souls. 
Moie  me  again  when  they  charge,  when  the 
mountain  [ax’trees 

Melts  under  their  hot  wheels,  and  from  their 
llugcciap-*  of  thunder  plough  the  ground 
before  ‘cm  ! 

'Till  then,  HI  dream  what  Hume  wns. 

Enter  Suetonius , PctiUius,  Demetrius,  and 
Alaetr. 

Suet.  0!i,  bravely  fought ! 

Honour  till  now  neershew'd  her  golden  face 
j’th’  Held  : Like  lious,  gentlemen,  you've  held 
Your  heals  up  this  day.  Where’s  young 
L'urius  and  Deciu*?  [Juntos, 

Pet.  Gone  to  llcav’n,  I think,  sir. 

Suet.  Their  worths  go  with  ’em ! Breathe 
a while.  Ilow  do  ye? 

Pet.  Well ; some  few  scurvy  wouuds  ; inv 
heart’s  whole  yet.  [ground ! 

Deni.  ’W  ould  they  would  give  us  more 
Suet.  Give?  we’ll  have  it.  [devil. 

Pel.  Iluve  it,  and  hold  it  too,  despite  the 

Enter  Junius,  Dccius,  amt  Curius. 

Jun.  Lend  up  ro  the  head,  and  line  sure  ! 
The  queen’s  battle 

Be  gins  to  charge  like  wild  file.  Where’s  the 
general  ? 

Suet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet.  Come,  my 
brave  soldiers,  [Live, 

Come,  let  inf  pour  Rome**  blessing  on  ye : 

Live,  and  lead  armies  all!  Ye  bleed  hard. 
Jun.  Best ; 

We  shall  appear  the  sterner  to  the  foe. 

Dee.  More  wounds,  more  honour. 

Pet.  Disc  no  time. 

Suet.  Away  then  ; 

And  stand  this  shock,  ve’ve  stood  the  world. 


Pet.  We’ll  grow  to*t. 

Is  not  this  better  now  than  lowsy  loving? 
Jun.  I am  myself,  Petillius. 

Pet.  Tis  I love  thee47.  [Lscunt  Romans. 

Enter  Bemduca , Curat  rich.  Daughters,  and 
Nennius 

Cur.  Charge  ’em  i’  th’  flanks!  Oh,  you 
have  play’d  the  fool, 

The  fool  extremely,  the  mad  fool ! 

Pond.  Why,  cousin? 

Cur.  The  woman  fool ! Why  did  yon  give 
the  word  * [people, 

Unto  the  carts  to  charge  down,  und  our 
lu  gross  before  the  enemy?  We  pav  for’t ; 
Our  own  swords  cut  our  throats?  Why,  pox 
on't ! 

Why  do  you  offer  to  couimabd  ? The  devil, 
The  devil,  and  his  dam  too!  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  men’s  alfairs? 

Pond.  I’ll  help  all. 

Car.  Home,  [Errant  Queen,  fle. 

Home  and  spin,  woman,  spin,  go  spin!  \ou 
trifle. 

Open  before  there,  or  all’s  ruin’d  ! — Ilow? 

[ Shouts  within. 

Now  conies  the  tempest  on  ourselves,  by 
Wit  fun.  Victoria!  [Hraveu! 

Car.  Oh,  woman,  scurvy  woman,  beastly 
woman ! 

[ Exeunt  omnes  p fitter  Drusius  arid 
Persists. 

Drus.  Victoria,  victoria ! 

Pen.  How’s  that,  Drusius? 

D/  us.  They  win,  they  win,  they  win ! Oh, 
look,  look,  look,  sir. 

For  lieav'u’s  sake,  look ! The  Britons  fly, 
the  Britons  fly  ! Victoria ! 

Enter  Suetonius,  Siddieri,  and  Captains. 
Suet.  Soil,  solt,  pursue  it  soft,  excellent 
soldiers ! 

Close,  my  brave  fellows,  honourable  Romans! 
Oil,  cool  thy  inettie,  Junius ; they  are  ours. 
The  world  cannot  redeem  ’em : bteru  Petil- 
lius, 

Got  era  the  conquest  nobly.  Soft,  good 
soldiers!  [Ejeunt. 

Enter  lionduca.  Daughters,  und  Unions. 
Bond.  Shame  ! whither  fly  ye,  ye  unlucky 
Britons  ? 

Will  ye  creep  into  your  mothers’ wombs  again? 
Back,  cowards! 

Hares,  fearful  hates,  doves  in  your  angers ! 

leave  tue  ? [dreti, 

Leave  your  queen  desolate?  her  hapless  cbil- 

Entcr  Curaluch  and  Hengo. 

To  Roman  rape  again,  und  fury  ? 


47  * Tis  I love  Mre.]  So  the  former  copies.  Mr.  Seward  and  myself  agreed  in  filling  up  the 
deficiency  of  the  sen<e  by  the  insertion  of  no w into  the  present  text.  St.nipson. 

They  read,  ‘ Tis  now  I love  thee  but  the  former  copies  are  right,  as  Petillius  means  to 
oppose  his  lo\c  to  that  of  Bonvicu, 
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Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Car . Fly,  ye  buzzards ! 

Ye’ve  wings  enough,  ye  fear ! Get  thee  gone, 
woman,  [Loud  shout  within. 

Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels ! All’s  lost,  all’s 
lost!  Hark, 

IJatk  Jiow  the  Homans  ring  our  knells! 

[Exeunt  Bond.  4'C* 

Hengo.  Good  uncle, 

Let  me  go  too. 

Cur.  No,  boy;  thy  fortune’s  mine; 

I must  not  leave  thee.  Get  behiud  me; 
shake  not ; 

Enter  Pet il Hus,  Junius , and  Decius. 

I'll  breech  you,  if  you  do,  boy. — Come,  brave 
All  is  not  lost  yet.  [Romans! 

Jun.  Now  I’ll  thank  thee,  Caratach. 

[Fight.  Drums. 
Cur.  Thou  art  a soldier;  strike  home, 
home  ! have  at  you  ! [anvil. 

Pen.  His  blows  full  like  huge  sledges  on  an 
Dec.  I’m  weary. 

Pet.  So  am  I. 

Cur  Send  more  swords  to  me. 

Jun.  Let’s  sit  and  rest.  [SR  down. 

Dmi.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Pen.  Oh,  Drusius, 

I’ve  l ist  mine  honour,  lost  my  name,  lost  all 
That  was  my  light  : These  are  true  Romans, 
and  I 


A Briton  coward,  nhasc coward!  Guide  me 
Where  nothing  is  but  desolation, 

That  I may  never  more  behold  the  face 
Of  man,  or  mankind  know  me!  Oh,  blind 
Hast  thou  abus’d  me  thus!  [Fortune, 

Dr  us.  Good  sir,  be  comforted;  [home; 
It  wus  your  wisdom  rul’d  you.  ’Pray  you  go 
Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great 
fortune 

Shall  be  hut  foil  unto  it.  [Retreat. 

Pen.  Fool,  fool,  coward  ! 

[Exeunt  Penius  and  Drusius. 

Enter  Suetonius , Demetrius , Soldiers , drurh 
and  colours. 

Suet.  Draw  in,  draw  in! — Well  have  yod 
fought,  and  worthy  [wounds; 

Rome’s  noble  recompense.  Look  to  your 
The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful.  Tlie  proud 
queen  [tert 

Ha?  got  a fort,  and  there  she  and  hcrdttugli- 
Defy  us  onee  again : Tomorrow  morning 
We’ll  seek  her  out,  and  make  her  know  our 
fortunes  * [Honour, 

Stop  at  no  stubborn  walls.  Come,  sons  of 
True  Virtue's  heirs,  thus  hutch’d  with  Britain 
blood, 

I,ct*s  march  to  rest,  and  set  in  gules  like  suns. 
Beat  a soft  march,  ami  each  one  rase  his 
neighbours!  [Ercunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCEK'E  I. 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius , Decius , und  Deme- 
trius, singing. 

Pet.  CM  DOTH  wus  his  cheek, 

^ Dec.  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing  ! 
Dem.  Junius  wus  this  captain’s  name, 

A lari  for  a lass's  viewing. 

Pel.  Full  black  his  eye,  and  plump  his  thigh, 
Di  c.  Made  up  for  love’s  pursuing. 

Dem.  Smooth  was  his  cheek* 

Pet.  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 

Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing  ! 
Pet.  Oh,  my  vex’d  thief,  art  thou  come 
"home  again? 

Are  tli y brams  perfect? 

Jun.  Sound  as  bells. 


Pet.  Thy  back-worm 
Quiet,  and  ca>t  his  sting,  boy? 

Jun.  Dead,  Petillius, 

Dead  to  all  folly,  anil  now  my  anger  only 

Pet.  Why  that’s  well  said;  hang  Cupid  and 
his  quiver,  [saint 

A drunken  brawling  hoy  ! Thy  honour'd 
Be  thy  tcnshillings,  Junius;  there's  the  money. 
And  there's  the  ware ; square  dealing:  This 
hut  sweats  thee  [buttock’d ; 

Like  n nesh  nag4*,  and  makes  thee  look  pin- 
Tlie  other  runs  thee  whining  up  and  down 
Like  a pig  in  a storm,  tills  thy  brains  full  of 
ballads,  [body 

And  shews  thee  like  a long  Lent,  thy  brave 
Turn’d  to  a tail  of  green  fish  without  butter. 
Dec.  When  thou  lov'st  next,  love  a good 
cup  of  wine. 


it  Like  a nesh  nag.]  Nesh , i.e.  tender,  delicate , from  the  A.  S.  nesc,  mollis,  delicatus. 
• Sympson. 

So  in  Chaucer’s  Court  of  Love, 

* Thau  flatiry  bespake  and  said  iwis, 

4 Se  *o  she  goth  on  patins  faire  and  fete, 

‘ It  doth  right  veil,  what  pretty  man  is  this; 

* That  romivh  here  ? now  truly  drink  ne  met? 

* Nede  1 not  have,  mine  herte  for  joy  doth  bete 

* Him  to  bt  holde,  so  is  h ‘ godely  frc^lie, 

* it  someth  for  love  his  h-rte  is  teudre  auJ  uesthc.*  R: 

VO L.  II.  » * 
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A mistress  for  a kin"  ! she  leaps  to  kiss  thee, 
Her  red  and  white’s  her  own,  she  makes  good 
blood,  [help. 

Takes  jiouc  away ; what  she  heats  sleep  cau 
Without  a groping  surgeon. 

Jd».  I am  counsel’ll; 

And  henceforth,  when  l dote  again— 

Don.  Take  heed  ; 

Y’had  almost  paid  for’t. 

Pet.  Love  no  more  greac  ladies ; 

Thou  can'st: not  step  amiss  then;  there’s  no 
delight  in  ’em: 

All’s  in  the  whistling  of  their  snatcht-up  silks; 
They’re  only  made  for  handsome  view,  not 
handliug; 

Their  bodies  of  so  weak  and  wash  a temper, 
A roygh-pne’d  bed  wjll  shake  them  all  to 
piece?}  [fouls; 

A tough  hen  pulls  their  teeth  out,  tires  their 
Plena  rimarvm  lunt , they’re  full  of  rennet. 
And  take  the  skin  olf  where  they're  tasted : 
Shun  'em ; 

They  live  in  culisscs,  like  rotten  cocks, 
Stew’d  to  a tenderness  that  holds  no  tack; 
Give  me  a tljing  I may  crush. 

Jun.  Thou  speak'st  truly : 

The  wurs  shall  be  luy  mistress  now. 

Pet • Well  chosen  ! 

For  she’s  a bouncing  lass ; she’ll  kiss  thee  at 
night,  boy, 

And  hjreak  thy  pate  i'  thf  momipg. 

Jun.  Yesterday 
I found  those  favours  infinite. 

pent.  Wench  good  enough, 

But  that  she.  talks  too  loud. 

Pet.  She  talks  to  th*  purpose. 

Which  never  woman  did  yet.  She’ll  hold 
grappling, 

And  he  that  lays  on  best  is  her  best  servant ; 
All  other  loves  are  mere  catching  of  dottrels, 
Stretching  of  legs  out  only,  and  trim  laziness. 
Here  comes  the  general. 

Enter  Suetoniust  Curius , and  Muccr. 
Suet.  I’m  glad  I've  found  ye: 

Are  those  come  in  yet  that  pursued  hold 
Cnratach? 

Pet.  Not  yet,  sir,  for  I think  they  mean 
to  lodge  him ; [dangerous. 

Take  him  1 know  they  dare  not,  ’twill  be 
Suet.  Then  haste,  Petillios,  haste  to  Pcuius: 

I fear  the  strong  conceit  of  what  disgrace 
IP  has  pull'd  upon  himself,  will  he  his  ruin  ; 

I fear  his  soldiers'  fury  too:  I laste  presently ; 
j would  not  lose  him  fur  oil  Britain.  Give 
him,  Petillius 

Pet.  That  that  shall  choke  him.  [Aside. 
f$ut  t.  All  the  noble  counsel, 

His  fault  forgiven  too,  his  place,  bis  honour — 

Transgress'd  my  parents.]  The  sense  here 
ever,  we  find  it  occuf  again  in  Women  Pleas’d 
tl»e  Duchess, 

* -You  are  too  n 
‘ To  me  that  hove  so  / 


[Act  4.  Scene  2. 

Pet.  For  ipe,  I think,  as  handsome 

[Aside. 

Suet.  All  the  comfort ; 

And  tell  the  soldier,  ’twas  on  our  cotnmantf 
He  drew  not  to  the  battle. 

J'et.  I conceive,  sir, 

And  will  do  that  shall  cure  all. 

Suet.  Bring  him  with  you  [him ; 

Before  the  queen’s  fort,  and  his  forces  with 
There,  you  shall  find  us  following  of  ourcon- 
Make  haste!  [quest. 

Pet.  The  best  I may. 

Suef.  AmJ,  noble  gentlemen. 

Up  to  your  companies ! we’ll  presently  [doqe 
Upon  the  queen’s  pursuit.  There’s  nothing 
'Till  she  be  seiz’d ; without  her,  nothing  won. 

[ Exeunt.  Short  flourish. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Curutiuh  and  Hen  go. 

Cur.  How  does  my  hov  ? 

Hengo.  i would  do  well;  my  heart’s  well; 
I do  not  fear. 

Car.  My  good  hoy  ! 

He  ngn.  know,  uncle. 

We  must  all  die  ; my  little  brother  died, 

I saw  him  die,  and  Ih*  died  smiling;  sure 
There's  no  great  pain  in’t,  uncle.  But  'nr;iv 
tell  me, 

Whittier  must  w*»  go  wlmi  wc’rc  dead? 

Car.  Strange  questions  ! — [sweetness 

Why,  to  the  blessed'st  place,  boy  — Ever* 
And  happiness  dwells  there. 
liengn.  Will  you  come  to  me  ? 

Car.  Yes,  iny  sweet  hoy. 

Hen  go.  Mine  aunt  too,  and  my  cousins? 
Car.  All,  my  good  child. 
llrnga.  No  Romans,  uncle? 

Cur.  No,  hoy.  f i heir. 

I Inigo.  1 should  be  loath  to  meet  them 
Cor.  No  ill  men. 

That  li\c  by  violence,  and  strong  oppression, 
Coipe  thither;  his  for  those  the  gods  love, 
good  men. 

Hengo.  Why,  then,  I care  not  when  I go, 
for  surely 

1 am  persuaded  they  love  me  : I never 
Blasphem’d  ’em,  unde,  nor  transgress'd  my 
I always  said  my  prayers.  [parents  «*; 

Car.  Thou  shalt  go  then, 

Indeed  thou  shalt. 

Hengo.  When  they  please. 

Cur.  J hat’s  my  good  hoy  ! 

Art  thou  not  weary,  Hengo? 

Heitga.  V\ cary,  uncle?  [armour. 

I’ve  heard  you  say  you’ve  march'd  idl  day  in 
Car.  1 have,  boy. 

Hengo.  Am  not  I your  kinsman? 

is  clear,  though  the  phrase  be  unusual : How- 
act  iii.  sc.  1.  Belviderc  says  to  her  mother 

>yal  to  tnr, 

wtMy  transgress'd  toy/  Syuipson. 
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Act  I.  Scene  S ] 

Cur.  Yes.  [you 

Hcngo.  And  atn  not  I as  fully  allied  unto 
In  those  brave  things,  as  blood? 

Cur.  Thuu  art  too  tender. 

He n go.  To  go  upon  my  legs  ? they  were 
tuttde  to  bear  me.  [son, 

I ran  play  twenty  mile  a-day;  I see  no  rea* 
Hut,  to  preserve  my  country  ami  myself, 
i should  inarch  forty. 

Cur.  What  wrmldst  thou  be  living 
To  wear  a man's  strength  ? 

Hcngo.  VVhy,  a Curatach, 

A Koinan- hater,  u scourge  sent  from  Heaven 
To  whip  the*;  proud  thieve*  from  our  king- 
dom. Hark,  [Drum. 

Hark,  uncle,  hark  ! I hear  a drum. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  people  to  the  door. 
Judas.  Heat  softly, 

Softly,  1 say  ; they’re  here.  Who  dare  charge? 

1 Sold,  tie 

That  dares  be  knock’d  o’  th’  heat! : I’ll  not 
conic  near  him. 

Judas.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.  IIow 
he  stares ! 

H*  has  ey  es  would  kill  a dragon.  Mark  the 
boy  well ; 

If  wc  could  take  or  kill  him — A pox  on  ye, 
llow  fierce  ye  look  ! See,  how  he  broods  the 
boy  ! 

Tlur  devil  dwells  ill’s  scnbbnrd.  Back,  I say  ! 
Apace,  apace  ! h’ has  found  us.  [Thej/  retire. 
Car.  l)o  ye  hunt  us? 
llengo.  Uncle,  good  uncle,  see ! the  thin 
starv’d  rascal,  [thickets  : 

The  eating  Roman,  see  where  he  thrids  the 
Kill  him,  dear  uncle,  kill  him  ! one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breech;  strike’s 
h.  ad  otf, 

That  I may  piss  in’s  face. 

Car.  Do  ye  make  us  foxes  ? 

Here,  hold  my  charging-staff,  and  keep  the 
place,  boy  ! 

I am  at  bay.  and  like  a bull  I'll  beat  me. 
brand,  stand,  ye  rogues,  ye  squirrels  f [£xiJ. 

Hcngu.  Now  he  pays ’em; 

Oh,  that  1 had  a man’s  strength ! 

Enter  Judas, 

Judas.  Here’s  the  boy; 

Mine  own,  1 thank  luy  fortune. 

I Inigo.  Uncle,  uncle ! 

Famine  s®  is  fall’ll  upon  me,  uncle. 

Judas.  Come,  sir, 

Yield  willingly,  (your  uncle's  out  of  hearing) 
I'll  tickle  your  young  tail  else. 

He  ago.  I defy  thee, 

Thou  mock-inade  man  of  mat ! Change  home, 
sirrah! 

Hang  thee,  base  slave,  thou  shak'st. 

Judas.  Upon  my  conscience,  [bravely, 
Tbe  boy  will  btat  me ! how  it  looks,  how 

s®  Famine.]  Meaning  Judas, 

Hunger. 


How  confident  the  worm  is!  a scab’d  boy 
To  handle  me  thus!  Yield,  or  I cut  thy  head 
otf. 

Hcngo.  Thou  dar’st  not  cut  my  finger; 
here  'tis,  touch  it. 

Judas.  The  boy  speaks  Sword  and  buckler ! 
’Prithee  yield,  hoy ; 

Come,  here’s  an  apple,  yield. 

Hcngo.  By  Ileav’ii,  he  fears  me ! 

I’ll  give  you  sharper  language:  When,  ye 
VVheu  come  yc  up?  [coward, 

Judas.  If  lie  should  beat  me 

Hen.  When,  sir? 

I long  to  kill  thee  ! Come, thou  cahSt  not ’scape 
me ; 

I've  twenty  ways  to  charge  thee, twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  stuff. 

Judas.  Sure  ’tis  the  devil, 

A dwurf  devil  in  a doublet! 

Hi  ngo.  I have  kill’d 

A capuiiu,  sirrah,  a brave  captain,  and  when 
I’ve  done,  [charge 

L’ve  kick’d  him  thus.  Look  here;  see  how  I 
This  staff! 

Judas.  Most  certain  this  boy  will  cut  my 
throat  vr  t. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  running. 

I' Sold  Flee,  flee!  he  kills  us. 

2 Sold.  He  comes,  he  comes ! 

Judas.  The  devil  take  the  hindmost ! 

[Exeunt  Judas,  &c. 
Hcngo.  Itnn,  run,  ye  rogues,  ye  precious 
rogues,  ye  rahk  rogues ! 

A comes,  a comes,  a comes,  a comes ! that’s 
he,  boys ! 

What  a brave  cry  they  tnakc! 

Enter  Carutuch , with  a head. 

Car.  How  does  iny  chicken? 

Hcngo.  'Faith,  unde,  grown  a soldier,  a 
great  soldier ; 

For,  by  the  virtue  of  your  charging-staff, 
Ami  a strange  fighting  face  I put  upon’t, 
I've  out-bruv’d  Hunger. 

Car.  That’s  my  boy,  my  sweet  boy  ! 

Here,  li  re’s  *.  Roman’s  head  for  thee. 

Hcngo.  Good  provision ! 

Before  I starve,  my  sweet-fac’d  gentleman, 
J’li  try  your  favour. 

Car.  A right  complete  soldier! 

Come,  chicken,  let  s go  seek  some  pNcc  of 
strength  [in; 

(The  country’s  full  of  scouts)  to  rest  a w hile 
Thou  wilt  not  else  be  able  to  endure 
The  journey  to  my  country.  Fruits  and  water 
Must  be  your  food  a while,  boy. 

Huigo.  Anything; 

I can  eat  mow*,  nay,  I can  live  on  anger. 

To  vex  these  Romans.  Ijet’s  be  wary,  uncle. 
Car.  I warrant  thee;  come  cheerfully. 
Ilcngo.  And  boldly!  [Exeunt. 


whom  he  beforecalls  the  thin  starv'd  rascal,  nnd  afterwards, 
3 K 2 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Peniut,  Drutitis,  and  Regulut. 
Reg.  The  soldier  shall  not  grieve  you. 
Pen.  ’Pray  ye  forsake  ine  ; 

Look  not  upon  ine,  as  ye  love  your  honours ! 
I him  so  cold  a coward,  iny  infection 
Will  choke  your  virtues  like  a damp  else. 
Drus.  Dear  captain  ! 

Reg.  Most  honour’d  sir ! 

Pen.  Most  hated,  most  ahhorr’d  ! [me. 
Say  so,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  please 
Oh,  my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit! 

Reg.  Sure 

His  mind  is  dangerous. 

Drus.  The  good  gods  cure  it ! 

Pen.  My  honour  got  thro’  fire,  thro’  stub- 
born breaches. 

Thro’  battles  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win 
as  Heaven, 

Thro’  Death  himself,  in  all  his  horrid  trims, 
Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever,  gentlemen  ! 

And  now  I’m  left  to  scornful  talcs  and 
laughters,  (he, 

Tohootings-at,  pointing  with  fingers,  ‘That’s 
‘ That’s  the  brave  gentleman  forsook  the 
battle,  [ard.’ 

* The  most  wise  Penius,  the  disputing  cow- 
Oh,  my  good  sword,  break  from  my  side,  and 
kill  me; 

Cut  out  the  coward  from  my  heart ! 

Reg.  You  arc  none. 

Pen.  He  lies  that  says  so;  by  Ilcaven,  he 
lies,  lies  basely, 

Baser  than  I have  done ! Come,  soldiers,  seek 
ine;  [me; 

I've  robh’d  ve  of  your  virtues!  Justice  seek 
I've  broke  my  fair  obedience ! last50,  Shame 
take  me,  [me, 

Take  me,  and  swallow  me,  make  ballads  of 
Shame,  endless  Shame ! and  'pray  do  you 
forsake  me  ! 

Drus.  What  shall  we  do? 

Pen.  Good  gentlemen,  forsake  me; 

You  were  not  wont  to  be  commanded. 
Friends,  ’pray  do  if, 

And  do  not  fear;  for  ns  I am  a coward  [me, 
I will  not  hurt  myself,  (when  that  mind  takes 
I’ll  call  to  you.  and  ask  your  help)  T dare  not. 

[Throat  himself  upon  the  ground. 

Enter  Pelillius. 

Pet.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen ! Where’s 
the  tribune? 

Reg.  There. 

Dr  us.  Whence  come  you,  good  Pelillius  r 
Pet.  From  the  general. 

Drus.  With  what,  for  Heaven’s  sake? 
Pet.  With  good  counsel,  Drusius, 

And  love,  to  edmfort  him. 

Drus.  Good  Kcgulus, 


[Act  4.  Scene  3. 

Step  to  the  soldier  and  allay  his  anger  ; 

For  lie  is  wild  as  winter. 

[Exeunt  Drus.  and  Reg. 
Pet.  Oh,  arc  you  there?  have  at  you  ! — 
Sure  he’s  dead, 

It  cannot  lie  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune; 
He  must  die,  ’tis  most  accessary ; men  ex- 
pect it,  (ard. 

And  thought  of  life  in  him  goes  beyond  cow- 
Forsake  the  field  so  basely?  l v upou’t ! 

So  poorly  to  betray  his  worth,  so  coldly 
To  cut  ail  credit  from  the  soldier?  Sure 
If  this  man  mean  to  live,  fas  l should  think  it 
Beyond  belief;  he  must  retire  where  never 
The  name  of  Home,  the  voice  of  arms,  oc 
honour, 

Was  known  or  heard  of  yet.  He's  certain  dead, 
Or  strongly  means  it ; he’s  no  soldier  else. 
No  Roman  in  him ; all  h*  has  done  but  outside, 
Fought  either  drunk  or  dcsp'rutc.  Now  lie 
How  docs  lord  Penius?  [liscs.— 

Pen.  As  you  sec. 

Pet.  I’m  glad  ou’t ; 

Continue  so  still.  The  lord  general. 

The  valiant  general,  great  Suetonius 

Pen.  No  more  of  me  is  spoken ; my  nau.o*s 
perish’d.  [day. 

Pet.  He  that  commanded  fortune  and  the 
By  his  own  valour  and  discretion, 

(When,  as  some  say.  Penius  refus’d  to  come, 
But  1 believe  'em  not)  sent  me  to  see  you. 
Pen.  Ye’re  welcome;  and  'pray  see  me, 
see  me  well; 

Yon  shall  not  see  me  long. 

Pet.  I hope  so,  Penius.— 

The  gods  defend,  sir! 

Pen.  See  me  and  understand  me : This  is  he 
Left  to  fill  up  vour  triumph;  he  that  basely 
Whistled  Ins  honour  off  to  th’  wind,  that  coldly 
Shrunk  in  his  politick  head,  when  Rome,  like 
reapers, 

Sweat  blood  and  spirit  for  a glorious  harvest, 
And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off ; that 
fool. 

That  having  gold  and  copper  offer’d  him, 
Refus’d  the  wealtn,  and  took  the  w’ostc  ; that 
soldier,  [tune. 

That  being  courted  by  loud  Fame  and  For- 
Labour  in  one  hand  that  propounds  us  gods, 
And  in  the  other  Glory  that  creates  us, 

Vet  durst  doubt  and  be  damn’d  ! 

Pet.  It  was  an  error. 

Pen.  A foul  one,  and  a black  one. 

Pet.  Yet  the  blackest 
May  be  wash’d  white  again. 

Pen.  Never. 

Pet.  Your  leare,  sir ; 

And  I beseech  ypu  note  me,  for  I love  you. 
And  bring  along  all  coinfort:  Arc  we  gods, 
Allied  to  no  infirmities?  are  our  natures 
More  than  men’s  natures?  When  we  slip  a 
little 


so  Obedience , lost:  shame  take  me.]  This  seems  an  evident  corruption,  which  the  alteration 
of  one  letter  rectifies. 
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Act  4.  Scene  3.] 


Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  lost? 

Is  there  no  medicine  call’d  sweet  mercy  ? 

Pen.  None,  Pctillius; 

There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind  can  reach  me, 
Nor  is  it  tit  it  should  ; I’ve  sinn’d  beyond  it. 

Pet.  Forgiveness  meets  with  all  fuults. 

Pen.  TTis  all  faults. 

All  sins  I can  commit,  to  be  forgiven; 
Tisloss  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  discretion, 
To  be  so  stupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon  ! 

Pet.  Oh,  but  the  gentrnl 

Pen.  He’s  a brave  gentleman, 

A valiant,  and  a loving;  and  1 dare  say 
He  would,  as  far  as  Honour  durst  direct  him, 
Make  even  with  my  fault ; but  ’tis  not  honest, 
Norin  his  power : Examples  that  may  nourish 
Neglect  and  disobedience  in  whole  bodies, 
And  totter  the  estates  and  faiths  of  armies, 
Must  not  be  play’d  withal ; nor  out  of  pity 
Make  a general  forget  his  duty  ; 

Nor  dare  I hope  more  from  him  than  is 

Pet.  What  would  you  do  ? [worthy. 

Pen.  Die. 

Pet.  So  would  sullen  children, 

Women  that  w^uit  their  wills,  slaves  disobe- 
dient, [you 

That  fear  the  law.  Die?  Fv,  great  captain  1 
A man  to  rule  men,  to  have  thousand  lives 
Under  your  regiment,  and  let  your  passion 
Betray  vour  reason  ? I bring  you  all  forgive- 
ness, [honour — 

The  noblest  kind  commends,  your  place,  your 

Pen.  ’Prithee  no  more; ’tis foolish.  Didst 
nut  thou  [there, 

(By  Heaven,  thou  didst;  I over-heard  thee, 
There  where  thou  stand'st  now)  deliver  me 
for  rascal, 

Poor,  dead,  cold  coward,miserable,wretclied, 
If  i outliv’d  this  ruin  ? 

Pet.  It 

Pen.  And  thou  didst  it  nobly, 

Like  a true  man,  a soldier;  aud  I thank  thee, 
I thank  thee,  good  Petillius,  thus  1 thank  thee ! 

Pet.  Since  you’re  so  justly  made  up,  let 
me  tell  vou, 

*Tis  fit  you  efie  iudeed. 

Pen.  Oh,  how  thou  lov’st  me  ! 

Pet.  For  say  he  had  forgiven  you,  say  the 
people’s  whispers  [der, 

Were  tame  again,  the  time  run  out  for  won- 
What  must  your  own  command  think,  from 
whose  swords  [lours 

You’ve  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whose  va- 
The  due  and  recompense  of  anus ; nay,  made 
it  doubtful  • 


Whether  they  knew  obedicuce?  must  not 
these  kill  you?  [miracle 

Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  you,  by  mere 
Brought  to  forgive  you,  wlmt  old  valiant  sol- 
dier, [Rome, 

What  man  that  loves  to  fight,  and  fight  for 
Will  ever  follow  you  more?  Dare  you  know 
these  ventures  ? 

If  so,  I bring  you  comfort;  dare  you  take  it  ? 
Pen.  No,  no,  Pctillius,  no. 

Pet.  If  your  mind  serve  you, 

You  may  live  still ; but  how?  yet  pardon  me: 
You  may  out-wear  all  too ; but  when  ? aud 
certain 

There  is  a mercy  for  each  fault,  if  tamely 
A man  will  tukc’t  upon  conditions. 

P(n.  No,  by  no  means:  1 ’in  only  thinking 
now,  sir, 

(For  I’m  resolv’d  to  go)  of  a most  base  death. 
Fitting  rhe  baseness  of  uiy  fault.  I’ll  bang. 
Pet.  You  shall  not;  you’re  a gentleman  I 
honour, 

I would  else  flatter  you,  and  force  you  live. 
Which  is  far  baser.  Hanging?  ’tis  a dug’s 
An  end  for  slaves.  [death, 

Pen.  The  titter  for  my  baseness. 

Pet.  Besides  the  man  that’s  haug’d  preaches 
his  end. 

And  sits  a sign  for  all  the  world  to  gape  at 
Pen.  That’s  true;  I’ll  take  a fitter;  poison. 
Pet.  No, 

'Tis  equal  ill ; the  death  of  rats  artd  women, 
Lovers,  and  lazy  boys,  that  fear  correction: 
Die  like  a man. 

Pen.  Why,  my  sword  then. 

Pet.  Ay,  if  your  sword  be  sharp,  sir. 
There’s  nothing  under  Heaven  that’s  like  your 
Your  sword’s  a dentil  iudeed  ! [sword. 
Pen.  It  shall  he  sharp,  sir. 

Pet.  Why,  Milhridatcs  was  an  arrant  ass 
To  die  by  poison**,  if  all  Bosphorus 
Could  lend  him  swords : Your  sword  must  do 
the  deed : [bleed. 

Tii  shame  to  die  chnak'd,  fame  to  die  and 
Pen.  Thou  hast  continu'd  me;  and,  my 
good  Petillius, 

Tell  me  no  mure  1 may  live. 

Pet.  'Twas  my  commission ; 

But  now  1 see  you  in  a nobler  way, 

A way  to  make  all  even. 

Pen.  Farewell,  captain ! 

Be  a good  man,  and  light  well ; he  obedient; 
Command  thyself,  and  then  thy  men.  Why 
shakest  thou  ? 

Pet.  I do  not,  sir. 


51  And  sits  a sign.]  This  reading  is  certainly  against  all  the  notions  any  one  can  have  of  a 
man’s  being  hanged.  ‘ To  set  a sign  ’ bids  fairest  for  the  true  lection,  though  I have  uot 
dared  to  disturb  the  text.  Sympson. 

42  Mithridutes  was  an  arrant  ass  % 

To  die  by  poison,  if  alt  Bosphorus 

Could  lend  him  swords.  1 The  assertion  in  this  passage  is  a manifest  contradiction  to 
the  truth  of  history.  For  Mithridates  did  not  end  his  days  by  poison,  but  by  the  sword. 
Another  instance  this  of  inattention  in  our  Authors,  or  trusting  too  much  to  an  unin/alltbU 
memory.  Sympson. 
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Pen.  I would  thou  h:ic!>t,  Petillius! 

I would  find  something  to  forsake  the  world 
with  [quake 

Worthy  the  mail  that  Hie*:  A kind  of  earth- 
Thro' all  stern  valours  but  mine  own. 

J’rt.  i ft  el  now 
A kind  of  trend. ling  in  me. 

Pen.  Keep  it  still ; 

As  thou  ltiv'st  virtue,  keep  it. 

Pet.  And,  brave  captain, 

The  great  and  honour’d  Peinus  ! 

Pen.  That  neoin ! 

Oh,  how  it  heightens  me ! again,  PrtilliusJ 
Pet.  Most  excellent  commander  !-*— 
Pen.  TIioh*  were  mine, 

Mine,  only  mine! 

Pet.  They  are  still. 

Pen.  Then,  to  keep  ’em 
For  ever  falling  more,  have  at  ye!  Heavens, 
Ye  everlasting  powers,  I’ui  yours:  1 lie  work 
is  done,  [ Kill*  himself 

That  neither  fire,  nor  age,  hor  melting  envy  *», 
Shall  ever  conquer.  Carry  my  last  woi  Is 
To  th* great  gcn’nd : Kiss  his  l ands,  and  say, 
My  soul  l givetollenv’n,  my  fault  to  justice, 
Which  I have  done  upon  myself;  my  virtue, 
If  ever  there  was  any  in  poor  Pen  ins. 

Made  more,  and  happier,  lighten  him!  (I 
faint) 

And  where  there  is  a foe,  I wish  him  fortune, 
i die : Lie  lightly  on  my  ashes  '1,  gentle  earth  ! 

[ Din. 

Pet.  Atid  on  riiy  sin!  Farewell, great  Ju- 
nius ! 

The  soldier  is  in  fury;  tiow  I’m  triad 

[Anise  will  in. 

Tis  done  before  he  comes.  Tins  way  for  me. 
The  wav  of  toil ; for  thee,  the  way  ol  honour! 

[lint. 

Enter  Dins',  us  and  Rip t/lu*,  nith  isddien. 
Sdd.  Kid  him,  kill  him,  kill  him! 

Drut.  What  will  ye  do? 

Reg.  Good  soldiers,  honest  soldiers r 


S dd.  Kill  him,  kill  him*  kill  him  I 
Drut.  Kill  us  lirst;  wc  command  too. 
Reg.  Valiant  soldiers, 

Consider  but  whose  life  ye  seek. — Oh,  Dru- 
sins,  [say, 

Bid  him  be  gone;  he  dies  rise.— -Shall  Rome 
Ye  most  approved  soldiers,  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fathers  of  the  tights  ? shall  rage 
And  stubborn  fury  guide  those  swords  to 
slaughter, 

To  ^laughter  of  their  own,  to  rix  il  ri:ii»  ? 
Dins.  Oh,  let  ’em  in}  all’s  done,  all’s 
ended,  Hcgttlmy  [filers. 

Pen i us  has  found  his  last  el  lipse.  Come,  sol- 
Comc.nnd  he  hold  ynur  miseries ; come  brave* 
Full  of  your  ffiutinousoud  liloodv  angers,  [Iv, 
And  here  hestow  your  Harts.  Oh,  only  Uu- 
Oh,  father  of  the  wars ! [man, 

Reis.  Why  stand  yc*  stupid?  [now 

Win  n la  vour  killing  furies?  xvhnse  sword 
Shall  first  he  -licath’d  in  Peniits?  Do  ye  wyep? 
flow  I out,  yc  wretches,  ye  have  cause;  howl 
ever ! [lour 

Who  shall  oow  lead  ye  fortunate  ? whose  va- 
Pi cserve  yc  to  the  gh»rv  of  your  country  ? 
Who  shall  march  out  before  ve,  coy’d  and 
courted 

By  all  the  inistri  xses  of  war,  rare,  counsel. 
Quick-e/d  expel icncc,  and  victory  txviu’d  to 
hi. 11? 

Who  shall  l.»  ge  t ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
l o speak  your  names,  and  keep  your  hoiiouik 
living, 

Whcti  children  fail,  and  Time,  that  tnkfcs 
ail  With  him. 

Build  hnlises  for  ye  to  oblivion  ? 

Drut.  Oh,  ye  poor  desp’rate  fools,  nA 
more  now  soldiers, 

Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  Up;  let  rust 
rot  Yin;  [ers  ! 

And  humble  Vour  stern  valours  to  soft  prav- 
Foi  vc  have  sunk  the  frame  of  ul!  your  vir- 
tues; [exec. 

The  suu  that  warm’d  your  Hoods  is  set. for 


*■*  Melting  rnr»/.]  This  epithet  serins  a little  stiff  and  obscure.  It  was  a custom  of  the 
Romans  to  deface  the  marble,  and  melt  down  the  hhi/en  Statues  of  those  who  were  become 
detestable  to  them ; and  to  the  inciting  of  these  braten  ou?>  tliist  pithet  must  refer.  Saetird. 

We  do  not  enter  into  Seward's  explanation  of  this  epithet.  The  Poets  seem  to  nuau  to 
refer  to  Ox  id’s, 

. quad  i/ec  Juris  ira , ncc  1C..N  is, 

A ec  potent  ft  rrum,  nee  (dux  ab  >lt  rc  ret  utt as. 

m Lie  light  I}/  on  my  ashes,  gentle  earth.}  In  the  beautiful  Ode  lo  the  Memory  of  Col. 
George  V ill icrs,  drowned  in  the  river  Pi.ivn,  in  the  county  of  Friuli,  1703,  the  authojy 
•Mr.  Prior,  seems  to  have  I con  indebted  to  this  line  for  the  thought  in  the  following; 

* Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  n grave; 

• ( I he  only  honour  he  can  noxv  receive) 

4 And  fragrant. mould  upon  his  body  throw; 

4 And  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o’er  his  brow  : 

4 Light  he  the  faith;  and  flourish  green  the  bough.’ 

So  also  Mr.  Pope,  in  the  Eh  gy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady  : 

4 What  tho’  uo  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room, 

4 Nor  hallow’d  dirge  be  mutter’d  o’er  thy  toinb, 

1 Yet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flow’rs  be  drest,. 

4 And  the  green  turf  lit  lightly  on  thy  breast'  R. 
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J’ll  kiss  thy  honour'd  check.  Farewell,  great 
Penius, 

Thou  thunder-bolt,  farewell !— -Take  up  the 
body : 

Tomorrow  mourning**  to  the  camp  convey  it. 
There  to  receive  due  ceremonies.  That  eye 
That  blinds  himself  with  weeping,  gets  most 
glory.  [ Exeunt  with  u dead  murch. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Suetonius , Junius , Dccius,  Demetrius, 
Conus,  and  Soldiers : Bouduca,  two  Daugh- 
ters, and  Nennius  above.  Drum  and  colours 
Suet.  Bring  up  the  catapults,  and  shake 
the  wall ; 

We  will  not  be  out-hrnvM  thus. 

Nen.  Shake  the  earth,  [rams, 

Ye  cannot  drake  our  souls.  Bring  up  your 
And  with  their  armed  heads  make  the  fort 
totter, 

Ve  do  but  rock  us  into  death.  [ Exit  Nen. 
Jun.  See,  sir, 

See  the  Icenian  queen  in  till  her  glory,  [mg, 
From  the  strong  battlements  proudly  appear- 
As  if  she  meant  to  give  us  lashes  ! 

Dec.  Yield,  queen. 

bond.  I’m  unacquainted  with  that  lan- 
guage, Roman.  [mercy; 

Suet.  Yield,  honour’d  lady,  and  expect  our 
W_c  love  thy  nobleness.  [ Exit  Deems. 

bond.  I thank  yc ! ye  say  Mrell ; 

But  mercy  and  love  are  sins  in  Home  and  hell. 
Suet.  You  cannot  'scape  our  strength ; you 
must  yield,  lady ; 

Von  must  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Rome. 
bund.  If  Rome  be  earthly,  why  should  any 
knee 

With  bending  adoration  worship  her? 

She's  vicious;  and,  your  partial  selves  confess, 
Aspires  the  height  of  all  impiety; 

Therefore  ’tis  fitter  I should  reverence 
The  thatched  houses  where  the  Britons  dwell 
In  careless  mirth  ; where  the  hless’d  house- 
hold gods 

See  nought  but  chaste  and  simple  purity. 
*l'is  not  high  power  tlmt  makes  u place  divine, 
Nor  that  the  men  from  gods  derire  their  line; 
Bo t sacred  thoughts,  iu  holy  hosoius  stor’d, 
Wake  people  noble,  and  the  place  ador’d. 
Suet.  Beat  the  wall  deeper  ! 
bond.  Beat  it  to  the  centre. 

We  will  uot  sink  one  thought.  / 

Suet,  i’ll  make  ye. 

Bond.  No. 

2 Dough.  Oh,  mother,  these  arc  fearful 
hours;  speak  gently 

Enter  Petillius , who  whispers  Suetonius. 
To  these  fierce  men,  they  will  afford  ye  pity. 
Bond.  Pity?  Thou  fearful  girl,  rtis  for 
those  wretches  [less? 

^"hat  misery  makes  tame.  Wouldst  thou  live 


Wust  not  thou  born  a princess?  Can  my 
blood, 

And  thy  brave  father’s  spirit,  suffer  in  thee 
So  base  a separation  from  thyself. 

As  mercy  from  these  tyrants?  Thou  lov’st 
lust  sure,  [beauty 

And  long’st  to  prostitute  thy  youth  and 
To  common  slaves  for  bread.  Say  they  had 
The  dovil  a planting  conscience,  [mercy. 
The  lives  of  kings  rest  in  their  diadems. 
Which  to  their  bodies  lively  souls  do  give* 
And,  ceasing  to  he  kings,  they  cease  to  live. 
Shew  such  another  fear,  and,  by  the  Gods, 
HI  fling  thee  to  their  fury. 

Suet,  lie  is  dead  then?  [sir. 

Bet.  I think  so  certainly ; yet  all  my  means, 

Even  to  the  hazard  of  my  life 

Suet.  No  more: 

Wc  must  uot  seem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Dccius. 

Dec.  There’s  a breach  made ; 

Is  it  your  will  we  charge,  sir? 

Suet.  Once  more,  mercy, 

Mercy  to  all  that  yield  ! 

Bond.  I scorn  to  answer; 

Speak  to  him,  girl,  and  hear  thy  sister. 

1 Dough.  General,  [me, 

Hoar  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upofl 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  woman’s  face, 
Whoic  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  yc; 
See  with  thy  narrowest  eyes,  thy  sharpest 
wishes, 

Intomv  soul,  and  see  what  there  inhabits; 
See  if  one  fear,  one  shadow  of  a terror. 

One  paleness  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger, 
To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.  No,  yc  fool*, 
Poor  furtipic’s  fools,  we  were  not  born  for 
triumphs. 

To  follow  your  gay  sports,  ami  fill  your  slave* 
With  hoots  and  acclamations. 

Bet.  Brave  behaviour! 

1 Duugh.  The  children  of  as  great  as  Rome, 
as  noble,  [envy, 

Our  panics  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her 
Must  w $ gild  o’er  your  conquest,  make  your 
state, 

That  is  not  fairly  strong,  but  fortunate?  [yc, 
No,  no,  ye  Romans,  wc  have  ways  to  scape 
To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prisoners, 
And  stick  our  triumphs  full* 

Bet.  ’Sdcatli,  I shall  love  her. 

1 Duugh.  To  torture  ye  with  suffering,  like 
our  slaves; 

To  ljjukc  ye  curse  our  patience,  wish  the 
wqrld 

Were  lost  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  esteem 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

Bond.  Do  yc  wonder  ? [tune; 

We’ll  make  our  piopuments  iifSpite  of  for- 
In  spite  of  all  your  eagles’  wings,  we’ll  work 
A pitch  above  ye;  and  from  our  height  we’ll 
stoop 


u Tomorrow  morning  ] The  variation  in  the  left  is  recommended  in  the  edition  of  l^OO. 
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As  fcnrJcss  of  your  bloody  soars,  nnd  fortu- 
As  if  we  prey’d  on  heartless  doves.  [natt, 
Suet.  Strange  stiffness ! 

Decius,  co  charge  the  breach.  [Jviif  Decius. 

Bond.  Charge  it  home,  Roman  ; [nius? 
We  shall  deceive  thee  else.  Where’*  Ncn- 

Enter  Nennius. 

Nen.  Thcv’ve  made  a mighty  breach. 
Bond.  Stick  in  thy  body, 

And  make  it  good  but  half  an  hour. 
jYen.  I’ll  do  it. 

1 Daush.  And  then  be  sure  to  die. 

Air*.  ft  shall  go  h*rd  else. 

Bond.  Farewell,  with  all  my  heart!  We 
shall  meet  yonder, 

Where  few  of  these  must  come. 

jVen.  Gods  take  thee.  Indy ! f Ecil  ben. 
Bond.  Bring  up  the  swords,  and  poison. 

Enter  one  with  words  and  a great  Clip. 

2 Dough.  Oh,  my  fortune! . 

Bond.  How,  how-,  ye  whore  ? fyotl. 

2 Daugh.  Good  inothc  r,  nothing  to  offend 
Bond  Here,  wench, 
frehotd  us,  Romans ! 

Suet.  Mercy  yet. 

Bond.  No  talking!  [prayers, 

Fuff!  there  goes  nil  your  pity  Come,  short 
And  let’s  dispatch  the  business!  You  begin; 
Shrink  not.  I’ll  see  you  do’t. 

2 Dough.  Ob,  gentle  mother! 

Ob,  Romans!  oh,  my  heart ! I dare  not. 

Sact.  Woman,  woman, 

Unnatural  woman  ! 

2 Dough.  ( )li,  persuade  ln*r,  Romans  . 
Alas,  I'm  young,  and  would  live.  Noble 
mother; 

C an  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life?  Are  my  years 
Fit  for  destruction  ? 

Suet.  Yield,  kimI  be  a queen  still, 

A mother,  and  a friend. 

Rind  Ye  talk! — Come,  bold  it, 

Ami  put  it  home. 

1 Dough.  Fy,  sister,  f V ! 

What  would  you  Jive  to  I#? 

Bund.  A w hore  still  ? 

2 Dough.  Mercy  ! 

Suet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman  ! 

2 Dough.  Mercy,  mother ! 

Oh,  whither  will  you  send  me  ? I was  once 
Your  darling,  your  delight. 

Bond.  Oh,  cods!  feur  in  my  family? 

Do  it,  anti  nobly. 

2 Dough  Oh,  do  not  frown  then. 

1 Dough.  Doit,  w orthy  sister ; [you. 
Tin  nothing;  ’lis  a pleasure:  We'll  go  with 

2 Dough.  Oli,  if  I knew  but  whither! 

1 Dough  To  the  bU  ssetl ; 

Where  we  sfinll  meet  oilr  father 

Suet.  Woman! 

. Rind.  Talk  not. 

1 Dough.  Where  nothing  but  true  joy  is— 
Rond.  That’s  n «:ood  wench  ! 

Mine  own  sue  t girl!  pot  it  close  to  thee. 


2 Datigh.  Oh, 

Comfort  me  still,  for  HeftvVs  sake. 

1 Dough.  Where  eternal 

Our  youths  are,  nudour  beauties;  where  no 
wars  come, 

Nor  lustful  slaves  to  ravish  us. 

2 Dough.  I’hal  steels  me  ; 

A long  farewell  to  this  world!  [Diet. 

Bond.  Good ; I’ll  help  thee. 

] Daugh.  The  nest  is  mine.  Shew  me  a 
Roman  lady  fnour; 

In  all  your  stories,  dare  do  this  for  her  ho- 
Tliey  are  cow-nrds,  eat  coals  like  com  pel  I'd 
Your  great  saint,  I.ucrece,  [cats; 

Died  not  for  honour;  Tarquin  tupt  her  well, 
And,  uiad  she  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Pet.  By  Ilenven, 

I urn  in  love!  I’d  give  an  hundred  pound  now 
But  to  lie  w ith  this  wothan’s  behaviour.  Oh, 
the  devil ! 

1 Dough.  Ye  shall  sec  me  example:  All 
your  Rome, 

If  I were  proud  and  lov’d  ambition, 

If  1 were  lustful,  all  your  ways  of  pleasure, 
If  I were  greedy,  nil  the  wealth  yc  conquer— 
Bond.  Make  haste. 

I Daugh.  I will. — Could  not  entice  to  live, 
But  two  short  hours,  this  frailty.  Would  ye 
learn 

How  to  die  bravely,  Romans,  to  fling  off 
This  case  of  flesh,  lose  all  vour  cares  forever? 
Live  as  wc  have  done,  well,  anil  fear  the  gods; 
Hunt  honour,  and  not  nations,  with  your 
swords;  [high; 

Keep  your  minds  humble,  your  devotions 
So  shall  ye  learu  the  noblest  part,  to  die. 

[Dirt. 

Bond.  I come.  Wench. — To  ye  all,  Fate  s 
hangmen,  you 

That  rase  the  aged  destinies,  and  cut 
The  threud*  of  kingdoms  u*  they  draw  ’em! 

here,  [CicMir 

Here  is  a draOght  would  ask  no  less  tlian 
To  pledge  it  for  the  glory’s  sake ! 

Cur.  Great  lad v! 

Suet.  Make  up  your  own  conditions. 
Bond.  So  we  will. 

Suet.  Stay ! 

Dent.  Stay ! 

Suet.  Ik*  nn>  thing. 

Raid.  A saint,  SnetOuini, 

When  thou  sbalt  fear,  and  die  like  a slave. 

Ye  fools,  [conquer’d; 

Yc  should  have  tied  up  death  first,  when  ye 
Yc  sweat  for  us  in  vain  else  : See  him  here; 
He’s  ours  still,  and  our  friend;  laughs  at 
your  pities; 

And  we  command  him  w ith  ns  easy  reins 
As  do  our  enemies. — 1 feel  the  poisou.— 
Poor  vanquish'd  Rotnnns,  with  what  match- 
less tofturcs 

Could  I now  rack  ye!  But  I pity  ye, 
Desiring  to  die  qmet : Nay,  so  much 
I hate  to  prosecute  my  victory, 

That  1 wilt  give  ye  counsel  ere  I die: 
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If  you  will  keep  your  laws  and  empire 
whole, 

Place  in  your  Roman  flesh  a Briton  soul.  , 

[Diet. 

Enter  Dec i us. 

Suet.  Desperate  and  strange ! 

Dec.  Tis  won,  sir,  and  the  Britons 
All  put  to  th’  sword. 


Suet.  Give  her  fair  funeral ; 

She  was  truly  noble,  and  a queen. 

Pet.  (\>atak£,ij^ 

A lovo-tiiange  grown  Upon  me  ? WhaJ  a spirit ! 
Jun.  I’m  glud  of  tins ! I’ve  founa  you. 
Pet.  In  my  belly. 

Oh,  how  it  tumbles ! 

Jun.  Ycgood  gods,  I thank  ye  ! [JE/c*»L 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Carutach  upon  a rock , and  Hengo  ly  him 
sleeping. 

Car . rT1HUS  wc  afflicted  Britons  climb  for 
x safeties, 

And  to  avoid  ourdangers, seek  destructions; 
Thqs  we  awake  to  sorrows.  Oh,  thou  woman, 
Thou  agent  for  adversities,  what  curses 
This  day  belong  to  thy  improvidence! 
ToBritaine,  by  thy  means,  w hat  sad  millions 
Of  widows’  weeping  eyes ! The  strong  man’s 
, valour 

Thou  hast  betray’d  to  fury,  the  child’s  fortune 
To  fear,  and  want  of  friends.;  whose  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  off,  and  build  his 
sorrows 

A house  of  rest  by  his  bless’d  ancestors : 

The  virgins  thou  hast  robb'd  of  all  their 
wishes,  [songs. 

Blasted  their  blowing  hopes,  turned  their 
Their  mirthful  marriage-songs,  to  funerals; 
The  land  th’  hast  left  a wilderness  of 
wretches. — 

The  boy  begins  to  stir ; thy  safety  made, 
'Would  my  soul  were  in  Heav’u! 

Hengo.  Oh,  noble  uncle. 

Look  out;  I dreain’d  we  were  betray’d. 

Cur.  No  liarm,  boy; 

[A  soft  dead  march  within. 
Tis  but  thy  emptiness  that  breeds  these  fan- 
Thou  shalt  have  meat  anon.  [cies: 

. Hengo.  A little,  uncle,  [those. 

And  I shall  hold  out  bravely. —What  afe 
(Look,  uncle,  look!)  those  multitudes  that 
march  there? 

They  come  upon  us  stealing  by. 

Car.  I see  'em ; 

And  prithee  be  not  fearful. 

Hengo.  Now  you  hate  me; 

'Would  I were  dead  ! 

Car.  Thou  know’st  I love  thee  dearly.  , 
Hengo.  Did  I e'er  shrink  yet,uucle?  Were 
I a man  now, 

I should  be  angry  with  you. 

Enter  Drmius}  Regulus , and  Soldiers , with 
Peniusf$  hearse,  drums  and  colours . 

Car.  My  sweet  chicken  !■< — 

Sec,  they  have  reach’d  us;  and,  as  it  Seems, 
they  bear 

Vot.  II.  ; 


Some  soldier's  body,  by  their  solemn  gestures. 
And  sac  solemnities;  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  eminence.— Most  worthy  soldiers, 
Let  me  entreat  your  knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  body  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  such  a sad  and  ceremonious  grief, 

As  if  ve  meant  to  wooc  the  world  and  Nature 
To  he  in  love  with  death?  Most  honourable 
Excellent  Romans,  by  your  ancient  valours, 
As  ve  love  fame,  resolve  me  ! 

Sold.  Tis  the  body 

Of  the  great  captnin  Penius.  by  himself 
Made  cold  and  spiritless. 

Car.  Oh,  stay,  ye  Romans, 

By  the  religion  which  ye  owe  those  gods 
That  lead  ye  on  to  victories ! by  those  glories 
Which  made  even  pride  a virtue  in  ye! 

• Drus.  Stay. 

What’s  thy  will,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  Set  down  the  body, 

The  body  of  the  noblest  of  all  Romans  ; 

As  ye  expect  an  offering  at  your  graves- 
From  your  friends*  sorrows,  set  it  down 
awhile, 

That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle, 
(A  noblfcnomy,  that- loves  a soldier) 

And  lend  a tear  to  Virtue  ! Ev’n  your  foes, 
Your  wild  foes,  as  you  call’d  us,  are  yet  stor’d 
With  fair  affections,  our  hearts  fresh,  our 
spirits,  [dies, 

Tho*  sometime  stubborn,  yet  when.  Virtue 
Soft  and  relenting  as  a virgin's  prayers : 

Oh,  set  it  down  ! 

Drus.  Set  down  the  body,  soldiers. 

Cur.  Thou  hallow'd  reliclc,  thou  rich  dia- 
{ luoud  f f 

Cut  with  thine  own  dust;  thou  for  whose 
wide  fame 

The  world  appears  too  narrow,  man's  all 
thoughts. 

Had  they  all  tongues,  too  silent;  thus  I bow 
To  thy  most  honour'd  ashes ! Tho’ an  enemy, 
Yet  friend  to  all  th»  worths,  sleep  peaceably; 
Happiness  crown  thy  souL  and  in  thy  earth 
Some  laurel  fix  his  seat,  there  grow  and  flou- 
rish, .1  . ' 

And  make  thy  grave  an  everlasting  triumph ! 
Farewell  all  glorious  wars,  now  thou  art  gone, 
And  honest  arms,  adieu  ! All  noble  battles, 
Maintain'd  in  thirst  of  honour,  not  of  blood} 
Farewell  for  ever ! 

L 
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[Act  5.  Scene  4. 


tttngn.  Ws»  this  Roman,  uncle, 

So  good  a man  ? 

Car.  Thou  never  knew’st  thy  father. 

Hen  go.  He  died  Tore  1 was  born. 

Car.  This  worthy  Homan 
Was  such  another  piece  of  endless  honour, 
Such  a brave  soal  dwelt  in  him ; their  pro- 
port  ions 

And  faces  were  rot  much  unlike,  boy.  Ex- 
cellent nature  ! 

Sec  how  it  worksinto  his  eyes ! mine  ow  n boy ! 
JJengo.  The  multitudes  of  these  men,  and 
their  fortunes,  [goodness — 

Could  never  make  me  fear  yet;  one  man’s 
Car.  Oh,  now  thou  plcasest  me;  weep  still, 
my  child, 

As  if  thou  saw’stme  dead  ! with  such  a flux 
Or  flood  of  sorrow,  still  thou  pleusest  me. 
And,  worthy  soldiers,  ’pray  receive  these 
pledges, 

These  hatchfriORts  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us 
so  much 

To  place  'em  da  hi*  hearse.  Now,  if  yc  please, 
ar  off  the  noble  burden ; raise  Ins  pile 
High  as  Olympus,  making  Hcav'n  to  wonder 
To  see  a star  upon  earth  out-shining  theirs  : 
And  cver-lovea,  ever-living  be 
Thv  honour’d  aod  roost  sacred  memory  I 

Thou  hast  done  honestly,  good  Ca- 
ratacli;  ^Romans 

And  when  thou  diest,  a thousand  virtuous 
Shall  sing  thy  soul  to  Heaven.  Now  march  j 
on,  soldiers.  [Exeunt.  A dead  march. 
Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 

Hengo.  Aie  they  all  gone? 

I could  have  wept  this  hour  yet. 

Car.  Come,  take  cheer, 

And  raise  thy  spirit,  child ; if  but  this  day 
Thou  can6t  bear  out  thy  faintness,  the  night 
I’ll  fashion  our  escape.  [coming 

Hen  go.  Tray  fear  not  me; 

Indeed  I’m.  very  hearty. 

Car.  Be  so  still ; 

J lis  mischiefs  lessen,  that  controls  his  ill. 

[Exeunt. 

/ 

SCENE  II. 

i 

'Enter  Petilfius. 

Pet . What  do  I ail,  i’  th’  name  of  Ileav’n  ? 

I did  but  see  her,  [strongly. 

And  see  her  die;  she  stinks  by,  this  time 
Abominably  stinks.  She  was  a woman, 

A thing  I never  car’d  for;  hut  to  die  so, 
confidently,  bravely,  strongly— Oh,  the 
devil,  [strangely, 

1 have  the  hots  l by  Heaven,  she  scorn'd  us 


All  we  could  do,  or  durst  do ; threaten’d  us 
With  such  a noble  anger,  and  so  govern’d 
With  such  a fiery  spirit — The  plain  hots1*! 

A pox  upon  the  hots,  thelcvc-bots  ! Hang  me. 
Hang  me  cv’n  out  o’  th’  way,  directly  hang  me ! 
Oh,  penny  pipers,  and  most  painful  penned 
.Of  bountiful  new  ballads,  what  a suhject, 
What  a sweet  suhject  for  your  silver  sounds, 
Is  crept  upon  ye17 ! 

Enter  Junius. 

Jun.  Here  is  lie;  have  at  him  ! [Sing*. 
She  set  the  sw  ord  unto  her  breast, 

Great  pitv  it  was  to  see, 

That  three  drops  of  her  life-warm  blood 
Hun  trickling  down  her  knee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy  ? And  i’  faith  how' 
dost  thou? 

Pet.  Well,  gramercy  ;how  dost  thou?  Il’as 
found  roe, 

Scented  me  out ; the  shame  the  devil  ow*d  me, 
II’  as  kept  his  day  with.  And  what  news, 
Junius? 

Jun.  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times 
told, 

Of  a young  lady  was  turn’d  into  mould, 
Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  death  it  was 
bold. 

Pet.  A cruel  rogue!  now  he  has  drawn 
pursuit  on  me1*, 

He  hunts  me  like  a devil.  No  more  singing  ! 
Th*  hast  got  a cold : Coine,  let’s  go  drink 
some  sack,  hoy. 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Pet.  Why  dost  thou  laugh? 

\V hat  mares  nest  hast  (hou  found ? 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

I cannot  laugh  alone : Dccius ! Demetrius ! 
Curius  ! oh,  my  sides ! lut,  ha,  ha,  ba  ! 

The  strangest  jest! 

Pet.  ’Prithee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirablest  fooling! 

Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettiest  fellow  ! 

Jun.  .Sirs! 

Pet.  Why,  Junius ! 

’Prithee  away,  sweet  Junius  ! 

Jun.  Let  me  sing  then. 

Pet.  Whoa,  here’s  a stir  nowr  ! Sing  a song 
o’  sixpence ! 

By  Heaven,  if — ’prithee — pox  on’t,  Junius! 
Jun.  I must  either  sing  or  laugh. 

Pet.  And  whnt’s  your  reason? 

Jun.  What’s  that  to  you? 

Pet.  And  I must  whistle. 

Jun.  Do  so. 

Oh,  I hear  ’em  coming. 


56  Bots.  See  note  **  on  The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 


57  Crept  upon  ye.]  Sympson calls  this  nonsense,  and  reads,  ‘ crept  upon  ME;’ 1 for/  savs  he, 
* Love  was  not  crept  upon  than , but  himself. ’ Petillius  means,  * What  a sweet  subject  is 
fallen  in  your  way  r 

H'  us  draun  pursue  rr on  me.]  What  strange  stuff  is  this?  By  a small  change  of  letters 
and  a comma,  1 hope  I have  restored  this  place  to  its  ancient  purity.  Seaura. 

First  folio  says,  * now  h*  has  drawl*  pursue  oil  me.’ 
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Pet.  I've  a little  business. 

Jun.  Thou  bhalt  not  go,  believe  it:  What  ! 
a gentleman 

Of  thy  sweet  conversation  ? 

Pet.  Captain  Junius, 

Sweet  captain,  let  me  go  with  all  celerity  ! 
Things  arc  not  always  one;  and  do  not  ques- 
tion, [ditties. 

Nor  jeer,  nor  gibe  : None  of  your  doleful 
Nor  your  sweet  conversation  ; you  will  Hud 
I may  be  anger’d.  [then 

Jun.  By  no  means,  Petillius  ; 

Anger  a man  that  never  knew  passion? 

Mis  most  impossible:  A noble  captain, 

A wise  and  generous  gentleman? 

Pet.  Torn  Puppy, 

Leave  this  way  to  abuse  me : I have  found 
you,  [you. 

But,  for  your  mother’s  sake,  I will  forgive 
Your  subtile  understanding  may  discover, 

As  you  thiuk,  some  trim  toy  to  make  you 
merry,  [to’t ; 

Some  straw  to  tickle  you;  but  do  not  trust 
You’re  u young  man,  and  may  do  well;  be 
Carry  yourself  discreetly.  [sober, 

Enter  Decius , Demetrius,  and  Curius. 

Jun.  Yes,  forsooth. 

J)rm.  How  does  the  brave  Petillius? 

Jun.  Monstrous  merry. 

We  two  were  talking  what  a kind  of  thing 
I was  when  I was  in  love;  what  a strange 
monster 

For  little  bo>s  and  girls  to  wonder  at; 

How  like  a tool  I look’d  ! 

Dec.  So  they  do  nil, 

Like  great  dull  slavering  fools. 

Jun.  Petillius  saw  too. 

Pet.  No  more  of  this;  ’tis  scurvy;  peace  ! 
Jun.  How  im*tilv, 

Indeed  how  licastly,  all  I did  became  me! 
ilow  1 forgot  to  blow  niyiiose!  There  he 
stands, 

An  honest  and  a wise  inan;  if  himself 
(I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  1 know  itj 

Should  iiud  himself  ill  love 

J*et.  J’m  angry. 

Jun.  Surely 

llis  wise  self  would  hang  his  beastly  self ; 
llis  understanding  self  so  maw|  his  ass  self- — 
Dec  He’s  bound  to  do  it;  for  lie  knows 
the  tollies. 

The  poverties,  and  baseness,  that  belongs  to’t; 
11*  has  reud  upon  the  reformations  long. 

Pet.  He  has  so. 

Jun.  M is  true,  and  he  mustdo’t:  Nor  is 
it  fit  indeed 

Anv  such  coward 

Pet.  You’ll  leave  prating? 

Jun.  Should  dare 

Come  near  tire  regiments,  especially 
Those  curious  puppies  (for  believe  there  arc 
such)  [whelps, 

That  only  love  behaviours : Those  are  dug- 


Dwindle  away  because  a wonyin  dies  well; 
Commit  with  passions  only  ; fornicate 
With  the  free  spirit  merely.  You,  Petillius, 
For  you  have  long  observ’d  the  world  — ■ - 
Pet.  Dost  thou  hear? 

I’ll  beat  thee  damnably  within  these  three 
hours ! [Jack-daws ! 

Go  pray ; may  be  I’ll  kill  thee.  Farewell, 
Dec.  What  a strange  thing  he’s  grown ! 

[Eat  Pet. 

Jun.  I’in  glad  he  is  so; 

And  stranger  lie  shall  be  before  I leave  him. 

Cur.  1s  t possible  her  mere  death 

Jun.  I observ’d  him. 

And  found  him  taken,  infinitely  taken. 

With  her  bravery;  I have  follow’d  him, 

And  seen  him  kiss  his  sword  siuce,  court  his 
scabbard,  J[  tress ; 

Call  dying  dainty  dear,  her  brave  mind  inis- 
Castiug  a thousand  ways  to  give  those  forms, 
That  he  might  lie  with  ’em,  and  get  old  ar- 
mours. 

lie  had  got  me  o’  th’  hip  once ; it  shall  go 
hard,  friends, 

But  he  shall  find  his  own  coin. 

Enter  Macer. 

Dee.  How  now,  Macer  ? 

Is  Judas  yet  come,  iu? 

Enter  Judas. 

Macer.  Yes,  ami  has  lost 
Most  of  his  men  too.  Here  lie  is. 

Cur.  What  news?  [dares! 

Jud.  I’ve  lodg’d  him ; rouse  biui,  he  that 
J)em.  Where,  Judas? 

Judas.  On  a steep  rock  i’  th’  woods,  the 
boy  too  with  Inin  ; [gentlemen, 

And  there  he  swears  he’ll  keep  his  Christinas, 
But  lie  will  come  away  with  full  conditions. 
Bravely,  and  like  a Briton,  lie  paid  part 
ot  us:  [part. 

Yet  l think  we  fought  bravely  : For  mine  ow  n 
1 was  four  several  times  at  half-sword  with 
him,  [i*t 

Twice  stood  hispartizau  ; but  the  plain  truth 
He’s  a mere  devil,  and  no  mini,  i*  tli’  end, 
he  swing’d  us,  [witchcraft ; 

And  swing’d  us  soundly  too:  lie  lights  by 
Yet  for  all  that  I uvw  him  lodg’d. 

Jun.  Take  more  men,  [along. 

And  scout  him  rouud.  Macer,  march  you 
What  victuals  has  lie? 

Judas.  Not  a piece  of  biscuit, 

Not  so  much  us  will  stop  a tooth,  nor  water 
More  than  they  make  themselves : They  lie 
Just  like  a brace  of  bear- whelps,  close,  and 
crafty, 

Sucking  their  fingers  for  their  food, 

Dec.  Cut  off  then 

All  hope  of  that  way  ; take  sufficient  forces. 
Jun.  But  use  no  foul  play,  on  your  lives  ! 
that  mail  [him. 

That  does  him  mischief  by  deceit,  I'll  kill 
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Marer.  He  shall  have  fair  play ; he  <}e- 
serres  it 
Jutlux.  Hark  ye! 

\Vhat  should  I do  there  then  * You  are  brave 
captains,  [virtue; 

Most  valiant  men:  Go  up  yourselves;  use 
See  what  will  comeon't;  pray  the  gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  be  taken.  Ye  all  know 
him,  (him, 

I think  ye’ve  felt  him  too:  There  ye  shall  find 
His  sword  by's  side,  plums  of  a pound  weight 
by  him, 

Will  make  your  chops  ache:  You’ll  find  it  a 
more  labour  [nest. 

To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  n crow's 
Dee.  Away,  and  coinpass  him ; wc  shall 
come  up  [close. 

I'm  sure  within  these  two  hours.  Watch  him 
Maect.  He  shall  flee  thro'  the  air,  if  he 
itscape  us. 

Jun.  What's  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

* [Sad  noise  within. 

Macer.  The  dead  body  [sir. 

Of  the  great  Peniusis  new  come  to  th*  camp. 
Dent.  Dead  ? •* 

Macer.  By  himself,  they  say. 

Jun.  I fear'd  that  fortune. 

Cur.  Peace  guide  him  up  to  Heaven  ! 

Jun,  Away,  good  Macer. 

[Exeunt  Macer  and  Judas. 

Enter  Suetonius , Drusius , Rcgulus , and 
Petillius.  « 

Suet  If  thou  be’st'gailty. 

Some  sullen  plague,  thou  hat'st  most,  light 
upon  thee ! 

The  regiment  return  on  Junius; 

He  well  deserves  it. 

Pet.  So ! 

Suet.  Draw  out  three  companies, 

(Yours,  Decius,  Junius,  and  thou,  Petiljius) 
And  make  up  instantly  to  Carat. tch; 

He’s  in  the  wood  before  ye  : We  shall  follow, 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  th-  dead, 

The  noble  dead.  Come,  let’s  go  bum  the 
body.  [Exeunt  all  but  Petillius. 

Pet.  The  regiment  giv’n  from  me?  dis- 
grad’d  openly? 

In  ioye  too  with  a trifle  to  abuse  me  ? 

A merry  world, a fine  world ! serv’d  seven  years 
To  be  an  ass  o*  both  sides?  sweet  Petillius, 
You’ve  brought  your  hogs  to  a fine  market! 
You  arc  wise,  sir. 

Your  honourable  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets, 
An  understanding  gentleman  ; your  projects 
Cast  with  assurance  ever  ! Wouldst  not  thou 
He  bang’d  about  the  pate,  Petillius?  [now 
Answer  to  that,  sweet  soldier!  surely,  surely, 

I think  you  would ; pull’d  by  the  ;,*Ose,  kick’d  ? 

Hang  thee,  ’ [doin 

Thou  art  the  arrant'st  rascal  ! Trust  thy wis- 
With  any  thing  of  weight?  the  wind  with 
feathers ! * [ govern  ? 

Out,  you  blind  puppy ! you  command  ? you 


[Act  5.  Scene  3. 

Dig  for  a groat  a-dny,  or  serve  a swine-herd, 
Too  noble  for  ^hy  nature  too ! — ‘I  must  up ; 
But  whatT  shall  do  there,  let  time  discover. 

[ Exit, 


SCENE  m. 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas,  uith  meat  and  a 
bottle. 


Macer.  Hang  it  o’  th’  side  o'  th’  rock,  as 
tho’  the  Britons 

Stele  hither  to  relieve  him:  Who  first  venture* 
Pb  fetch  it  off",  is  ours.  I cannot  see  him. 
Judas.  He  lies  close  in  a hole  above,  I know 
if.»  (*>e. 

Gnawing  upon  lus  anger.  Ha! no;  'tis  not 
Macer.  Tis  but  the  shaking  of  the  boughs. 
Judos.  Pox  shake  ’em  ! 

I’m  sure  they  shake  ine  soundly. — There! 
Macer.  Tis  nothing.  [tempest 

Judas.  Make  no  noise  ; if  he  stir,  a deadly 
Of  huge  stones  falls  upon's.  Tis  done  ! 
away,  close!  ' [Exeunt; 

Enter  Curotach. 

Car.  Sleep  still,  sleep  sweetly,  child  ; 'tis 
all  thou  feed’st  on  : 

No  gentle  Briton  near,  no  valiant  charity, 

To  bring  thee  food  ? Poor  knave,  thou’rt  sick, 
extreme  sick,  [goodness 

Almost  grown  wild  for  meat;  and  yet  thy 
V'  illnot  confess,  nor  shew  it.  All  the  woods 
Are  double  lin’d  with  soldiers  ; no  way  left  us 
To  make  a noble  'scape.  I’ll  sit  (low n by  thee. 
And,  when  thou  wuk'st,  either  get  meat  to 
save  thcey 

Or  lose  my  life  i’  th*  purchase ; good  Gods 
comfort  thee ! 


Enter  Junius,  Decius,  Petillius,  and  Guide. 
Guide.  You  are  not  far  off  now,  sir. 

Jun.  Draw  the  companies 
The  closest  way  thro’  the  woods;  we’ll  keep 
on  this  way.  *• 

Guide.  1 will,  sir:  Ilulf  a furlong  more 
you’ll  come  [side  ; 

Within  the  sight  o’  th'rock.  Keep  on  the  left 
1‘*u  11  be  discover'd  else:  I’ll  lodge  your  com - 
in  the  wild  vines  beyond  ye.  ’ [panics 
Dec.  Do  you  mark  him  ? 

Jun.  Yes,  and  am  sorry  for  him. 

Pet.  Junius, 

'Pray  let  me  speak  two  words  with  you. 

Jun.  Walk  afore ; 

I’ll  overtake  you  straight. 

Dec.  I will.  [ EjU. 

Jun.  Now,  captain? 

Pet,  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  have  lov'd 
me,  Junius. 

Jun.  Most  sure  I told  you  truth  then. 

Pet.  And  that  love 
Should  not  deny  me  any  honest  thing. 

Jun.  It  shall  not. 

Pet,  Dare  vou  swear  it  ? 
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4cc  5.  Scene  3.] 

I have  forgot  all  passages  between  us 
That  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too ; forget  you5®. 
Jun.  What  would  this  roan  have  ? — By  the 
Gods,  I do,  sir, 

So  it  be  fit  to  grant  you. 

Pet.  Tis  most  honest. 

Jun.  Why,  then  I'll  do  it. 

Pet.  Kill  me. 

Jun.  How! 

Pet.  Troy  kill  me. 

Jun.  Kill  you? 

Pet.  Av,  kill  me  quickly,  suddenly; 

Now  kill  ine. 

Jun.  On  what  reason  ? You  amaze  me  ! 
Pet.  If  you  do  love  me,  kill  me;  ask  me 
I would  be  kill’d,  and  by  you.  [not  why: 
Jun.  Mercy  on  me  ! 

WHat  ails  this  man  ? Pctillins! 

Pet.  Tray  you  dispatch  me; 

You  are  not  safe  whilst  I live:!  am  dangerous, 
Troubled  extremely,  ev’n  to  mischief,  Junius, 
Ail  enemy  to  all  good  men.  Fear  not;  'tis 
I shall  kill  you  else.  [justice; 

Jun.  Tell  me  but  the  cause, 

And  I will  do  it. 

Pet.  I’m  disgrac’d,  my  service 
Slighted  and  unrewarded  by  the  general, 

My  hopes  left  wild  and  naked ; besides  these, 
I’m  grown  ridiculous,  an  ass,  a folly, 

I dare  not  trust  myself  with  : 'Prithee,  kill  me ! 

Jun.  All  these  tuny  be  redeem’d  as  easily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

Pet.  Nay 

Jun.  Stay,  I’ll  do  it ; [tillius, 

YoU 'shall  not  need  your  anger.  But  first,  Fp- 
You  shall  unarm  yourself;  I dare  not  trust 
A man  so  bent  to  mischief. 

Pet.  '1  here’s  my  sword, 

And  do  it  handsomely. 

Jun.  Yes,  I will  kill  you,  [you 

Believe  that  certain;  hut  first  I'll  lay  before 
The  most  extreme  fool  you  have  play’d  in 
this. 

The  honour  purpos'd  for  you,  the  great  ho- 
Thc  general  mu  tided  you.  [nour 

Pet.  I low? 

Jun.  Aud  then  I'll  kill  yon, 

Because  you  shall  die  miserable.  Know,  sir, 
The  regiment  was  giv’n  me,  but  ‘till  time 
Call’d  you  to  do  some  worthy  deed,  might  stop 
The  people’s  ill  thoughts  of  you  for  lord  Pe-, 
»ius,‘  [to  you, 

I mean  his  death.  How  soon  this  time’s  come 
And  hasted  by  Suetonius  1 Go,  says  he, 
Junius  and  Decius,  and  go  thou,  Fctiilius, 
(Distinctly,  thou,  PetiUtus)  and  draw  up. 

To  take  stout  Cnratach ; there’s  the  deed 
purpos’d, 

A deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  natures  : 
And  thou,  PetiUius , mark  it!  there’s  the  ho- 
And  that  done,  all  made  even.  [nour ; 

Pit.  Stayl 


Jun.  No,  I’ll  kill  you. 

He  knew  thee  absolute,  and  full  in  soldier, 
Daring  beyond  ail  dangers,  found  thee  out 
According  to  the  boldness  of  thy  spirit, 

A subject,  such  u subject 

Pet.  Ilark  you,  Junius! 

I will  live  now. 

Jun.  By  no  means. — Woo’d  thy  worth. 
Held  thee  by  the  chin  up,  as  thou  sunk’»t, 
and  shew’d  thee  [ready, 

How  Honour  held  herarmsout.  Come, make 
Since  you  will  die  an  ass. 

Pet.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me? 

Jun.  By  Heaven,  but  I will,  sir.  I’ll  have 
no  man  dangerous 

Live  to  destroy  me  afterward.  Besides,  you 
have  gotten  [Nay, 

Honour  enough ; let  voung  men  rise  now, 
I do  perceive  loo  by  die  general,  (which  is 
One  main  cause  you  shall  die,  howe’er  lie 
carry  it) 

Such  a strong  doting  on  you,  that  I fear 
You  shall  command  in  chief;  how  are  we  paid 
Come,  if  you’ll  pray,  dispatch  it.  [then  ? 
Pet.  Is  there  no  way? 

Jun  Not  any  way  to,  live. 

Pet.  I will  do  any  thing, 

Redeem  myself  at  any  price:  Good  Junius, 
Let  me  but  die  upon  the  rock,  but  offer 
My  life  up  like  a soldier  ! 

Jun.  You  will  seek  then 
To  out-do  every  man. 

Pet.  Believe  it,  Junius, 

You  shall  go  stroke  by  stroke  with  me. 

Jun.  You’ll  leave  off  trx», 

As  you  are  noble,  and  a soldier, 

For  ever  these  mad  fancies. 

Pet.  Dare  you  trust  me? 

By  idl  that’s  stood  and  honest-  - - 
Jun.  There’s  your  sword  then ; 

And  now,  come  on  a new  man : Virtue  guide 
thee!  [Erutnt. 

Enter  Curatuc/i  and  Hengo,  on  the  rack. 
Cur.  Courage, my  boy ! I have  found  meat : 
Look,  Ilcugo,  [thee. 

Look  where  sotnebbssed  Briton,  to  preserve 
Has  hung  a little  food  and  drink:  Cheer  up, 
Do  not  forsake  me  now  ! [boy ; 

Hen  go.  Oh,  uncle,  uncle, 

I feel  I cannot  stay  long;  yet  I’ll  fetch  it, 
To  keep  your  noble  life.  Uncle,  I’m  lieurt- 
And  would  live.  * [whole. 

Car.  Thou  shall,  long  I hope. 

Hntg.  But  my  head,  unci'*! 

Metliinks  the  rock  goes  round. 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas. 

Mueer.  Mark  'em  well,  Judas. 

Judas.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life ! 

I lit  ago.  Do  not  you  hear 

1 The  noise  of  bells  f 


•Forgot you.]  Amended  in  1750. 
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Car.  Of  bells,  bov  ? Tis  thy  fancy; 

Alas,  thy  body's  full  of  wind. 

Urn go.  Methinks,  sir, 

They  ring  a strange  sad  knell,  a preparation 
To  some  near  fuiieral  of  state:  Nay,  weep 
not,  [soouer. 

Mine  mvn  sweet  uncle!  you  will  kill  me 
Car . Oh,  my  poor  chicken] 

Hen  go.  l;y,  faint-hearted  uncle  ! 

Come,  tic  me  in  your  belt,  and  let  me  down. 
Car.  1*1 1 go  myself,  boy. 

Hengn.  No,  as  vou  love  me,  uncle ! 

I will  noteat  it,  if  I do  not  fetch  it; 

The  danger  only  J desire;  ’pray  tie  me. 

Cur,  1 will,  and  all  my  cart  hang  o'er  thee! 
Come,  child, 

My  valiant  child ! 

Hcngo.  Let  me  down  apace,  uncle, 

And  you  shall  sec  how  like  a daw  I'll  whip  it 
From  all  their  policies;  for  *ti>  most  certain 
A Roman  train  : And  you  must  hold  inc  sure 
too,  [uncle, 

You’ll  spoil  all  else.  When  T have  brought  it, 

We’ll  he  as  merry 

Cur.  Go,  i*  tli’ name  of  Hcnv’n,  hoy  ! 

Hcngo.  Quick,  quick,  uncle  ! I have  it. — 
Cur.  What  ail'st  thou?  [Oh! 

[Judas  shoots  Hi  ngo. 
Hen  go.  Oh,  my  best  uncle,  1 am  slain  ! 
Car.  1 see  you, 

[Cur.  hills  Judas  rcith  a stone. 
And  Henv’n  direct  my  band! — Destruction 
Go  with  thy  coward  soul! — How  dost  thou. 
Oil,  villain,  pocky  villain  ! [hoy?— 

Hcngo.  Oh,  uncle,  uncle, 

Oh,  how  ir  pricks  me  (am  I preserv’d  for  this?)  i 
lixtrcinely  pricks  me! 

Cur.  Coward,  rascal  coward  ! 

Dogs  eat  thy  llesh  ! 

IJcngo.  Oh,  I bleed  bard;  I faint  too; 
our  upon't, 

llow  sick  1 nm  ! — The  lean  rogue,  uncle! 

Cur.  ]»ok,  bov; 

I’ve  laid  him  sure  enough. 

Hengo.  Have  you  knock'd  his  brains  out  ? 

. Cur.  I warrant  thee  for  stirring  more: 

. Cheer  up,  child. 

Hcngo.  Hold  my  sides  hard;  stop,  stop ; 
oh,  wretched  fortune. 

Must  we  part  thus?  Still  I grow  sicker, uncle. 
Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  uoble  child! 
Hcngo.  1 once  Imp’d  [Homans 

) should  have  liv'd  to  have  met  these  bloody 
At  tny  sword’s  puiut,  to  have  reveng’d  my 
father, 

To  have  beaten  ’em.  Oh,  hold  me  hard ! 
But,  uncle— 

Car.  Thou  shalt  live  still  I hope,  boy.  Shall 
I draw  it? 

Jlcngo.  You  d.aw  away  my  soul  then;  i 
would  live 

A little  longer, (spare  me,  Heavens !;  hut  only 
To  thank  vou  for  your  tender  love  ! Good 
Good  nobfc  uncle,  weep  uot ! [uuclc, 


Car.  Oh,  my  chicken, 

My  dear  boy,  what  shall  I lose? 

Hcngo.  Why;  a child, 

Hiat  must  have  died  however;  had  this 
’scap'd  me, 

Fever  or  famine 1 was  born  to  die,  sir. 

f or.  But  thus  unblown,  my  boy? 

Hen  go.  I go  the  straighter  [you 

My  journey  to  the  gods.  Sure  I shall  know 
When  you  come,  uncle? 
f.V/r.  Yes,  bfly. 

Hcngo.  And  I hope  [ness 

We  shall  enjoy  together  that  great  blcssed- 
Yoii  told  me  of. 

Car.  Most  certain,  child. 

Hcngo.  I grow  cold; 

Mine  eyes  are  going. 

Car.  Lift  ’em  up ! 

Hcngo.  Pray  for  me ; 

And,  noble  uncle,  wheu  my  bones  are  ashes, 
Th.uk  of  vour  little  nephew  ! Mercy  ! 

Cur.  Mercy!' 

You  blessed  angels,  take  him  ! 

Hcngo.  Kiss  me!  so. 

Farewell,  farewell!  [ Dies. 

Car.  Farewell  the  hopes  of  Britain  ! 

1 hou  royal  graft,  farewell  for  ever! — Time 
and  Death, 

Ye  ve  done  your  worst.  Fortune,  now  ^ec, 
now  proudly  [Look, 

Pluck  otl  thy  veil,  and  view  tliv  triumph  : 
Look  what  lli*  hast  brought  this  laud  to.  Oh, 
fair  flow  er, 

How  lovely  yet  thy  ruins  shew,  how  sweetly 
Evil  death  embraces  thee!  The  peace  of 
Heaven, 

1 lie  fellowship  of  all  great  souls,  be  with  thee! 

Hater  Pci  ill  ins  and  Junius  on  the  rock. 
Ha!  Dare  ye,  Komuns?  Ye  shall  tviu  me 
bravely 

Thou'rt  mine!  [ Hight. 

Jan.  Not  vc  t,  sir. 

Car  Breathe  ye,  ye  poor  Romans, 

And  come  up  all,  with  ail  your  aocieut 
valours ; 

Like  :i  rough  wdul  I’ll  shake  your  souls,  and 
send  eiiir— 

Hater  Suetonius , and  all  the  Roman  Captains, 
Suit.  ^ icld  thee, bold  ( aratacb  ! Bv  all  the 
As  I am  a soldier,  as  I e nvy  thee,  * fgoels, 
I'll  use  thee  like  thyself,  the  valiant  Briton. 
Pet.  Brave  soldier,  yield,  thou  stock  of 
arms  nnd  honour, 

Thou  tillered  the  world  with  fame  and  glory  ! 
Jun.  Most  worthy  until,  we’ll  wooe  thee, 
be  thy  prisoners.  [nour, 

Suet.  Excellent  Briton, dn  ine  but  thullio- 
That  more  to  me  than  couquests,  that  true 
To  be  my  friend  ! [happiness, 

Car,  Oh,  Romans,  see  what  lu  re  ik! 

Had  this  boy  liv’d [sake, 

Suet.  For  Fame’s  sake,  for  thy  sword's 
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As  thou  desir’at  to  build  thy  virtues  greater! 
By  all  that’s  excellent  in  man,  and  honest — 
Car.  1 do  believe.  Ye’ve  had  me  a brave 
foe;  [ness. 

Make  me  a noble  friend,  and  from  your  good- 
Give  this  boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in ! 
Suet.  He  shall  have  fitting  funeral. 

Car.  I yield  tlien ; 

Not  to  your  blows,  but  your  brave  courtesies. 
Pet.  Thus  we  conduct  then  to'  the  arms 
of  peace 

The  wonder  of  the  world  ! 

Suet.  Thus  I embrace  thee;  [ Flour  i»h. 

And  let  it  be  uu  flatt’ry  that  1 tell  thee, 
Thou  art  the  only  soldier  ! 

Cur.  How  to  thank  ye, 
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I must  hereafter  find  upon  your  usage. 

1 am  for  Home? 

Suet.  You  must. 

Car.  Then  Rome  shall  know 
The  man  that  makes  her  spring  of  glory  grow. 
Suet.  IVtillius,  you  have  shewn  much  worth 
this  day,  [again ; 

Redeem’d  much  error;  you  have  my  love 
Preserve  it.  Junius,  w ith  you  I make  him 
Equal  in  the  regiment. 

Jun.  The  cider  and  the  nobler; 

I will  give  place,  sir. 

Suet.  You  shew  a friend’s  soul,  [tongue, 
March  on,  and  thro*  the  camp,  in  every 
The  virtues  of  great  Curatach  be  sung  ! 

[Exeunt. 
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KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


Quod  si 

Judicium  subtile,  videndis  artibns  i/lud 
Ad  hbrot  Sr  ad  lure  \fttsarum  dona  vocaret : 

Hit o turn  in  crasso  jururcs  acre  nut  urn. 

Horat.  in  Epist,  ad  Oct.  Aug. 


This  Play  was  first  printed  in  quarto,  in  the  year  1613.  The  title-page.  edit.  1635,  ascribes 
it  to  both  Authors:  The  preface  and  the  prologue,  however,  attribute  it  to  one  only. 
Langbainc  says,  it  was  in  vogue  some  years  since,  being  revived  at  the  King’s  House, 
and  a new  prologue,  instead  of  the  old  one  in  prose,  spoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen  Guin.  He 
likewise  conjectures,  that  the  idea  of  bringing  the  Citizen  and  his  Wife  upon  the  stage 
u as  in  imitation  of  Hen  Jnnson’s  Staple  of  News.  Wc  do  not  know  of  any  revival  of  it 
since  the  time  Laughaine  mentions  above. 


TO  THE  READERS  OF  THIS  COMEDY. 

Gentlemen,  the  world  is  so  nice  in  these  our  times,  that  for  apparel  there  is  no  fashion; 
for  mu^ick  (which  is  a rare  art,  though  now  slighted;  no  instrument;  for  diet,  none  but  the 
French  quelquc  chose  that  are  delicate;  and  for  plays,  no  invention  but  that  which  now  run- 
neth au  invective  way,  touching  some  particular  persons,  or  else  it  is  contemned  before  it  is 
thoroughly  understood.  This  is  all  that  l have  to  say,  That  the  Author  had  no  intent  to 
wrong  any  one  in  this  Comedy;  but,  as  a merry  passage,  here  and  there  interlaced  it  with 
delight,  which  he  hopes  will  please  all,  and  he  hurtful  to  none. 


PROLOGUE. 

Where  the  bee  can  suck  no  honey,  she  leaves  her  sting  behind ; and  where  the  hear  can- 
not fmd  origanum  to  heal  his  grief,  he  biaste  th  ail  other  leaves  with  his  breath.  We  fear,  it 
is  like  to  fare  so  with  us;  that  seeing  you  cannot  draw  from  our  labours  sweet  content,  you 
leave  behind  you  a sour  mislike,  and  with  open  reproach  blame  our  good  meaning,  because 
you  cannot  reap  the  wonted  mirth.  Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  inward  delight,  not 
outward  lightness;  and  to  breed  (if  it  might  be)  soft  smiling,  not  loud  laughing ; knowing 
it,  to  the  wise,  to  he  a great  pleasure  to  hear  counsel  mixed  with  wit,  as,  to  the  foolish, 
to  have  sport  mingled  with  rudeness.  They  were  banished  the  theatre  of  Athens,  and  from 
Koine  hissed,  that  brought  parasites  ou  the  stage  with  apish  actions,  or  fools  with  uncivil 
habits,  or  courtezans  with  immodest  words.  We  have  eoch  avoured  to  he  as  far  from  un- 
seemly speeches,  to  make  your  ears  glow,  a*  we  hope  you  tfill  be  free  from  uukiml  reports, 
or  mistaking  the  author's  intention,  who  never  aimed  at  any  one  particular  in  tin*,  play,  to 
muke  our  cheeks  blush.  And  thus  L leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own  censure,  to  like  or  dis- 
like. Vole  '. 

1 And  thus  I leave  it,  &c.]  These  words  seem  more  addressed  to  the  reader  than  spectator , 
to  whom  this  Address  rather  would  apply  as  an  epi!<>gue. 

Vo L.  II.  3 M 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Speaker  of  the  Prologue. 

Citizen. 

Ralph,  hit  Apprentice , the  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle. 

Merchant,  Father  of  Luce. 

Jasper,  hit  Apprentice.  [ Luce. 

Master  Humphrey,  a foolish  Suitor  to 
Old  Merrytuought,  Father  of  Jasper  and 
Michael . [thought. 

Michael,  favourite  Son  of  Mrs.  Merry- 
Tim,  .acting  a.  Squire  \ to  Ralph. 

George,  acting  as  Dwarf  > ^ 


Host. 

Barber. 

Tapster. 

Three  supposed  Knights. 

Sergeant. 

Soldiers. 

Boy. 

Wife  to  the  Citizen. 

LuCE,  beloved  of  and  loving  Jasper. 
M RS.  M ERRYTIIOUGIJ T. 

Woman  captive. 


Enter  Speaker  of  the  Prologue. 
Trologuc  "pROM  all  that’s  near  the  court, 
from  all  that’s  *reat 
Within  the  compass  of  the  city-walls, 

We  now  have  brought  cmr  scene 

Enter  Citizen. 

Cit.  Hold  your  peace,  goodman  boy  ! 

Frol.  What  do  you  mean,  sir? 

Cit.  That  you  have  no  good  meaning: 
This  seven  years  there  hath  hern  plays  at 
this  house,  1 have  observ'd  it,  you  have  still 
girds  at  citizens;  and  now  you  rail  your 
play,  1 The  London  Merchant.’  Down  with 
your  title,  boy,  down  with  your  title  ! 

Frol.  Arc  you  a member  of  the  noble  city  ? 

Cit.  I am. 

Frol.  And  a freeman? 

Cit.  Yea,  and  a grocer. 

Frol.  So,  grocer;  then,  by  your  sweet  fa- 
vour, we  intend  no  abuse  to  the  city. 

Cit.  No,  sir?  yes,  sir;  if  you  were  not 
resolv’d  to  play  the  Jacks,  what  need  you 
study  for  new  subjects,  purposely  to  abuse 
your  betters?  Why  could  not  you  be  con- 
tented, as  well  as  others,  with  the  legend  of 
Whittington,  or  the  Life  and  Death  of  Sir 
T homas  Gresham?  with  the  building  of  the 
Royal  Exchange?  or  the  story  of  Queen 
Eleanor,  with  the  rearing  of  London-Bridge 
upon  wool-sacks? 

Frol.  You  srem  to  be  an  understanding 
man ; u hat  would  you  have  us  do,  sir? 

Cit.  Why,  present  something  notably  in 
honour  of  the  commons  of  the  etty. 

Frol.  Why,  wdiat  do  you  say  to  the  Life 
and  Death  of  fat  Drake,  or  the  Repairing 
of  Fleet  Privies? 


Cit.  I do  not  like  that;  hut  I will  have  a 
citizen,  and  he  shall  he  of  my  own  trade. 

Frol.  Oh,  vou  should  have  told  us  your 
mind  a montli  since ; our  play  is  ready  to 
begin  now. 

Cit . ’Tis  all  one  for  that ; T will  hare  a 
grocer,  and  be  shall  do  admirable  things. 

Frol.  What  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

Cit.  Marry,  I will  have  him 

If ij'e  [below].  Husband,  husband! 

Rolpfi  [beh>u  J.  peace,  mistress! 

Wife.  Hold  thy  peace,  Ralph;  I know 
what  I do,  I warrant  you.  Husband,  hus- 
band ! 

Cit.  What  say’st  thou,  cony? 

Wfe.  Let  him  kill  a lion  with  a Pestle,  hus- 
band ; let  him  kill  a lion  with  a Pestle! 

Cit.  So  he  shall;  I’ll  have  him  kill  a lion 
with  a Pestle. 

Wife.  Husband ! shall  I come  up,  husband? 

Cit . Ay,  cony.  Ralph,  help  your  mistress 
this  way.  ’Pray,  gentlemen,  make  her  a lit- 
tle room ; I pray  you,  sir,  lend  me  your  hand 
to  help  up  my  wife  : I thank  you,  sir;  so  ! 

Wife.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  all  ! I Tn 
something  troublesome;  I’m  a stranger  here; 
I was  ne’er  at  one  of  these  plays,  as  they 
say,,  before;  but  I should  have  seen  Jane 
Short*  * once;  and  my  husband  hath  pro- 
mised me  any  time  this  twelvemonth,  to  carry 
me  to  the  Bold  Bcauchams,  but  in  truth  he 
did  not.  I pray  you  hear  with  me. 

Cit.  Bov,  let  my  wife  and  I have  a couple 
of  9tools,  and  then  begin;  and  let  the  grocer 
do  rare  things. 

Pro/.  But,  sir,  we  have  never  a boy  to 
play  him : Every  one  hath  a part  already. 

Wife.  Husband,  husband,  lbr  God*»  sake, 


0 Jane  Shore  ] Probably,  * The  First  and  Second  Parts  of  King  Edward  the  Fourth,  con- 

* tabling  his  merry  pastime  with  the  Tanner  of  Tamworth,  as  also  his  love  to  fair  raist.i^e 

* Shore,  her  great  promotion,  fall  and  miserie,  and  lastly  the  lamentable  death  of  both  her 
6 and  her  husband,  &c.  ns  it  hath  diver*  times  been  publicklv  played  by  the  right  honour- 

* able  the  carle  of  Dcrbie  his  servants.’  B.  L.  quarto.  R. 
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let  Ralph  play  him  : Beshrew  me,  if  I'do  not 
think  he  will  go  beyond  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  remember'd,  wife.  Come  up, 
Ralph!  I’ll  tell  you,  gentlemen;  let  them 
but  lend  him  a suit  of  repnrtel,  and  ncres- 
sprits,  aud,  by  gud,  if  any  of  them  all  blow 
wind  in  the  tail  on  him,  I’ll  be  bang'd. 

Wife.  I pray  you,  youth,  let  him  have  a 
suit  of  reparrel ! I’ll  be  sworn,  gentlemen, 
my  husband  tells  you  true:  11c-  will  act  vou 
sometimes  at  our  house,  that  all  the  neigh- 
bours cry  out  on  him  ; he  will  fetch  you  up  a 
cou raging  part  so  in  the  garret,  that  we  are 
all  as  fear’d  I warrant  you,  that  we  quake 
again.  We'll  fear  our  children  with  him  ; if 
they  be  never  so  unruly,  do  hut  cry,  ‘ Ralph 
comes,  Ralph  comes,'  to  them,  and  they’ll 
be  as  quiet  as  lambs.  Hold  up  thv  head, 
Ralph  ; shew  the  gentlemen  what  thou  canst 
do  ; speak  a hulling  part;  1 warrant  you  the 
gentlemen  w ill  accept  of  it. 

Cit.  Do,  Ralph,  do. 

Iiulph.  By  iieaveu,  methinks3,  it  were  an 
easy  leap  [union, 

To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac’d 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  ihe  sea, 

Where  never  fathom-line  touch'd  any  ground, 
Aud  pluck  up  drowned  honour  from  the  lake 
of  hell. 

Cit.  flow  say  you,  gentlemen,  is  it  not  as 
I told  you? 

H ije.  Nay,  gentlemen,  he  hath  play'd  be- 
fore, iny  husband  says,  Musidorus*,  before 
the  wardens  of  our  company. 

Cit.  Ay,  ami  lie  should  have  play'd  Jero- 
nimo & w ith  a shoemaker  for  a wager. 

Prol.  He  shall  have  a suit  of  apparel,  if 
he  will  go  in. 

Cit.  In,  Ralph,  in,  Ralph  ! and  set  out  the 
grocery  hi  their  kind,  if  thou  !ov’»t  me. 

Wife.  I warrant  our  Ralph  w ill  look  finely 
when  lie's  dress’d. 

Pro/.  But  what  will  you  have  it  call’d  ? 


Cit.  * The  Grocers’  1 Ionour/ 

Prol.  Methinks  4 The  Knight  of  the  Burn- 
ing Pestle  ’ were  better. 

Wife.  I’ll  he  sworn,  husband,  that’s  as 
good  a name  as  can  be. 

Cit.  Let  it  be  so  ; begin,  begin;  toy  wife 
and  l will  sit  down. 

Prol.  i prav  you  do. 

Cit.  What  stately  niusick  have  you?  you 
have  shaums6? 

Prol.  Shaums?  No. 

Cit.  No?  I’m  a thief  if  my  mind  did  not 
give  me  so.  Ralph  plays  a stately  part,  and 
lie  must  needs  have  shaums:  I’ll  be  at  the 
charge  of  them  myself,  rather  than  we’ll  be 
without  them. 

Pt'ol.  So  you  firp  like  to  be. 

Cit.  Why,  and  so  1 will  be:  There's  two 
shillings;  let’s  have  the  waits  of  Southwark  ! 
they  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  are  in  Eng- 
land, and  that  will  fetch  them  all  o’er  the 
water,  with  u vengeance,  ns  if  they  wire  mad. 

Prol.  Vou  shall  have  them.  Will  you  sit 
down  then  ? 

Cit  Ay.  Come,  wife. 

Wife.  &it  you  merry  all,  gentlemen;  I’ra 
bold  to  sit  amongst  you  for  my  ease. 

Prol.  From  all  that’s  near  the  court,  from 
all  that’s  great 

Within  the  compass  of  the  city-walls, 

We  now  have  brought  our  scene:  Fly  far 
from  hence 

All  private  taxes,  all  immodest  phrases7, 
Whatever  may  but  shew  like  vicious! 

For  wicked  mirth  never  true  pleasure  brings* 
But  honest  minds  are  pleas’d  with  honest 
things. — 

Thus  much  for  that  we  do ; but,  for  Ralph’s 
part,  you  must  answer  for  yourself  6. 

Cit.  'l  ake  you  no  care  for  Ralph ; he’ll 
discharge  himself,  I warrant  you. 

Wife,  i ’faith,  gentlemen,  1*11  give  my  word 
for  Ralph. 


3 Jiy  Heaven , methinks,  &c.J  This  speech  (with  very  little  variation)  is  taken  from  Shake- 
speare's First  Part  of  Henry  lY. 

4 Musidorus.]  This  Play  was  printed  in  the  vear  1598,  and  afterwards  in  1(310,  1615, 
1629,  and  1008.  The  title  to  the  edition  of  1629  is  the  following:  * A most  pleasant  Co* 
4 rnedy  of  Mmedoms,  the  King's  Sonne  of  Yakutia,  and  Amadinc  the  King’s  Daughter 
‘ of  Aragon;  • ah  the  merry  conceits  of  Mouse  Amplified,  with  new  additions,  as  it  was 

* acted  before  the  King’s  Majesty  at  Whitehall,  on  Shrove-Sunday  night,  by  his  lltghnesse 

* Servants  usually  playing  at  the  Globe.’  In  n volume  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Garrick, 
an  J which  formerly  belonged  to  King  Charles,  this  Play  is  ascribed  to  bhukespeare. 

5 Jenmimo.  See  note  36  mi  The  Chances. 

* Shoo  tux.]  Musical  instruments  mentioned  in  Scripture,  probably  from  pscaume , French 
for  psalms , to  which  they  were  accompaniments.  Some  editions  read  shuu-ncs. 

7 All  private  taxes,  unmode.st  phrases, 

Whate’er  may  hut  slum — J The  variations  were  prescribed  hv  an  anonymous  correspon- 
dent of  Mr.  Sympson. 

8 For  Iiulph’ s pur t you  must  answer  for  yourself  ] I once  thought  that  this  latter  for  was 
to  be  struck  out  as  redundant;  but  upon  examination  we  slia.il  find  it  not  a redundancy,  but 
a deficiency,  and  should  lead  thus,  * answer fort  yourself.'  Sampson. 

The  old  reading  is  easy,  and  correct  enough  for  common  conversation. 
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[Act  1. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Merchant  and  Jasper. 

Merch.  OIRRAH,  I ’II  make  you  know  you 
^ arc  mv  'prentice. 

And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem’d 
Even  from  the  fall  of  fortune  ; pave  thee  heat 
And  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new 
cast  thee; 

Adding  the  trust  of  all  I have,  at  home, 

In  foreign  staples,  or  upon  the  sea, 

To  thy  direction;  tied  the  good  opinions 
Both  of  myself  and  friends  to  thy  endeavours  ; 
So  fair  were  thy  beginnings : But  with  these, 
As  I remember,  you  had  never  charge 
To  love  your  master’s  daughter;  and  even 
then 

When  I had  found  a wealthy  husband  for  her; 
I take  it,  sir,  you  had  not:  But,  however, 

I’ll  break  the  neck  of  that  commission, 

Aud  make  you  know  you’re  but  a merchant's 
factor. 

Jasp.  Sir,  1 do  liberally  confess  I'm  yours, 
Bound  both  by  love  and  duty  to  your  service, 
In  which  my  labour  hath  been  all  my  profit; 
I have  not  lost  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honest  gains  upon  my  back ; 
Nor  have  I given  a pension  to  my  blood, 

Or  lavishly  in  plav  consum’d  your  stock  : 
These,  and  the  miseries  that  do  attend  them, 
I dare  with  innocence  proclaim  as  strangers 
To  all  iny  temperate  actions.  lor  your 
daughter,  * 

If  there  he  any  love  to  my  doservings 
Borne  by  her  virtuous  self,  I cannot  stop  it; 
Nor  am  I able  to  refrain  her  wishes: 

She’s  private  to  herself,  aud  best  of  know- 
ledge 

Whom  she  will  make  so  hftppy  as  to  sigh  for. 
Besides.  I cannot  think  you  mean  to  match 
Unto  a fellow  of  so  lame  a presence,  [her 
One  that  hath  little  left  of  nature  in  him. 
Merch.  Tis  very  well,  sir ; I can  tell  your 
wisdom 

How  all  this  shall  he  cur'd. 

Jasp.  Your  care  becomes  you. 

Merch.  And  thus  it  shall  be,  sir:  I here 
discharge  you 

My  house  and  service  ; take  your  liberty; 
And  when  1 want  a son  I’ll  send  for  you. 

[EriU 

Jasp.  These  be  the  fair  rewards  of  them 
that  love. 

Oh,  you  that  live  in  freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a mind  led  by  desire  ! 

Enter  Luce. 

Luce.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ? struck  with 
my  father’s  thunder  > f remedy 

Jusp.  Struck,  and  struck  dead,  uulcss  the 


Be  full  of  speed  and  virtue;  I am  now,  i 
W hat  I expected  long,  no  more  your  father’s. 
Jmcc.  But  mine  ? 

Jasp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I am ; 
That's  all  I have  to  keep  me  from  the  statute. 
You  dare  he  constant  still  ? 

Luce.  Oh,  fear  me  not ! 

In  this  I dare  he  better  than  a woman. 

Nor  shall  his  anger  nor  his  offers  move  me, 
Wrere  they  both  equal  to  a prince’s  power. 

Jasp.  You  know  my  rival? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly ; 

E’en  as  i love  an  ague,  or  foul  weather; 

1 prithee*  Jasper,  fear  him  uot! 

Jasp.  Oh,  no; 

I do  not  mean  to  do  him  so  much  kindnes*. 
But  to  our  own  desires 10 : You  know  the  plot 
We  both  agreed  on  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  part  exactly. 

Jasp.  I desire  no  more. 

Farewell,  and  keep  my  heart;  'tis  yours. 

Jaicc.  1 take  it; 

lie  must  do  miracles,  make  me  forsake  it. 

« [ Eacunt. 

Cit.  Fy  upon ’em,  little  infidels!  what  a 
matter’s  here  now  ? Well,  I’ll  be  bang'd  for 
a halfpenny,  if  there  be  not  some  abomina- 
tion knavery  in  this  plav.  Well;  let  ’em  look 
to’t ; Ralph  must  come,  and  if  there  be  any 

tricks  a-fcrewing 

Wife.  Let  ’em  brew  and  bake  too,  hus- 
band, a God's  uaine  ; Ralph  will  bud  ail  out, 

I warrant  you,  an  they  were  older  than  they 
are.  1 prav,  my  pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 
Roy.  He  will  he  presently. 

Wife.  Now  J pray  vou  make  my  commen- 
dations unto  him,  and  withal,  carry  him  this 
stick  of  licorice ; tell  him  his  mistress  sent  it 
him;  and  bid  him  bite  a piece;  'twill  open 
his  pipes  the  better,  say. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Muster  Humphrey. 
Merch . Come,  sir,  she’s  yours;  upon  my 
faith,  she’s  yours ; 

You  have  my  hand:  For  other  idle  letts, 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus  with  aw  ind 
They're  scatter’d,  uud  no  more.  My  wanton 
'prentice. 

That  like  a bladder  blew  himself  with  love, 

1 have  let  out,  and  sent  him  to  discover 
New  masters  yet  uiikuown. 

Hum.  I thank  you,  sir, 

Indeed  I thank  you,  sir  ; and  ere  I stir. 

It  shall  be  known,  however  you  do  deem, 

I am  of  gentle  blood,  aud  gentle  seem. 

Merch.  Oh,  sir,  1 know  it  certain. 

Hum.  Sir,  my  friend, 

Altho’,  as  writers  say,  all  things  have  cud. 


'*  But  to  our  oum  desires.]  Probably  designs. 
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Act  1.] 

And  that  we  call  a pudding  hath  his  two. 
Oh,  let  it  not  seem  stmnge,  1 pray  to  you, 
if  in  this  bloody  simile  1 put  [cut. 

My  love,  more  entiles*  than  frail  tV:ngs  or 
Wife,  Husband,!  prithee,  sweet  lamb,  tell 
me  one  thing ; but  tell  me  truly. — Stay, 
youths,  I beseech  you,  till  I question  my 
husband. 

at.  What  is  it,  mouse? 

Wife.  Sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  see  a prettier 
child?  how  it  behaves  itself,  I warrant  ve  ! 
and  speaks  and  looks,  and  pert>  up  the  head  ! 
I prav  you,  brother,  with  your  favour,  were 
you  never  none  of  Mr.  Moncaster’s  scholars  ? 

('it.  Chicken,  I prithee  heartily  contain 
thyself;  the  chtlder  are  pretty  chiider;  but 

when  Ralph  comes,  lamb 

Wife.  Ay,  when  Ralph  comes, cony  ! Well, 
my  youth,  you  may  proceed. 

Merck.  Well,  sir  ; you  know  my  love,  and 
rest,  I hope,  { tor’s. 

Assur’d  of  my  consent;  get  hut  mv  datigh- 
And  wed  her  when  you  please.  You  must 
be  bold, 

And  clap  in  close  unto  her;  come,  I know 
You’ve  language  good  enough  to  wm  a wench. 

Wife.  A whoreson  tyrant ! hath  been  an 
old  stringer  in  his  days,  1 warrant  him  ! 

Hum.  I take  your  gentle  offer,  and  withal 
Yield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 

Merck.  What,  Lace!  within  there! 

Enter  Luce. 

I.uce.  Call'd  you,  sir  ? 

Merck.  I did; 

Give  entertainment  to  this  gentleman  ; 

And  see  you  he  not  fro  ward.  To  her,  sir! 
My  presence  will  but  be  an  eye-sore  to  yon. 

j Frit. 

Hum.  Fair  mistress  Luce,  bow  do  you  ? 
are  you  well  ? 

Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I pray  you  tell 
How  doth  your  litticsister,  and  your  brother? 
And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other  ? 
Jaicc.  Sir,  these  are  quickly  answer’d. 
Hum.  So  they  are. 

Where  women  are  not  cruel.  But  how  far 
Is  it  now  distant  from  the  place  we  art-in, 
Unto  that  blessed  place,  your  father’s  warren  ? 


Luce  What  makes  you  think  of  that,  sir? 
Hum.  E’en  that  face  ; 

For  stealing  rabbits  whilome  in  that  place, 
God  Cupid,  or  the  keeper,  I know  not 
whether,  [ther, 

Unto  my  cost  and  charges  brought  you  thi- 

Aud  there  began* 

Luce.  Your  game,  sir? 

Hum.  Let  no  game. 

Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  the  same. 

Be  ever  more  remember’d,  thou  fair  killer. 
For  whom  I Sate  me  down  and  brake  my 
tiller". 

Wife.  There's  a kind  gentleman,  I w arrant 
you;  when  will  you  do  as  much  for  me, 
George?  [losses; 

Luce.  Beshrew  me.  sir,  I’m  sorrv  for  your 
But,  as  die  proverb  says,  ‘ I cannot  cry ; ’ 

I would  you  had  not  seen  me  ! 

Hum.  So  would  I, 

Unless  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good. 
Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  strange  passion  '* 
be  withstood? 

Send  for  a constable,  and  raise  the  town. 
Hum.  Oh,  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter 
down 

Millions  of  constables,  and  pm  to  flight 
Ecu  that  great  watch  of  Midsummer  day, 
at  night ,a.  [ed  then; 

Luce.  Beshrew  me,  sir,  ’tw ere  good  l yield- 
Weak  women  cannot  hope, where  valiant  men 
Have  no  resistance. 

Hum.  Yield  then;  I am  full 
Of  pity,  tho’  I say  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  of  my  pocket  thus  a pair  of  gloves. 
Look,  Lucy,  look  ; die  dog’s  tooth,  nor  the 
doves. 

Arc  not  so  white  as  these ; and  sweet  they  hr  , 
And  whipt  about  with  silk,  as  you  may  see. 
If  you  desire  the  price,  shoot  from  your  eye 
A lieam  to  this  place,  and  you  shall  espy 
F S,  w hich  is  to  say,  my  sweetest  Itouev, 
They  cost  me  three  and  two-pence,  or  no 
money. 

Luce.  Well,  sir,  I take  diem  kindly,  and 
1 thank  you : 

What  would  you  more  ? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Luce.  Why  then,  farewell ! 


**  Tiller.]  See  note  l*  on  Philastcr. 

" This  strange  passion,  j Syrnpson  says,  * To  send  for  a constable  and  raise  a /own,  to  with- 
* stand  a STRANGE  /mss  ion,  borders  seemingly  near  upon  nonsense;’  he  would  therefore  read, 
‘ strong  passion  s ’ But  we  see  no  reason  why  she  may  not  go  from  one  metaphor  to  another. 

11  7 not  great  watch  of  Midsummer  day  at  night.]  What  is  alluded  to  here  is  probably  the 
following  custom : On  the  vigil  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  it  was  formerly  usual,  after  sun- 
setting,  for  the  principal  citizens  to  make  bonfires  before  their  doors,  and  also  to  set  out 
tables  furnished  with  meat  and  drink,  of  which  they  invited  their  neighbours  and  passen- 
ger* to  partake.  At  the  same  time  a marching  watch,  consisting  of  about  2000  men,  fur- 
nished with  lights,  perambulated  from  Jst.  Paul’s  Gate  to  Aid  .ate,  and  back  again,  when 
they  broke  up.  !‘art  of  this  watch  was  provided  at  the  expence  of  the  city  of  Lmdon,  and 
other  part  of  the  several  parishes.  The  custom  continued  until  the  time  of  Henry  VIII. 
when  it  was  prohibited  bv  him.  In  1548  it  was  again  revived  ; hut  being  found  to  be  the 
means  of  collecting  disorderly  people  together,  and  occasioning  great  riots,  it  was  in  t!i« 
year  166£  laid  aside,  and  has  ever  since  been  discontinued.  SeeiJtow’s  Survey.  R. 
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4o  V 

Hum.  Nor  so,  nor  so ; for,  lady,  I must  tell, 
Before  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together ; 
God  grant  me  time,  and  patience,  and  fair 
weather ! 

Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  mind  in  terms 
so  brief.  [relief, 

JIum.  I shall;  then  first  and  foremost,  for 
I call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  afford  it; 

1 care  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  word,  it 
Shall  Ik*  repaid  again,  ullho*  it  cost  me 
More  than  I’ll  speak  of  now;  for  love  has 
toss’d  me 

In  furious  blanket  like  a tennis  hall, 

And  now  I rise  aloft,  and  now  1 fall 

Luce.  Alas,  good  gentleman,  alas  the  day! 
Hum.  1 thank  you  heartily  ; ami,  us  1 say, 
Thus  do  I still  continue  without  rest, 

F th*  morning  like  a man,  at  night  a beast, 
Roaring  and  bellowing  mine  own  disquiet. 
That  much  I fear,  forsaking  of  my  diet. 

Will  bring  me  presently  to  that  quandary, 

I shall  bid  all  adieu. 

Luce.  Now,  by  St.  Mary, 

Thar  were  great  pity ! 

Hum.  So  it  were,  beshrew  me ; 

Then  ease  ine,  lusty  Luce,  and  pity  shew  me. 
Luce.  Why,  sir,  you  know  my  will  is  no- 
thing. worth 

Widmntmy  father’s  grant ; get  his  consent, 
And  then  you  may  with  full  assurance  try 
me  m.  [deny  me  ; 

Hum.  The  worshipful  your  sire  will  not 
For  I have  ask’d  him,  and  he  hath  replied, 

• Sweet  master  Humphrey,  Luce  shall  he  thy 
bride.’  [content. 

Luce.  Sweet  master  Humphrey,  then  1 am 
Hum.  And  sn  am  1,  in  truth. 

Luce.  Yet  take  me  with  you ; 

There  is  another  clause  must  be  annex’d, 
And  this  it  is : I swore,  and  will  perform  it, 
No  man  shall  ever  'joy  me  as  his  wife,  [ture, 
But  lie  that  stole  me  hence : If  you  dare  ven- 
1’in  yours  (you  need  not  fear ; my  father  loves 
If  not,  farewell  forever!  [you); 

Hum.  Sin  y,  nymph,  stay; 

I haven  double  gelding,  colour’d  bay, 

Sprung  by  bis  father  from  Barbarian  kind, 
Another  for  myself,  tlio*  somewhat  blind, 

Yet  true  as  trusty  tree. 

Luce.  I’m  satisfied; 

And  so  I give  my  hand.  Our  course  must  lie 
Thro’  Waltham-Forest,  where  I haven  friend 
Will  entertain  us  So  farewell, Sir  Humphrey, 
And  think  upon  your  business ! [Exit  Luce. 


[Act  1. 

i 

Hum.  Tho*  I die, 

I am  resolv’d  to  venture  life  and  limb. 

For  one  so  young,  so  fair,  so  kind,  so  trim. 

\ Exit  Hum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth,  George,  and 
as  1 am  virtuous,  it  is  e’en  the  kindest  young 
man  that  ever  trod  on  shoe-leather.  Well, 
go  thy  w ays;  if  thou  hast  her  not,  ’tis  not  thy 
fault,  i’faith. 

Cit.  1 prithee,  mouse,  be  patient ! a shall 
have  her,  or  1*11  make  some  of  ’em  smoke 
for't. 

Wife.  That’s  my  good  lamb,  George.  Fy  ! 
this  stinking  tobacco *4  kills  men16!  ’would 
there  were  none  in  England  ! Now  I pray, 
gentlemen,  what  good  does  this  stinking  to- 
bacco do  you  ? nothing,  I warrant  you;  make 
chimnirs  a your  faces! — Oh,  husband,  hus- 
band, now,  uow  ! there’s  Ralph,  there’s  Ralph  1 

Enter  Ralph,  like  a groctr  in  his  shop,  with 
two  apprentices , reading  Ralmuin  of 
England. 

Cit.  Peace,  fool!  let  Ralph  alone.  Hark 
you,  Ralph  ; do  not  strain  yourself  too  much 
at  the  first.  Peace!  Begin,  Ralph. 

Ralph.  ‘Then  Palmcrin  and  Trinctis1*, 
4 snatching  their  lances  from  their  dwarfs, 

* and  clasping  their  helmets,  gallop’d  amain 

* after  the  giant;  and  Palmcrin  having  gotten 
‘ a sight  of  him,  came  posting  amain,  saving, 
“ Stay,  traitcrous  thief!  for  thou  mayst  not 
44  so  carry  away  her,  tlvat  is  worth  the  great- 
“ cst  lord  in  the  world  and  with  these  words 

* gave  him  a Mow  on  the  shoulder,  that  he 
‘ struck  him  besides  his  elephant.  AndTrinc- 
4 us  coining  to  the  knight  that  had  Atrricola 
‘ behind  hint,  set  him  soon  besides  his  horse, 

* w ith  his  neck  broken  in  the  full ; so  that 

‘ the  princess  getting  out  of  the  throng,  bc- 
4 tween  joy  and  grief  said, 44  All  happy  knight, 
44  the  mirror  of  all  such  as  follow  arms,  now 
44  may  f be  well  assured  of  the  love  thou  hear- 
44  cst  me.”’  1 wonder  why  the  kings  do  not 

raise  an  army  of  fourteen  or  tificen  hundred 
thousand  men,  iis  big  as  the  army  that  the 
prince  of  Portigo  brought  against  Rosicler, 
and  destroy  these  giants  ; they  do  much  hurt 
to  wandering  damsels,  tiiat  go  in  quest  of 
their  knights. 

Wife.  ’Euii h, husband,  and  Ralph  says  true; 
for  they  say  the  king  of  Portugal  cannot  sit 
at  his  meat,  but  the  giants  and  the  trains 
w ill  come  and  snatch  it  from  him. 


Ton  nmi/  with  assurance  try  rwc.J  The  measure  assisted  by  Sympson. 

•5  Tahuccv.]  At  the  time  our  Authors  wrote  (we  learn  from  Pry  line,  in  his  Histriomastrx, 
n.  322.)  tobacco,  wine,  and  beer,  were  the  usual  accommodations  in  the  theatre,  as  the  two 
latter  are  still  at  Sadler’s  Wells.  Sec  also  Percy’s  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  i.  R. 

,r>  Kills  men.]  Sympson  reads, 4 kills  me.* 

17  Then  Rainier  in  and  Trtneus,hcc.]  This  passage  is  taken,  with  some  slight  variations,  from 
* Palmcrin  D’Oliva,  the  Mirrour  of  Nobilitie,  Mappe  of  Honor,  Anotamie  of  Rare  Fortunes. 
4 Ileroycnil  President  of  l.ovc,  Wonder  of  Chivalric,  and  most  accomplished  Knight  in  all 
4 Perfections.’  -Ito.  1588.  B L.  p.  131.  R. 

,H  E/fi/u.]  The  good  woman  is  here  a little  tautological,  as  at  other  times  she  is  nonsensi- 
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Act  l.] 

Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue.  On,  Ralph! 

Ralph.  And  certainly  those  knights  arc 
much  to  he  commended,  who,  neglecting 
their  possessions,  wander  with  a squire  and 
a dwarf  through  the  desarts,  to  relieve  poor 
ladies. 

Wife.  Ay,  bv  my  faith  are  they,  Ralph; 
let  cm  say  what  they  will,  they  are  indeed 
Our  knights  neglect  their  possessions  well 
enough,  hut  they  do  not  the  rest. 

Ralph.  There  are  no  such  courteous  and 
fair  well-spoken  knights  in  this  age*  They 
"ill  call  one  the  ton  of  a whore,  that  Palmeriii 
of  England  would  have  called /«ir  sir;  and 
one  that  Rosicler  would  have  called  right 
beauteous  damsel , they  will  call  damn'd  bitch. 

Wife.  I'll  be  sworn  will  they,  Ralph;  they 
have  called  me  so  an  hundred  times,  about 
a scurvy  pipe  of  tobacco. 

Ralph.  But  what  brave  spirit  could  be  con- 
tent to  sit  in  bis  shop,  with  a flapet  of  wood, 
and  a blue  apron  before  him,  selling  Metliri- 
datarn  and  dragons'  water  to  visited  houses, 
that  might  pursue  feats  of  arms,  and,  through 
his  noble  atchievemeots,  procure  such  a fa- 
mous history  to  be  written  of  his  hcroick 
prowess  ? 

C it.  Well  said,  Ralph;  some  more  of  those 
words,  Ralph! 

Wife.  They  go  finely,  by  my  troth. 

Ralph.  Why  should  I not  then  pursue  this 
course,  both  for  the  credit  of  myself  and  our 
company  ? for  amongst  all  the  worthy  books 
of  atchievemeots,  I do  not  call  to  mind  that . 
I yet  read  of  a Grocer-Errant;  I will  be  the 
Ktid  Knight. — Have  you  heard  of  any  that 
hath  wandered  unfurnished  of  his  squire  and 
dwarf?  My  elder  ’prentice  Tim  shall  be  my 
trusty  squire,  and  little  George  my  dwarf.1 
Hence,  my  blue  apron!  Yet,  in  remembrance 
of  my  former  trade,  upon  my  shield  shall  be 
% pourtrayed  a Burning  Pestle,  and  I will  be 
called  tlie  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle. 

Wife.  Nay,  I dare  swear  thou  wilt  not  for- 
get thy  old  trade;  thou  wert  ever  meek. 

Ralph.  Tim ! 

Rim.  Anon. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  squire,  and  George 
my  dwarf,  I charge  you  that  from  henceforth 
you  never  call  rue  by  any  other  name,  but 
the  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle  ; and  that  you  never  call  any 
female  by  the  name  of  a woman  or  wench, 
bat  fair  Uidyy  if  she  have  her  desires;  if  not, 
distressed  damsel;  that  you  call  all  forests 
and  heaths  desurtsy  and  all  horses,  pu! fries! 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine ! — 'Faith,  do  the 
gentlemeu  like  Ralph,  think  you,  husband? 


dt.  Ay,  I warrant  thee;  the  players 
would  give  all  the  shoes  in  their  shop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  squire  Tim,  standout : 
Admit  this  were  a desart,  and  over  it  a knight- 
errant  pricking’s,  and  I should  hid  you  en- 
quire of  his  intents,  what  would  you’ say? 

Tim.  * Sir,  my  master  sent  me  to  know 

* whither  you  are  riding  V 

Ralph.  No!  thus:  ‘Fair sir!  the  Right 
‘ courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 

* Pestle  commanded  me  toenquire  upon  what 

* adventure  you  arc  bound  ; whether  to  rc- 

* lieve  some  distressed  damsels,  or  otherwise? 

Cit.  Whoreson  blockhead  cannot  remem- 
ber ! 

Wife.  T’faith.and  Ralph  told  him  on’t  be- 
fore; all  the  gentlemen  heard  him;  did  he 
not,  gentlemen ? did  not  Ralph  tell  him  on’t? 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight 
of  the  Burning  Pestle , here  is  a distressed 
damsel,  to  have  a halfpenny-worth  of  pep- 
per. 

Wife.  That’s  a good  boy!  see,  the  little 
bov  can  hit  it;  by  my  troth,  it’s  a fine  child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her,  with  all  courteous 
language.  Now  shut  up  shop;  no  more  my 
'prentice,  but  my  trusty  Squire  and  Dwarf. 
1 must  bespepk  my  shield,  and  arming  Pestle. 

Cit.  Go  thy  ways,  Ralph!  As  I am  a true 
man,  thou  art  the  best  on  ’em  all. 

Wife.  Ralph,  Ralph ! 

Ralph.  What  say  you,  mistress? 

W ife.  I prithee  come  again  quickly,  sweet 
Ralph. 

Ralph.  Bye-and-bye.  [ Exit. 

Enter  Jasper  and  Mrs.  Merrythought. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Give  tliee  my  blessing?  No,  HI 
never  give  thee  my  blessing;  I’ll  sec  thee 
bang’d  first;  it  shall  ne’er  be  said  I gave  thee 
my  blessing:  Thou  art  thy  father’s  own  son, 
of  the  blood  of  the  Merrythoughts ; 1 may 
corse  the  time  that  e’er  I knew  thy  father ; 
he  hath  spent  all  his  own,  and  mine  too,  nml 
when  I tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  and  dances, 
and  sings,  and  cries,  ‘ A merry  heart  lives 
‘ long-a.’  And  thou  art  a waste-thrift,  and 
art  run  away  from  thy  master,  that  loved 
thee  well,  and  art  come  to  me;  and  I have 
laid  up  a little  for  my  younger  son  Michael, 
mid  thou  thinkest  to’  liezzle  that,  but  thou 
shall  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come  hither, 
Michael ; come,  Michael;  down  on  thy  knees: 
Thou  shalt  have  my  blessing. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  I pray  you,  mother,  pray  to  God  to 
bless  me ! 


ral,  (unless  I mistake  lier  meaning  in  this  place,)  for  giants  and  ettins,  or  dins,  arc  giants 
and  giants,  eten  in  Saxon  signifying  so.  Sampson. 

Ettins , quasi  heathens;  it  is  not  probable  she  thought  of  Sa.ron. 

<•  Pricking.]  he.  riding.  ‘A  gentle  knight  nas  pricking  on  the  plain,’  ii  the  first  line  of 
5>pen$ers  Fairy  Queen. 
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jlfrs.  Mer.  God  bless  ther* ! hut  Jasper 
shall  never  have  my  blessing : he  shall  be 
bung'd  first,  shall  he  not,  Michael  ? how 

say>t  thou? 

M ch.  Yes,  forsooth,  mother,  and  grace 
of  God. 

71  In.  ^fer.  That’s  a good  boy  ! 

Wife.  1* faith,  it’s  a tine-spoken  child  ! 

Jtstp.  Mother,  tho’  you  forget  a parent’s 
I must  preserve  the  duty  of  a child,  [love, 
I ran  not  from  my  master,  nor  return 
To  have  your  stock  maintain  my  idleness. 

Wife.  Uugracious  child,  1 warrant  him! 
hark,  how  he  chops  logirk  with  his  mother  : 
Thou  ha.lst  best  tell  her  she  lies;  do,  tell 
her  she  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  were  my  sou,  I would  hang  him 
up  by  the  heels,  and  tlca  him,  and  sail  him, 
whoreson  Ualter-sark  ! 

Jasp.  My  coining  only  is  to  beg  your  love, 
Which  I must  ever,  tho’  i never  gain  it; 
And,  howsoever  you  esteem  of  me. 

There  is  no  drop  of  blood  hid  in  these  veins, 
Hut  I remember  well  belongs  to  you. 

That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad 
for  you 

To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mrs.  Mer.  l’failh,  I had  sorrow  enough 
for  thee  (God  knows);  but  I'll  hamper  thee 
well  enough.  Get  thee  in,  thou  vagabond, 
get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  brother  Michael. 

Mer.  [nuMin,]  Nose,  nose,  jolly  red  nose. 
And  who  gave  thee  this  jolly  red  nose  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  llark,  my  husband  ! he's  sing- 
ing and  Imiting;  anil  I’m  fain  to  car k and 
care,  and  all  little  enough.  Husband  ! Charles! 
Charles  Merrythought ! 

Enter  Old  Merrythought. 

Mer.  Nutmegs  and  ginger,  cinnamon  and 
doves; 

And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  nose. 

^^rs.  Mer.  If  voti  would  consider  your 
estate,  you  would  have  little  lint  to  sing,  I 

wis. 

Mer.  It  should  never  he  consider’d,  while 
it  were  an  estate,  if  I thought  it  would  spoil 
tny  singing. 

Mrs.  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  do,  Charles  ? 
thou  art  nil  old  man, and  thou  canst  not  work, 
ami  thou  hast  not  forty  shillings  left,  and  thou 
rarest  good  meat,  and  driukest  good  drink, 
amt  laughest. 

j\ ler.  And  will  do. 

Mrs.  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  it, 
Charles? 

Mer.  How  ? Why,  how  have  I done  hitherto 
these  forty  years?  I never  came  into  my 
dining-room,  but,  at  eleven  and  six  o’clock, 
I found  excellent  meat  and  drink  o’ lh’ table; 
my  clonths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next 
rooming  a taylor  brought  me  a new  suit;  and 
without  question  it  will  be  so  ever!  Use 
makes  perfectness;  if  all  should  fail,  it  is  but 


[Act  1. 

| a little  straining  myself  extraordinary,  ami 
laugh  myself  to  death. 

Wife.  It’s  a foolish  old  man  this;  is  not  he, 
George  ? 

Cit.  Yes,  cony. 

Wife.  Give  me  a penny  i*  th’  purse  while 
I live,  George. 

Cit.  Ay,  hy’r  Indy,  cony,  hold  thee  there ! 

Mrs.  Mer.  Well,  Charles;  you  promis’d 
to  provide  for  Jasper,  aiyl  I have  laid  up  for 
Michael : I pray  you  pay  Jasper  his  portion; 
hr’s  come  home,  and  he  shall  not  consume 
Michael’s  stock;  he  says  his  master  turned 
ban  away,  but  I promise  you  truly  I think 
he  rnn  away. 

Wife.  No,  in  deed,  mi  stress  Merrythought, 
tho’  he  he  a notable  gallows,  vet  I’ll  assure 
you  hi*  master  did  turn  him  away,  even  in 
this  place ; ’twas,  i’faith,  within  thishalf-hour, 
about  his  daughter;  my  husband  was  by. 

C(t.  Hang  him,  rogue  ! lie  serv’d  him  well 
enough  : Love  his  master’s  daughter?  By  my 
troth,  cony,  if  there  w»*rp  n thousand  bovs, 
thou  wouldst  spoil  them  ml,  w ith  taking  their 
parts;  let  his  mother  alone  with  him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George,  but  yet  trutli  is  truth. 

Mer.  \\  here  is  Jaspqr?  he’s  welcome, 
however.  (Jail  him  in;  lie  shall  have  his  por- 
tion. Is  he  merry? 

Mrs.  Mer.  Av,  foul  chive  him,  he  is  too 
merry.  Jasper!  Michael! 

Enter  Jasper  and  Michael. 

Mer.  Welcome,  Juspcr!  tho*  thou  ruo’st 
away,  welcome ! God  bless  tlu*c  ! *Tis  thy 
mother’s  mind  thou  shouhist  receive  thy  por- 
tion ; thou  hast  been  abroad,  and  I hope 
hast  team’d  experience  enough  to  govern  it; 
thou  art  of  sunk  lent  years;  hold  thy  hand; 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight, 
nine,  there  is  tin  shillings  for  thee;  thrust 
thyself  into  the  world  with  llutl,  and  take 
some  settled  course : If  Fortune  cross  thee, 
thou  hast  a retiring  place  ; coiue  home  tome; 
I have  twenty  shillings  left.  Be  a good  hus- 
band; that  is,  wear  ordinary  clonths,  eat  the 
best  meat,  ami  drink  the  best  drink  ; he  mer- 
ry, and  give  to  the  poor,  and,  believe  me, 
thou  hast  no  end  of  tny  goods. 

Jasp.  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all 
thought  of  ill. 

And  long  have  cause  to  he  thus  merry  still! 
But,  father 

Mer.  No  more  words,  Jasper;  get  thee 
gone ! 

lhou  hast  my  blessing;  thy  father’s  spirit 
upon  thee ! 

Farewt  11,  Jasper  1 

But  yet,  or  ere  you  part  (oh,  cruel !) 

Kiss  me,  ki«s  me,  sweeting. 

Mine  ow  n dear  jewel ! 

So  ; now  begone;  no  words!  [Exit  Jasper. 

Mrs.  Mer.  So,  Michael;  now  get  thee  gone 
too. 
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Act  2 J 

Mich.  Yes  forsooth,  mother;  hut  I'll  have 
my  father’s  blessing  first. 

Mrs  Mcr.  No,  Michael;  *tis  no  matter 
for  his  blessing ; thou  hast  my  blessing;  be 
cone,  l'il  fetch  my  money  and  jewels,  and 
follow  thee:  I’ll  stay  no  longer  with  him,  I 
•warrant  thee.  Truly,  Charles,  i’ll  be  gone 
too. 

Mer.  What ! you  will  not? 

Mrs.  Mir.  Yes  indeed  will  I. 

Mer.  Iley-ho,  farewell.  Nan! 

I'll  never  trust  wench  more  again,  if  I 
can. 

Mrs.  Mcr.  You  shall  not  think  (when  nil 
your  own  is  gone)  to  spend  that  I have  been 
temping  up  for  Michael. 

Mcr.  Farewell,  good  wife!  I expect  it 
u *t;  all  I have  to  do  m this  world,  is  to  be 
merry ; which  I shall,  if  the  ground  he  not 
taken  from  me ; and  if  it  be, 


4.*:7 

When  earth  and  seas  from  me  are  reft, 

The  skies  aloft  for  me  arc  left.  [jE mint. 

[Buy  dancclh.  Mustek. 

FINIS  ACTUS  P1UMI. 

Wife.  I’ll  he  sworn  he’s  a merry  old  cen- 
tlcinan,  for  all  that.  Hark,  Imrk,  husband, 
hark ! fiddles,  fiddles ! now  surely  they  go 
finely.  They  say  ’t is  present  death  for 
these  fiddlers  to  tuue  th  ir  rebeck**0  before 
the  great  lurk’s  grace;  is’t  not,  George? 
But  look,  look  ! here’s  a youth  dances ! now, 
good  youth,  do  a turn  o’  th’  toe.  Sweetheart, 
i’faith  I’ll  have  Ralph  come  and  do  some  of 
his  gambols;  he’ll  ride  tin:  wild-more,  gen- 
tlemen, ’twould  do  your  hearts  good  to  sec 
him.  I thank  you,  kind  youth;  'pray  bid 
Ralph  come. 

Cit.  Peace,  cony  ! Sirrah,  you  scurvy  boy, 
bid  the  players  send  Ralph;  or,  by  God’s 
wounds,  an  they  do  not,  I’ll  tear  some  of  their 
purriwigs  beside  their  heads;  this  is  ull  ritV-ralf. 


**  Rebecks.']  A rebeck  was  an  instrument  with  three  strings,  resembling  a modern  fiddle.  R. 
it  is  lueutioued  in  Milton’s  Allegro. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Merchant  and  Master  Huinphrei/. 
Merck.  AND  how,  ’faith,  how  goes  it  now, 
son  Humphrey? 

Hum.  Right  worshipful,  and  my  beloved 
friend 

And  father  dear,  this  matter’s  at  an  end. 
Merck.  Tis  well;  it  should  be  so:  Pm 
glad  the  girl 
!•>  found  to  tractable. 

Hum.  Nay,  she  must  whirl  [say, 

From  hc-ncc,  (and  you  must  wink  : for  so,  I 
Tlie  story  tells)  tomorrow  before  day. 

Wife.  George,  dost  thou  think  in  thv  con- 
science now  ’twill  be  a match?  tell  me  hut 
what  thou  think’st,  sweet  rogue  : Thou  sees t 
the  poor  gentleman  (dear  heart!)  how  it  la- 
bours and  throbs,  I warrant  you,  to  be  at  rest: 
I’ll  go  move  the  fatherfor’t. 

Cits  No,  no;  I prithee  sit  still,  honey- 
eucklc ; thou’lt  spoil  all:  If  he  deny  him,  I’ll 
bring  ha!f-n-do/en  good  fellows  myself,  and 
hi  the  shutting  of  an  evening  knock  it  up,  and 
there’s  an  end. 

Wife.  1*11  buss  tlicc  for  that,  i’faith,  boy  ! 
Weil,  George,  well,  you  have  been  a wag  in 
your  days,  J warrant  you  ; but  God  forgive 
you,  and  I do  with  all  my  heart. 

Merck.  How  was  it,  son  ? you  told  me  that 
tomorrow 

Beforeday-break, you  must  convey  her  hence. 


Hum.  I must,  I must;  and  thus  it  is  agreed : 
Your  daughter  rides  upon  a brown-bay  steed, 
I on  a sorrel,  which  I bought  of  Brian, 

The  honest  host  of  the  red  roaring  Lion, 

In  Waltlmm  situate:  Then  if  you  may, 
Consent  in  seemly  sort;  lest  by  delav, 

The  f atal  Sisters  come,  and  do  the  office. 
And  then  you’ll  sing  another  song. 

Merck.  Alas, 

Why  should  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me, 
That  do  as  willing  as  yourself’ agree 
To  any  thing,  so  it  be  good  and  fair?  [sure 
Then  steal  her  when  you  will,  if  such  a plc  a- 
Coiitent  you  both;  I’ll  sleep  and  never  see  it. 
To  make  your  joys  more  full.  But  tell  me  why 
You  may  not  here  perform  your  marriage? 

Wife.  God’s  blessing  o’  thy  soul,  old  man  ! 
i’faith  thou  art  loath  to  part  true  hearts.  I 
see  u has  her,  George;  and  I’m  as  glad  on’t ! 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  Humphrey,  fora  fair- 
spoken  man;  I believe  thou  hast  not  thy  fellow 
within  the  walls  of  London  ; an  1 should  say 
the  suburbs  too,  I should  not  lie.  Why  dost 
not  thou  rejoice  with  me,  George? 

Cit.  If  1 could  Rut  sec  Ralph  again,  I were 
as  merry  as  mine  host,  i’faith. 

Hum.  The  cause  you  scorn  to  ask,  I thus 
declare:  [swarc 

(Help  me,  oh,  Muses  nine  !)  Your  daughter 
A foolish  oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity  ; 

Yet  no  one  but  myself*1  within  this  city 


*•  Yet  none  but  myself]  The  reading  in  the  text  is  Theobald’s.  Sympson’s  anonymous  cor- 
respondent proposes,  *Noue  but  1 myself.’ 

VuL.il.'  3N 
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SI: Ml  dare  to  say  so,  but  a bold  defiance 
Slinll  meet  him,  were  lie  of  the  noble  science. 
A lid  yet  she  sware,  and  yet  why  did  she  swear? 
Truly  1 cannot  tell,  unless  it  were 
For  her  own  ease ; for  sure  sometimes  an  oath, 
Being  sworn  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth: 
And  this  it  was  she  swore,  never  to  marry, 
But  such  n one  whose  mighty  arm  could  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I am  such  a one) 

Her  bodily  away,  thro’  stick  and  stone, 

Mill  both  of  us  arrive,  at  her  request, 

Some  ten  miles  off,  in  the  wild  Walthnm- 
Forfest.  p [fear 

Aterch.  If  this  he  all,  you  shall  not  need  to 
Anv  denial  in  your  love;  proceed; 

1*1!  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed. 

Hum.  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and 
twenty  more, 

And  twenty  more  good  nights,  that  makes 
threescore  ! \Ju  runt. 

Enter  Airs.  AInry  thought  and  Michael. 

Airs.  Alcr.  Come,  Michael ; art  tliou  not 
weary,  bdv? 

Aluh.  No  forsooth,  mother,  not  I. 

Ahs.  Aler.  Where  he  we  now,  child? 

Alich.  Indeed  forsooth,  mother,  I cannot 
tell,  unless  we  he  at  Mile-End:  Is  nut  ail  the 
world  Miic-End,  mother? 

Airs.  Alcr.  No,  Michael,  not  all  the  world, 
boy;  hut  I can  assure  thee,  Michael,  Mile- 
End  is  a goodly  matter : There  has  been  a 
pitchlield,  my  child,  between  the  naughty 
Spaniels  and  the  Englishmen;  and  theSpauieis 
ran  uwqy,  Michael,  and  the  Englishmen  fol- 
lowed. My  neighbour  Coxstone  was  there, 
boy,  and  kill'd  them  all  with  a birding-piece. 
Aluh.  Mother,  forsooth  1 

Alts.  Aler.  What  says  my  white  boy? 

Alich.  Shall  not  my  father  go  with  ns  too? 

Airs.  Alcr.  No,  Michael,  let  thy  father  go 
snick-up ; he  shall  never  come  lictwei  u c pair 
of  sheets  with  me  again,  while  he  lives;  let 
him  stay  at  home  ami  sigg  for  his  supper,  bov. 
Conic,  child,  sit  down,  ami  I’ll  shew  my  bov 
fine  knacks,  indeed:  Look  here,  Michael; 
here's  a ring,  und  here's  a brooch,  and  litre's 
a bracelet,  and  here’s  two  rings  more,  uud 
here's  money  and  gold  by  tljf  eye,  my  bov  ! 

Mich.  Shall  I have  alf  ibis,  mother? 

Alts.  Aler.  Ay,  Michael,  thou  shall  have 
all,  Mich  ael. 

(’it.  I low  lik*st  thou  this,  wench? 

lli/e.  J cannot  tell;  J would  have  Ralph, 
George;  I’ll  see  no  mare  else,  indeed-lu ; 
and  I pray  you  let  the  y/.uths  understand  so 
much  by  word  of  mouth;  for  l will  tell  you 


[Aft  2 

truly,  I’m  afraid  o’  my  boy.  Come,  come, 
George,  let’s  be  merry  and  wise ; the  child's 
a fatherless  child,  and  say  they  should  put 
him  into  a strait  pairot*  gaskiiist’lwerc  worse 
than  knot-grass  *J,  he  would  never  grow  alter 
it. 

Enter  Ralph,  Tim , and  George. 

Cit.  Here's  Ralph,  hert's  Ralph! 

Wife.  How  do  you,  Ralph?  you  are  wel- 
come, Ralph,  as  I may  say  ; it’s  a good  boy  ! 
hold  up  thy  head,  ami  he  not  afraid;  «t  are. 
thy  friends,  Ralph  The  gentlemen  will  praise 
thee,  Ralph,  if  thou  play V thy  part  with 
audacity.  Begin.  Ralph,  a God's  name! 
Ralph.  M y trusty  Squire,  unlace  my  helm  ; 
give  uic  my  liar. 

Where  arc  we,  or  what  rlesart  might  this  be? 
George.  Mirror  of  knighthood,  this  is,  as 
i take  it. 

The  perilous  Waltham-Down  ; in  whose hot- 
The  enchanted  valley.  [tom  stands 

Mrs.  Alcr.  Oh,  Michael,  we  are  betray’d, 
we  are  betray’d!  here  be  giants  ! Fly,  bov, 
fly,  boy,  fly  ! 

[ Exit  with  Alichuely  leaving  a casket. 
Ralph.  Lure  on  my  helm  again  ! What 
noise  is  this  ? 

A gentle  lady,  flying  the  embrace  Dier. 
Of  some  uncourteous  knight?  I will  relieve 
Go,  Squire,  nnd  say,  the  Kuight  that  wears 
this  Pestle 

In  honour  of  all  ladies,  swears  revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  coward  that  pursues,  hep; 
Go  comfort  her,  ami  that  same  gentle  squire 
'Unit  bears  her  company. 

Tim.  J go,  brave  Knight. 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Dwarf  and  friend,  reach 
me  my  shield ; [ hood  ; 

And  hold  it  while  1 swear, first,  by  my  knight- 
Then  by  the  soul  of  Amndis  de  Gaul 
(My  famous  ancestor);  then  by  my  sword 
The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  rue  ; 

By  this  bright  burning  IVstle,  of  mine  honour 
The  living  trophy  ; and  by  all  respect 
Due  t<>  distressed  damsels;  here  ( vow 
Never  to  end  the  quest  of  this  fair  lady, 

Ami  that  forsaken  squire,  ’till  by  my  valour 
I gain  their  hl>crty  ! [Esit. 

George.  Ilcav’n  bless  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  gcntlew’omen! 

[ Exit. 

Wife.  Ay  marry,  Ralph,  this  has  some  sa- 
vour in’t;  I would  see  the  proudest  of  them 
all  offer  to  carry  his  hooks  alter  him.  But* 
George,  I will: not  have  him  go  away  so  soon  ; 
J shall  be  sick  if  he  ^o.  away,  that  1 siialfr; 


93  Knot-grass.]- * Get  you  gone,  yog  dwarf, 

* \ou  Minimus,  of  liindriiig  knot-grass  made-* 

, Midsummer-Night’s  Dream,  act  iii.  scene  2. 

L pon  which  passage  the  last  editor  ohserves:  1 it  appears  that  knot-grass  was  anciently  sup- 
posed to  prevent  the  growth  of  any  animal  or  child;’  and  produces  this  passage,  and  the 
following  irom  The  Coxcomb,  in  proof  of  bis  observation:  ‘ We  wunt  a bov  extremely  for 
tins  Junction,  kept  under  lor  a year  with  milk  and  knot-grass*  R. 
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Act  2.] 

rail  Ralph  again,  George,  rail  Ralph  l.eain; 
1 pritluc,  sweetheart,  let  him  come  tight  be- 
fore me,  and  let’s  ha’  some  drums,  and 
trumpets,  and  let  him  kill  nil  that  comes  near 
him,  an  thou  lov’st  me,  Gtorge  ! 

Cit.  Peace  a little,  bird ! he  shi*ll  kill 
them  all,  an  they  wete  twenty  more  on  ’em 
than  there  arc. 

Enter  Jasper, 

Jasp.  Now,  Fortune,  (if  thou  be’st  n<it 
only  ill) 

Shew  me  thv  better  fare,  and  bring  about 
Thy  desperate  wheel,  that  1 may  cltmh  at 
length; 

And  stand  ; this  is  our  place  of  meeting. 

If  love  have  any  constancy.  Oh,  age, 

Whr  re  only  wealthy  men  are  counted  happy  ! 
How  shall  I please  thee,  how  deserve  thy 
smiles, 

Whefi  I am  only  rich  in  misery  ? 

My  father’s  blessing,  and  this  little  coin. 

Is  my  inheritance;  a strong  revenue  ! 

Frdlli  earth  thou  art,  and  unto  earth  I give 
thee : 

There  grow  and  multiply,  tvliilst  fresher  air 
Breeds  me  ft  fresher  fortune. — ■ How  ! illusion ! 

I Spies  the  casket. 
What,  hath  the  devil  coin’d  himself  before 
me  ? 

Tis  metal  good  ; if  rings  well ; I am  waking, 
And  taking  loo,  1 hope.  Now  God’s  d.ar 
blessing 

Upon  his  h<  art  that  left  it  here ! ’tis  mine ; 
These  pearls,  I take  it, were  not  left  for  swine! 

[ Exit. 

Wife.  I do  not  like  that  this  unthrifty 
youth  should  embezzle  away  the  money;  the 
poor  gehtle woman  his  mother  will  have  a 
nenvy  heart  for  it,  God  knows. 

Cit.  And  rca.on  good,  sweetheart. 

Wfe.  Rut  let  him  go;  i’ll  tell  Ralph  a talc 
in’s  ear,  shall  fetch  him  again  with  a wanton, 
1 warrant  Inin,  if  he  be  above  ground  ; and 
besides,  George,  here  be  a number  of  suf- 
ficient gentlemen  can  witness,  and  myself, 
and  yourself,  ami  the  musicians,  if  we  he 
call’d  in  question.  But  here  comes  Ralph ; 


George,  thou  shale  hear  him  speak,  as  he 
were  an  empcral. 

Enter  Ralph  and  George. 

Ralph.  Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again  ? 
George.  Right  courteous  Knight, 

Vuur  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes 
the  lady. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought,  Michael,  and 
Tim. 

Ralph.  Fair!  and  the  Squire  of  Damsels’*, 
as  L take  it  ! 

Madam,  if  any  service  Ur  devoir 
Of  a poor  errant  Knight  may  right  votir 
wrong?,  [cour; 

Command  it ; I am  prest to  give  you  suc- 
For  to  that  holy  cud  I bear  my  armour. 

Mrs.  lifer.  Alas,  sir,  I am  a poor  gentle- 
woman, and  I have  lost  my  money  in  tins 
forest. 

Ralph.  Dcsnrt,  you  would  say,  lady;  and 
not  lost  (tears, 

Whilst  I have  sword  anil  lance.  Pry  up y out 
Which  ill  bclit  the  beauty  of  that  face, 

And  tell  the  story,  if  I may  request  it, 

Of  vour  disastrous  fortune. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Out,  alas!  I left  a thousand 
pound,  a thousand  pound,  e’en  all  the  money 
I had  laid  up  for  this  youth,  upon  the  sight 
of  vour  mastership,  you  look’d  so  grim,  ahd, 
as  I inay  say  it,  saving  your  presence,  more 
likfe  a giant  than  a mortal  man. 

Ralph.  I am  as  you  arc,  lady ; so  are  they. 
All  mortal.  But  why  weeps  this  gentle  squire? 

Mi  s.  Mer.  Has  he  not  cause  to  weep,  dq 
you  think,  when  he  has  lost  his  inheritance? 
Ralph.  Young  hope  of  valour,  weep  nut; 
1 am  here  « 

That  will  co n foilnd  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dear 
Upon  Ins  coward  head,  that  dare  deny 
Distressed  squires  and  ladies  equity. 

I have  hut  one  horse  •*6,  upon  which  shall  ride 
This  lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before  [more 
This  courteous  squire:  Fortune  will  give  us 
Upon  our  next  adventure.  Fairly  speed 
Beside  u*,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  to  do  us  need  ! 

[flrcauf: 


•*  Yutir  squire  doth  come,  and  uith  hirh  comes  the  lady. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought f &c. 

For  and  the  squire  of  damsels  as  1 take  it. 

Ralph.  Madam , &e.J  Sympson  omits  the  period  at  the  end  of  the  first  line,  and  alters 
for  to  fair  : we  think  him  right  in  the  alteration  of  the  word;  but  we  must  go  further  be- 
fore tins  passage  is  cleared  of  corruption,  since,  by  giving  the  first  and  third  lines  to  one 
speaker,  the  third  appears  a bald  and  needless  repetition  of  the  sense  of  the  fust,  which  is 
complete  in  itself.  VVe  have  therefore  made  Ralph’s  speech  begiu  at  the  third  line  instead 
Of  the  fourth;  and  apprehend,  that  he  first  addresses  himself  both  to  Mrs.  Merrythought  and 
Michael:  Her  he  calls  Fair.'  and  him  ixjuirc  of  Damsels ! as  he  names  him  afterwards, 
* this  gentle  Squire/  This  is  quite  in  his  character,  and  the  only  reading  that  gives  spirit, 
br  even  tolerable  sense,  to  the  third  line;  after  which  he  proceeds  to  com  tort  them 
Separately. 

s»  Erest.]  i.  e.  ready.  See  note  **  on  The  Wild-Goose  Chace. 

* I have  but  one  horse , on  a/mA.]  The  variation  is  Sympson’s. 
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Cif . Did  not  I tell  you,  Nell,  what  your  man 
would  do?  by  the  faith  of  my  body,  wench, 
for  clean  action  and  good  delivery,  they  may 
ail  cast  their  caps  at  him. 

If  ife.  And  so  they  nmy,  i'fuith ; for  I dare 
speak  it  boldly,  the  twelve  companies  of 
Loudon  cannot  match  him,  timber  for  tim- 
ber. Well,  George,  an  lie  be  not  inveigled 
by  some  of  these  paltry  players,  I ha’  much 
marvel ; but,  George,  we  ha’  done  our  parts, 
it  the  boy  have  any  grace  to  be  thankful. 
Cit.  Yes,  I warrant  you,  duckling. 

Enter  Matter  Humphrey  and  Luce. 
Hum.  Good  mistress  Luce,  however  I in 
fault  am  [Walthain; 

For  your  lainc  horse,  you’re  welcome  unto 
But  which  way  now  to, go,  or  what  to  say, 

I know  not  truly,  ’till  it  be  broad  day. 

Luce.  Oh,  fear  not,  master  Humphrey  ; I 
am  guide 

For  this  place  good  enough. 

Hum . 1'hen  up  and  ride  ; 

Or,  if  it  please  you,  walk  for  your  repose ; 
Or  sit,  or,  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a rose: 

Either  of  which  shall  be  indifferent. 

To  your  good  friend  and  Humphrey,  whose 
consent 

Is  so  entangled  ever  to  your  will. 

As  the  poor  harmless  horse  is  to  the  mill. 
Luce.  ’Faith,  ail  you  say  the  word,  we’ll 
e’en  sit  down, 

And  take  a nap. 

Hum.  Tis  better  in  the  town. 

Where  we  may  imp  together ; for, believe  me, 
To  sleep  without  a snatch  would  mickle 
grieve  me. 

Luce.  You’re  merry,  master  Humphrey. 
Hum.  So  I am,  * 

And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  dam. 
Luce.  Your  nurse  had  the  less  labour. 
Hum.  ’Faith,  it  nmy  be. 

Unless  it  were  by  chance  I did  bewray  me. 

Enter  Juspcr. 

Jaxp.  Luce ! dear  friend  Luce ! 

Luce.  Here,  Jasper. 

Jusp.  You  are  mine.  £ fine : 

Hum.  If  it  be  so,  my  friend,  you  use  me 
What  do  you  think  I am  ? 

Jusp.  An  arrant  noddy.  [body, 

Hum.  A word  of  obloquy ! Now,  by  God’s 
I’ll  tell  thy  master;  for  I know  thee  well. 
Jasp.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  forward  for  to  tell, 


[Act  2. 

Take  that,  and  that;  and  tell  him,  sir,  I gave  it*. 
And  say  1 paid  you  well.  [Beats  him. 

Hum.  Oh,  sir,  I have  it. 

And  do  confess  the  payment.  ’Pray,  be  quiet! 

Jusp.  Go,  get  you  to  your  night-cup  and 
the  diet. 

To  cure  your  beaten  bones. 

Luce.  Alas,  poor  Humphrey! 

Get  thee  some  wholesome  broth,  with  sage 
and  cum  fry; 

A little  oil  of  roses,  and  a feather 
To  ’noint  thy  back  witlml. 

Hum.  When  l came  hither, 

’Would  I Imd  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Dory 

Luce  Farewell, my  pretty  Nump ! I’m  very 
I cannot  hear  thee  company.  [sorry 

Hum.  Farewell ! 

The  de\  il’s  dam  was  ne’er  so  bang’d  in  hell. 

[Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey. 

Wife.  This  young  Jasper  will  prove  me 
another  things,  a my  conscience,  sin  he  may 
he  sulFcred.  George,  dost  not  sec,  Gcorje, 
how  a swaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very  heads 
a folks,  sis  he  were  a dragon?  Well,  if  I 
do  not  do  his  lesson  for  wronging  the  poor 
gentleman  ! uin  no  true  woman.  Ilis  friends 
that  brought  him  up  might  have  been  belter 
occupied,  I wi*,  than  have  taught  him  these 
fegaries:  lie’s  e’en  in  the  highway  to  the 
gallows,  God  bless  him  ! 

(.'it.  You’re  too  hitler,  ronv  ; the  young 
man  may  do  well  enough  for  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither,  master  Humphrey; 
has  he  hurt  von  ? now  heshrew  his  fingers 
for’r ! Here,  sweetheart,  here’s  some  green 
ginger  for  thee.  Now  beshrvw  my  heart, 
but  a has  pep  per  lie  1 in’s  head,  ns  big  as  u 
pullet’s  egg  ! Alas,  sweet  lamb,  how  thy  tem- 
ples beat ! 'lake  the  peace  on  him,  sweet- 
heart, take  tiie  peace  on  him. 

Enter  Boy. 

Cit.  No,  no;  you  talk  like  n foolish  wo- 
man ! I’il  ha’  Ralph  tight  with  hint,  and 
swinge  him  up  well- favour’d  I v.  Sirrah,  R»v  ; 
conic  hither : Let  Ralph  come  in  and  light 
with  Jasper. 

Wife.  Ay,  und  beat  him  well ; he’s  an  un- 
happy boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us;  the  plot  of 
our  play  lies  contrary;  and  ’twill  hazard  the 
spoiling  of  oar  play. 


*7  John  Dory.]  Sir  John  Hawkins,  in  his  History  of  Music,  says,  ‘The  song  of  John 
‘ Dory,  with  the  tune  to  it,  is  printed  in  the  Deuteromelin,  or  the  second  pari  of  Musirk’a 
* Melodic,  1609.  The  legend  of  this  person  is,  that  being  a sea-captain,  or  perhaps  a pirate, 
‘ he  engaged  to  the  king  of  France  to  bring  the  crew  of  an  English  ship  bound  us  captives 
‘ to  Paris,  and  that  accordingly  he  attenmted  to  make  prize  of  an  English  vessel,  hut  was 
9 himself  taken  prisoner.  The  song  of  John  Dory,  and  the  tune  to  it,  were  n long  time 
‘ popular  in  England  : In  the  comedy  of  The  Chances,  written  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
‘ Antonio,  a humorous  old  man,  receives  a wound,  which  he  will  not  suffer  to  be  dressed 

‘ hut  upon  condition  that  the  song  of  John  Dory  he  sung  the  while.’ The  bong  is  also 

printed  in  Sir  John’s  Appendix,  No.  2f. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


Act  2.] 

Cit.  Plot  me  no  plots  ! I’ll  ha’  Ralph  come 
out;  HI  make  your  house  too  hot  for  you 
else. 

Boy.  Why,  sir,  be  shall;  but  if  any  thin*: 
fall  out  of  order,  the  geudemca  must  pardon 
us. 

Cit . Go  your  ways,  goodinnn  Boy!  I'll 
hold  him  a penny,  he  shall  have  his  belly  full 
of  tightiug  now.  llo  ! here couies  Ralph  ! no 
more ! 

Enter  Ralph , Mrs.  Merrythought , Mahael, 
Tim , anil  George. 

Ralph.  What  knight  is  that,  Squire?  ask 
him  if  he  keep 

The  passage,  bound  bv  love  of  lady  fair. 

Or  else  but  prickaut. 

Hum.  Sir,  I am  no  knight, 

But  a poor  gentleman,  that  this  same  night 
llad  stolen  from  me,  upon  yonder  green, 
jMy  lovely  wife,  and  suffer’d  (to  he  seen 
Yet  extant  On  my  shoulders)  such  a greeting. 
That  whilst  I live,  I shall  think  of  that  meet- 
ing. 

Wife.  Av,  Ralph,  he  heat  him  unmerci- 
fully, Ralph  ; an  thou  spar ’si  him,  Ralph,  I 
would  thou  wert  bang’d. 

Cit.  No  more, 'Wife,  no  more! 
llul]>h.  Where  is  the  caitiff  wretch  hath 
done  this  deed? 

Lady,  your  pardon  ! that  I may  proceed 
Upon  the  quest  of  this  injurious  knight. 

And  thou,  fair  Squire,  repute  me  not  the 
worse, 

In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  purse, 

Enter  Jasper  and  Lure. 

Ami  the  rich  casket,  ’till  some  better  leisure. 
Hum.  Here  comes  the  broker  hath  pur- 
loin’d my  treasure. 

- Ralph.  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I am  here, 
An  errant  Knight  at  arms,  to  crave  delivery 
Of  that  fair  lady  to  her  own  knight’s  arms. 
If  he  deny,  hid  him  take  choice  of  ground, 
And  so  defy  him. 

Tim.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
The  Golden  Pestle,  l defy  thee,  Knight; 
Unless  thou  make  fair  restitution 
Of  that  bright  lady. 

Jutp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  sent  thee 
He  is  an  ass;  and  I will  keep  the  wench, 
And  knock  his  head-piece. 

Ralph.  Knight,  thou  art  but  dead, 

If  thou  recall  not  thy  uiicourteous  terms. 

Wife.  Break  his  pate,  Ralph;  break  his 
pate,  Ralph,  soundly! 

Jasp.  Come,  Knight;  Tin  ready  for  you. — 
Now  your  Pestle 

[ Snatches  away  his  l\st!e. 
Shall  try -what  temper,  sir,  your  moruir’s  of. 
With  that  he  stood  upright  in  his  stirrups, 
ami  gave  the  knight  ot  the  calves-skin  such  a 
knock,  that  he  forsook  his  horse,  and  down 
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he  fell ; and  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and 
plucking  off  his  helmet 

Hum.  Nay,  an  my  noble  Knight  he  down 
so  soon, 

Tho*  I can  scarcely  go,  I needs  must  run. 

[E.eeunt  Humphrey  and  Ralph , 

Wife.  Run,  Ralph,  run,  Ralph ; run  for  thy 
life,  boy;  Jasper  comes,  Jasper  comes ! 

Jasp.  Come,  Luce,  we  must  have  other 
Hrius  for  you ; 

Humphrey,  and  Golden  Pestle,  both  adieu  ! 

f Errunt. 

Wife.  Sure  the  devil,  God  bless  us,  is  in 
this  springald  ! Why,  George,  didst  ever  see 
such  a tiro-drake  ? 1 am  afraid  my  boy’s  mis- 
carried ; if  he  be,  though  he  were  master 
Merrythought’s  son  a thousand  times,  if  there 
be  auv  law  in  England,  I’ll  make  some  of 
them  smart  fort. 

Cit.  No,  no ; I have  found  out  the  matter, 
sweetheart;  Jasper  is  enchanted  ; as  sure  as 
we  are  here,  he  is  enchanted  : He  could  uo 
more  have  stood  in  Ralph’s  hands,  than  l 
can  stand  in  my  lord -mayor’s.  I’ll  have  a 
ring  to  discover  all  enchantments,  and  Ralph 
shall  beat  him  yet:  Be  no  more  vex’d,  for  it 
shall  be  so. 

Enter  Ralph , Timt  George,  Mrs.  J/crriy- 
t bought , mid  Michucl. 

Wife.  Oh,  husband,  here’s  Ralph  again  ! 
May,  Ralph;  let  me  speak  with  thee:  Hour 
dost  thou,  Ralph?  Art  thou  not  shrewdly 
hurt?  the  foul  great  lungies  laid  tmmort-i- 
fully  on  thee;  there’s  Some  sugar-candy  for 
thee.  Proceed;  thou  shall  have  another 
bout  with  him. 

Cit.  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  fencing- 
school,  if  he  did  not  make  a puppy  of  him, 
and  drive  him  up  and  down  the  school,  he 
should  ne’er  come  in  my  shop  more. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Truly,  master  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle,  l am  weary.  fhmigry. 

Mich.  Indced-la,  mother,  and  I’m  verv 

Ralph.  Take  comfort,  gentle  duine,  anil 
your  fair  Squire ! 

For  in  this  dcsarc  there  must  needs  be  plac’d 
Many  strong  castles,  held  by  courteous 
Knights; 

And  ’till  i bring  you  safe  to  one  of  those, 

I swear  by  tins  my  order  ne’er  to  leave  you. 

Wife.  Well  said,  Ralph  ! George,  Ralph 
was  ever  comfortable,  was  he  not? 

Cit.  Yes,  duck. 

Wife*  I shall  ne’er  forget  him:  When  we 
had  lost  our  child,  (you  know  it  was  stray’d 
almost,  alone,  to  Puddle-Wharf,  and  the 
criers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it  had 
drown’d  itself  hut  for  a sculler,)  Ralph  was 
the  most  comfortuhlest  to  me  ! Peace,  mis- 
tress, says  he,  let  it  go ! I’ll  get  you  another 
as  good.  Did  he  uot,  George?  did  he  not 
say  so? 

Cit.  Yes,  indeed  did  he,  mouse. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  lllE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


462 

George.  T would  wo  hud  a moss  of  pot- 
tage, and  a pot  of  drink.  Squire,  and  were, 
going  to-hed. 

Tim.  Why,  wc  aro  at  Waltham-town’s 
end,  and  that'*  the  Bell  Inn. 

George.  Take  courage,  valiant  Knight, 
dmuscl,  and  Squire ! 

I have  discover'd,  not  h stone’s  cast  off, 

An  antient  castle  held  by  the  old  knight 
Of  the  most  holy  order  of  the  Boll, 

Who  gives  to  all  knights-errant  entertain: 
There  plenty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar’d 
By  the  white  hands  of  his  own  lady  dear, 
lie  hath  three  squires  that  welcome  all  his 
guests : . . 

The  lirst,  hight  Chainbcrlino’5;  who  will  See 
< )ur  beds  prepar’d, and  bring  us  snowy  sheets, 
\\  litre  never  footman  stretch'd  his  butter'd 
bams. 

The  second,  bight  Tnpsfcro;  who  will  •‘tc 
Our  pots  full  filled,  ami  no  froth  therein. 
The  third,  n gentle  squire,  Osllero  hight. 
Who  will  our  pnl fries  slick  with  whi>ps  of 
strawy 

And  in  the  manger  put  thfem  oats  enough. 
And  never  grease  their  teeth  with  candle- 
snuiF. 

Wife.  That  same  Dwarf’s  a pretty  hoy, 
but  the?  Squire’s  a groul-nold. 

Hatph.  Knock  at  the  gates,  my  Squire, 
w ith  stately  lance  ! 

Enter  Tipster. 

Top.  Who’s  there?  You're  welcome,  gch- 
tlenu  n ! will  you  see  a room  ? 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant 
Knight  of  tin*  Burning  Pestle,  this  is  the 
squire  Tapsi.  ro. 

liafph  Fair  squire  Tapsterd  ! I a wander- 
ing Knight, 

Hight  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  in  the  quest 
Of  this  fair  lady’s  casket  and  wrought  purse, 
J .using  myself  in  this  vast  wilderness, 

Am  to  this  castle  well  by  fortune  brought; 
Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  knight  of  holy  order  of  the  Bell 
Gives  to  all  damsels,  and  all  errant  knights, 
1 thought  to  knock,  Rj.d  now  atn  bold  to 
enter. 

Tap.  An’t  ph  ase  you  see  a chamber,  you 
are  very  welcome.  j ’ Eieunt. 

Wife.  George,  I would  hate  something 
done,  and  I cannot  tell  what  it  is. 

Cit.  What  is  it,  Nell  ? 


[Act  2. 

Wife.  Why,  George,  shall  Ralph  beat  no- 
bodv  again?  'Prithee,  sweetheart,  let  him  ! 

Cit.  So  he  shall,  Nell ; and  if  I join  with 
him,  we'll  knock  them  all. 

Enter.  Master  Humphrey  and  Merchant. 
Wife.  Oil,  George,  here's  master  Hum- 
phrey again  now,  that  lost  mistress  Lure; 
and  mistress  Luce’s  father.  Master  Hum- 
phrey will  do  somebody’s  errand,  1 warrant 
him. 

Ham.  Father,  it’s  true  in  arms  I ne’er 
shall  clasp  her; 

For  she  is  stnl  ii  away  by  your  man  Jasper. 
Wife.  1 thought  lit ■ would  till  him. 

Mtrch.  Uuhappv  that  I am,  to  lose  my 
child  ! 

Now  1 begin  to  think  on  Jasper’s  words. 
Who  oft  hath  urg’d  to  me  thy  foolishness: 
Why  didst  thou  let  her  go?  thou  lov’st  her 
not, 

That  wouldst  bring  home  thy  life,  ami  not 
bring  her.  [true; 

Hum.  Father,  forgive  me ; I shall  tell  you 
Look  on  my  shoulders,  they  are  black  and 
blue  : 

Whilst  to  and  fro  fair  Luce  and  1 were  wind- 
ing, 

lie  came  and  hasted  me  with  a hedge-binding. 
Mcrch.  Get  men  and  horses  straight ! we 
will  be  there 

Within  this  huuh.  You  know  the  place  again? 
Haw.  I know  the  place  where  he  my  loins 
did  swaddle; 

I'll  get  six  horses,  and  to  each  a saddle. 
Merth.  Meantime,  I will  go  talk  with  Jas^ 
per’s  fathe  r.  [A'io/mL 

Wje.  George,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me 
now,  that  master  Humphrey  has  not  mistress 
Lute  yet?  speak,  George,  what  wilt  thou 
lay  with  me; 

Cit.  No*  Nell;  I warrant  thee,  Jasper  is 
at  Puck trirl te  with  her  by  this. 

Wife.  Nay,  George,  you  must  consider 
mistress  Luce’s  feet  are  tender;  and  besides, 
’tis  dark ; and  1 promise  you  truly,  l do  not 
see  bow  he  should  get  out  of  Waltham-Lo- 
rcst  with  her  yet. 

Cit.  Nay,  cony,  what  wilt  thou  lav  with 
me  that  Ralph  has  her  not  yet? 

Wife.  1 will  not  lay  against  Ralph,  honey, 
because  1 have  not  spoken  with  him.  Rut 
look,  George ; peace ! here  comes  the  merry 
old  gentleman  again. 


The  first  high  Chamberlain 
height  Tapst  ro 

squire  Ost/ero  height.]  The  correction  of  hight  fur  high,  is  from  Mr.  Theobald’s 

conjecture,  but  lie  did  not  go  to  the  bottom  of  the  grievance,  for  Chambeiluin  is  not  quan- 
tity, and  so  can’t  stand  in  the  verse.  Chumberlino  is  from  the  said  quarto  of  1613.  Tupstro , 
octavo,  Tastero,  quarto,  1 have  alter’d  to  Vupstero.  * Ostlero  hight’  is  from  the  first  quarto 
too.  Spmpsvn. 

Hight  i-,  no  amendment,  being  in  old  book  ; as  is  also  Chamber  lino.  The  substituting 
Tvpsta  o for  Test ero  'if  to  be  called  an  amendment)  is  the  only  one. 
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Enter  Old  Merrythmtght. 

Mer.  When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight, 
And  all  were  fast  asleep, 

In  came  Margaret's  grimly  ehost. 

And  stood  at  William's  feet*®. 

I liave  money,  and  meat,  and  drink,  before- 
hand, till  tomorrow  at  noon ; w hy  should  I 
be  sad?  Mcchinks  1 have  half-a-dozen  jovial 
spirits  within  me;  ‘ I am  three  merry  men**, 
and  three  merrv  men!’ — low  hat  end  should 
any  man  be  sad  in  this  world  ? Give  me  n man 
that  when  he  goes  to  Irtfuging  cries,  * Troul 
the  black  bowl  to  me!*  and  a woman  that 
will  sing  a catch  in  her  travel ! I have  seen 
a man  come  hy  my  door  with  a serious  face, 
in  a black  cloak,  without  a hatlmnd,  carry- 
ing his  head  as  if  he  look'd  for  pins  in  the 
street:  I have  look’d  out  of  my  window  half- 
a-veur  after,  and  have  spied  that  man’s  head 
upon  London- Bridge  : Tis  vile;  never  trust 
a tavlor  that  does  not  sing  at  his  work ! Ins 
mind  is  on  nothing  hut  filching. 

Wife.  Mark  this,  George ! 'tis  worth  no- 
ting: Godfrey,  my  tuylor,  you  know,  never 
sings,  and  he  had  fourteen  yards  to  make  this 
gown;  and  I’ll  he  sworn,  mistress  Peuistonc 
the  draper's  wile  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

j Her.  Tis  mirth  that  fills  the  veins  with 
blood, 

More  tl\an  wine,  or  sleep,  or  food  ; 

Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  case, 
No  man  dies  of  that  disease, 
lie  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  diseases,  must  not  weep; 

But  whoever  laughs  and  sings, 

Never  he  his  body  brings 
Into  fevers,  gouts,  or  rheums, 

Or  ling'ringly  his  lungs  .'onsumes; 

Or  meets  with  achls  in  .\,c  hone. 

Or  catarrhs,  or  griping  ».tone: 

But  contented  lives  for  aye ; 

The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife.  Look,  George;  how  say'st  thou  hy 
this,  George?  is’t  not  a fine  old  mail  ? Now 
God’s  blessing  a thy  sweet  lips!  when  wilt 
tliou  be  so  merry,  George?  ’Faith,  thou  art 
the  frowningst  little  tiling,  when  thou  art 
angry,  in  a country. 

Enter  Merchant . 

Cit.  Peace,  cony  ! thoushalt  see  him  took 
down  too,  I warrant  thee.  Here’s  Luce’s  father . 
come  now. 

Mcr.  As  you  came  from  Walsingham, 
From  the  Holy  Land, 


There  met  you  not  with  mv  true  love 
By  the  way  as  you  caiue  Jl  ? 

Mach.  Oh,  master  Merrythought,  my 
daughter’s  gone?  * [gone  ! 

This  mirth  becomes  you  not;  my  daughter's 
Afer.  Why,  an  if  she  he,  w hat  care  I ? 

Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merck.  Mock  not  my  misery;  it  is  your 
son 

(Whom  I have  made  my  own,  when  nil  for- 
sook him) 

Has  stol’n  iny  only  joy,  my  child,  awav. 

Mcr.  He  set  her  on  a milk-white  steed, 
And  himself  upon  a grey; 

He  never  turn’d  his  face  again, 

But  he  bore  her  quite  away. 
Merck.  Unw  orthy  of  the  kindness  I have 
shewn 

To  thee,  and  thine ; too  late,  I well  perceive, 
Thou  art  consenting  to  my  (laughter's  loss. 

Mcr.  Your  daughter?  what  a stir's  here 
wi’  your  daughter  ! Let  her  go,  think  no  more 
On  her,  but  sing  loud.  If  both  my  sons  were 
on  the  gallows,  I would  sing, 

Down,  down,  down ; they  fall 
Down,  and  arise  they  never  shall. 
Merck.  Oh,  might  I behold  her  once  again, 
And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire  ! 

Mcr.  Fy,  bow  scurvily  this  goes ! 

‘ And  shconcc  more  embrace  her  aged  sire?' 
You'll  make  a dog  on  her,  will  ye?  she  cares 
much  for  her  aged  sire,  I warrant  you. 

She  cares  not  for  her  daddy,  nor 
She  cares  not  for  her  mammy,  for 
She  is,  she  is,  she  is 
My  lord  of  Lowgaie’s  I assy. 

M^rck.  For  this  thy  scorn  I will  pursue  that 
Of  thine  to  death.  (son 

Mcr.  Do;  and  when  you  ha’  kill’d  him. 
Give  him  flowers  enow,  Palmer,  give  in  in 
flowers  enow  ! 

Give  him  red  aud  white,  and  blue,  green, and 
yellow. 

Merck.  I’ll  fetch  my  daughter 

Mer.  I’ll  hear  no  more  o'  your  daughter; 
it  spoils  my  mirth. 

Merck.  1 say,  I'll  fetch  my  daughter. 
Mer.  Was  never  man  for  lady's  sake*8, 
Down,  down, 

Tormented  as  I Sir  Guy, 

I)e  derry  down, 

Tor  Lucy’s  sake,  that  lady  bright, 
Down,  down, 


**  When  it  was  grown,  &c.]  This  stanza  is  printed  in  Percy’s  Reliqucs  of  Anticnt  Poetry, 
vol.  iii.  p.  WO. 

30  Three  merry  men , &c.j  Sec  p.  1G0  of  this  volume. 

31  As  you  came , &C.J  From  a ballad  printed  in  Percy's  Reliqucs  of  Anticnt  Poetry,  vol.  ii. 

v- 9*' 

r*  Was  never  man , &c.]  From  the  Legend  of  Sir  Guy.  Percy’s  Reliqucs  of  Antient  Poetry, 
fob  iy.  p.  102. 
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As  ever  men  beheld  with  eve! 

Dc  derry  down. 

Merck . I’ll  be  reveng’d,  by  Heaven  ! 

[ Ereunt . 

FINIS  ACTUS  SECUNDI.  [ Mustek. 

Wife  How  dost  thou  like  this,  George? 

C it.  Why,  this  is  well,  cony;  but  it'  Ralph 
were  hot  once,  thou  shouldst  see  more. 

Wife.  The  fullers  go  again,  Inis  hand. 

{'it.  Av,  Nell;  but  this  is  scurvy  munch. 
I gave  the  whore  son  gallows  money,  and  I 
think  he  has  nut  got  me  the  waits  of  South- 


[Act3. 

wark  : If  I hear  ’em  not  anon**,  I'll  twinge 
him  by  the  ears.  You  musicians,  play  Baloo3* ! 
H iff.  No,  good  George,  let's  ha*  Lachrv- 
Cit.  Why  this  is  it,  cony.  [in*! 

Wfe.  It’s  nil  the  better,  George.  Now, 
sweet  lamb,  what  story  is  that  painted  upon 
the  cloth  ? the  confutation  of  St.  Paul? 

Cit.  No, lamb;  that’s  Ralph  and  Lucrece. 
Wife.  Ralph  and  Lucrece?  which  Ralph? 
our  Ralph  ? 

Cit.  No,  mouse;  that  was  a Tartarian. 
Wipe.  A Tartarian?  Well,  1 would  the  ful- 
lers had  done,  that  we  might  see  our  Ralph 
again ! 


31  If  I hear  him  not.]  Amende  d by  Svmpson. 

34  Baloo.]  See  Percy’s  Keliques  of  Antient  Poetry,  vol.  ii.  p.  196,  Lady  Anne  Bothwell’t 
Lame  n tat  ion ; in  which  the  concluding  lines  of  each  stanza  are  these:- 

* Ha /aw,  my  babe,  lie  still  and  slcipe  ! 

* It  grieves  me  sair  to  see  thee  wecpc.* 


ACT  III. 


J'.nter  Jasper  and  Luce. 

Jasp.  /^OME,  my  dear  dear  ! tho’  w e have 
^ lost  our  way,  [weary 

We  have  not  lot  ourselves.  Are  you  not 
With  this  night’s  wand  ring,  broken  from  your 
rest? 

And  frighted  with  the  terror  that  attends 
The  darkness  of  this  wild  unpeopled  place? 
Luce.  No,  my  best  friend;  1 cannot  either 
fenr. 

Or  entertain  a weary  thought,  whilst  yon 
(The  end  of  all  iny  nil! desires)  stand  l*v  me : 
Lot  them  that  lose  their  hopes,  and  live  to 
languish 

Amongst  the  number  of  forsaken  lovers, 
Tell  the  long  weary  steps,  and  number  time, 
Marl  at  a shadow,  and  shrink  up  their  blood, 
W hilst  1 (possess’d  with  all  content  and  quiet) 
Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  cmbioce 
him. 

Jasp.  You’ve  caught  me,  Luce,  so  fast, 
tint  whilst  I live 

I shall  become  your  faithful  prisoner,  [dow  n. 
And  wear  these  chains  for  ever.  Come,  sit 
And  rest  your  body,  too,  too  delicate 
For  these  disturbances.  So!  will  you  sleep? 
Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are; 

I know  you  arc  not  skilful  in  these  watches, 
For  women  are  no  soldiers:  lie  not  nice. 

But  take  it ; sleep,  I say. 

Luce.  I cannot  sleep  ; 

Indeed  I cannot,  friend. 

Jasp.  Why  then  we’ll  sing, 

And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  sense 


Lace.  HI  sing,  or  say,  or  any  thing  bnt 
sleep. 

Jasp.  Como,  little  mermaid,  robine  of  my 
With  that  enchanting  voice.  [heart 

Luce.  You  mock  me,  Jasper. 

SONG. 

Jasp.  Ti  ll  me,  dearest,  wlrnt  is  love35? 
Luce.  Tis  a lightning  from  above  ; 

’I'is  ftu  arrow,  ’ii*  a fire, 

’I is  a boy  tin  v call  Desire. 

T'is  a smile 
s L)o;h  beguile 

Jasp.  The  ^ >or  hearts  of  men  tint  prove. 

Tell -me  more,  arc  women  true? 
Luce.  Nome  love  change,  and  so  do  you. 
Jasp.  Arc  they  fair,  and  never  kind  ? 
Luce.  Y es,w  hcn  men  turn  with  the  w ind. 
Jasp.  Are  they  froward  ? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 

1 hose  that  love,  to  love  anew. 

Jasp.  Dissemble  it  no  more;  I seethe  god 
Of  heavy  sleep  lay  on  his  heavy  mace 
Upon  your  eye-lids 

Lm  c.  I atn  very  heavy. 

Jasp.  Sleep,  sleep;  and  quiet  rest  crown 
thy  sweet  thoughts! 

Keep  from  her  fair  blood  all  distempers3*, 
startings. 

Horrors  and  tearful  shapes!  let  all  her  dreams 
Be  joys.and  chaste  delights,  embraces, wishe**. 
And  such  ngw  pleasures  as  the  ravish'd  soul 
Giv<is  to  the  senses ! So;  my  charms  have  took. 
Keep  her,  ve  powers  divine,  whiGt  I con- 
template 


3k  "v11  me,  dearest,  what  is  lore.]  This  Song,  with  a little  variation,  is  also  in  The  Captain. 
* Keep  from  her  fuir  blood  distempers,  startings  ] Svmpson,  to  assist  the  measure,  added 
the  word  all. 
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Upon  the  wealth  And  beauty  of  her  mind  ! 
She’s  only  fair,  and  constant,  only  kind, 

And  only  to  tlu-.e,  Jasper.  Ob,  niy  joys ! 
Whither  will  you  transport  me  ? let  not  full- 
ness 

Of  iny  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  together, 
And  over-charge  iny  spirit*;  1 ana  weak! 
Some  say  (however  ill;  the  sea  and  women 
Are  govern’d  by  the  momi ; both  ebb  ami  flow, 
Both  full  of  changes;  yet  to  them  that  kuow, 
And  truly  judge,  these  but  opinions  are, 

And  heresies,  to  bring  on  pleading  war 
Between  our  tempers,  that  without  these  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  present  fear; 
Which  are  the  best  of  Cupid.  Oil,  thou  child 
Bred  from  despair,  I dare  not  entertain  thee, 
Having  a love  without  the  faults  of  women. 
And  greater  in  her  .perfect  goods  than  men  ; 
Which  to  make  good,  and  please  myself  the 
stronger, 

Tho*  certainly  Tin  certain  of  her  lotc. 

I’ll  try  her,  that  the  world  and  memory 
May  sin-:  to  after-times  her  constancy. 

Luce  ! Luce  ! awake  ! 

Lucr.  Why  do  you  fright  me,  friend, 

With  those  distemper’d  looks?  what  makes 
your  sword  [you?— 

Drawn  in  your  bund?  who  hath  offended 
I prithee,  J asper,  sleep;  ihou’rL  wild  with 
watching. 

Janp.  C’ouic,  make  your  way  to  Ilcaveh, 
and  bid  the  world, 

With  all  the  villainies  that  stick  upon  it, 
Farewell;  you’re  for  another  life. 

Luce.  Oh,  Jasper, 

How  have  my  tender  years  committed  efil, 
Especially  against  the  man  I loVe, 

Thus  to  be  cropp’d  untimely  ? 

Jutp.  Foolish  girl,  [tof 

Canst  thou  imagine  I could  love  his  daugh- 
That  flung  me  from  my  fortune  into  nothing? 
Discharged  ine  his  service,  shut  the  doors 
Upon  my  poverty,  and  scorn’d  my  prayers* 
Sending  me,  like  a boat  without  u mast, 

To  sink  or  swim  ? Come;  by  this  liartd,  you 
I must  have  life  and  blood,  to  satisfy  [die  ! 
Your  father's  wrong. 

Wife,  Away,  George,  away!  raise  the 
watch  at  I.udgate,  mid  bring  a mittimus  front 
the  justice  for  this  desperate  villain  ! Now  1 
charge  you,  gentlemen,  see  tl>e  king’s  peace 
kept ! Oh,  my  heart,  what  a varlet’s  this,  to 
offer  manslaughter  upon  tiie  harmless  gentle- 
woman ! 

Cit.  T warrant  thee,  sweetheart,  we'll  have 
Li  in  hampered. 

Luce.  Oh,  Jasper,  bn  not  cruel ! 
tf  thou  wilt  kill  tnc.  smile,  and  do  it  quickly, 
nd  let  not  many  derfths  appear  before  me  ! 
am  a woman  made  of  fear  and  love, 
w eak,  w eak  woman  ; kill  not  with  thy  eyes! 


They  shoot  me  thro’  and  thro’.  Strike  ! lata 
And  dying  suil  1 love  dice.  [ready; 

Enter  Merchant, Matter  Humphrey,  and  Men, 
Merck,  W hereabouts? 

Ji>"p.  No  more  of  tins;  now  to  myselfagain. 
Hum.  1 here,  there  fie  stands,  with  sword, 
like  martial  knight,  [fight. 

Drawn  in  his  baud ; therefore  bewaic  the 
\ou  that  are  wise;  for,  were  I good  Sir 
Bevis, 

I would  outstay  his  coming.  By  your  leaves  *7. 
March,  .'sirrah,  restore  my  daughter  ! 

Jutp.  Sirrah,  no. 

Much.  Upon  him  then  ! 

W ./<?.  So ; down  with  him,  down  with  him, 
down  with  him ! cut  him  i’  the  leg,  boys,  cut 
him  j’  the  leg ! 

Merck.  Come  your  ways,  minion ! I’ll 
provide  a cage  lor  you,  you’re  grown  so  tame. 
Horse  her  away ! 

Hum.  Truly,  I’m  glad  your  forces  have 
the  day.  [ExeimC 

Manet  Jasper. 

Jutp.  They’re  gone,  and  I am  hurt;  my 
love  is  lost. 

Never  to  cet  again.  Oh,  me  unhappy  ! 
Bleed,  bleed  and  die.— I cannot.  Oh,  m* 
folly, 

1 liou  hast  betray’d  me ! Hope,  where  art  thou 
fled  ? 

fell  me,  if  thou  best  any  where  remaining. 
Shall  I but  see  my  love  again  ? Oh,  no  ! 

She  w ill  not  deign  to  look  upon  her  butcher. 
Nor  is  it  fit  she  should;  yet  I must  venture. 
Oh,C  liance,  or  Fortune,  or  whatcVr  thou  art, 
That  ruen  adore  for  powerful,  hear  my  cry. 
And  let  me  loving  live,  or  losing  die!  [ Eui. 
Wife.  Is  a gone,  George.? 

Cit.  Ay,  cony. 

Wife.  Marry,  and  let  him  go,  sweetheart! 
By  the  faith  a my  body,  a has  put  me  into 
such  a fright,  that  I tremble  (as  they  say)  as 
'twere  an  aspen-Raf:  Look  a my  little  finger^ 
George,  how  it  shakes  ! Now  in  truth  every 
member  of  my  body  is  the  worse  for’t. 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  arms,  sweet  mouse; 
he  shall  not  fright  thee  any  more.  Alas,  mini 
own  dear  heart,  how  it  quivers! 

Enter  Mr*.  Merrythought,  Ralph , Miehuetj 
Tun,  George,  Ilnst,  and  a Tapster. 

Wife.  T)h,  Ralph  ! how  dost  thou,  Ralph  ? 
How  hast  thou  s ept  to-night  ? lias  the  knight 
us’d  thee  well  ? 

Cit.  Peace,  Nell ; let  Ralph  alone  ! 

Tup  Master,  the  reckoning  is  not  paid. 
Rulph.  Right  courteous  Knight,  who,  for 
tnc  orderVsake  [Bell, 

Which  tuou  hast  u’en,  hang'st  out  the  holy 


37  By  your  leaves.]  This  roust  be  pronounced  as  two  syllables;  it  is  in  the  taste  of  Chaucer 
id  our  old  English  Ports:  It  is  a license  however  our  Potts  seldom  take,  and  1 don’t  re-" 
cniher  above  three  or  four  iuslauccs  of  it  throughout  the  edition.  SymptOM. 

Vul.  II.  3 O 
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As  I this  flaming  Pestle  hear  about, 

We  render  thanks  to  your  puissant  self, 

Your  beauteous  lady,  and  your  gentle  squires, 
For  thus  refreshing  of  our  wearied  limbs, 
Stiffen'd  with  hard  atchicvcments  in  wild 
desart. 

Tup.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  shillings  to  pay. 

Ralph.  Thou  merry  squireTapsu.ro,  thunks 
to  thee 

For  comforting  our  soul*  with  double  jug ! 
And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth. 
Thou  jovial  squire,  to  follow  feats  of  arms, 
Take  heed  thou  tender  every  lady’s  cause, 
Kv’ry  true  knight,  and  cv’ry  damsel  fair! 

But  spill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Saracens, 
And  false  euchunters,  that  with  magick  spells 
Have  done  to  death  full  many  a noble  knight. 

Host.  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  give  ear  to  me;  there  is  twelve  shil- 
lings to  pay,  and,  as  I am  a true  Knight,  I 
will  not  bate  a penny. 

Wife.  George,  I prithee  tell  me,  must 
Ruiph  pay  twelve  shillings  now  ? 

Cit.  No,  Nell,  no;  uothing  hut  the  old 
Knight  is  merry  with  Ralph. 

Wife.  Oh,  is't  nothing  else  ? Ralph  will  be 
as  merry  as  he. 

Ralph.  Sir  Knight,  this  mirth  of  yours  be- 
comes you  well ; 

But,  to  requite  this  liberal  courtesy, 

If  any  of  your  squirt  s will  follow  anns, 
lie  shall  receive  from  my  hcroick  hand, 

A knighthood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Pestle. 

Host.  Fair  Knight,  1 thank  you  for  your 
noble  offer ; 

Therefore,  gentle  Knight,  [you. 

Twelve  shillings  you  must  pay,  or  I must  cap 

Wife.  Look,  George!  did  not  I tell  thee  as 
much?  the  Knight  of  the  Bell  is  in  earnest. 
Ralph  shall  not  be  beholding  to  him : Give 
him  his  money,  George,  aud  let  him  go  snick- 
up. 

Cit.  Cap  Ralph?  No;  hold  your  hand. 
Sir  Knight  of  the  Bell!  There’s  your  money  ; 
have  you  any  tiling  to  say  to  Ralph  now? 
Cap  Ralph  ? 

Wife.  I would  you  should  know  it,  Ralph 
has  friends  that  will  not  suffer  him  to  be  capt 
for  tcu  times  so  much,  and  ten  limes  to  the 
end  of  that.  Now  take  thy  course,  Ralph ! 

Mrs.  Mer.  Come,  Michael;  thou  aud  I 
will  go  home  to  thy  father;  he  hath  enough 
left  to  keep  us  a day  or  two,  and  we'll  set 
fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  purse  and  casket : 
Shall  we,  Michael? 

Mich.  Ay,  I pray,  mother;  in  truth  my 
feet  are  full  of  chilblains  with  travelling. 

Wife.  ’Faith,  and  those  chilblains  are  a 
foul  trouble.  Mistress  Merrythought,  when 
your  youth  comes  home,  let  him  rub  all  the 
soles  of  his  feet,  and  his  heels,  and  his  ancles, 
with  a iiiou^e-skin ; or,  if  none  of  you  can 
catch  a mouse,  when  lie  goes  to-bed  let  him 

ITon.]  Old  word  f 


[Act  3. 

roll  his  feet  in  the  warm  embers,  and  I war- 
rant yon  be  shall  l»c  well ; and  you  may  make 
him  put  his  fingers  between  his  toes,  aud 
smell  to  them ; it’s  very  sovereign  for  his  head, 
if  he  be  costive. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Master  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  my  son  Michael  and  l bid  you  fare- 
well : I thank  your  worship  heartily  for  your 
kindness. 

Ralph.  Farewell,  fair  lady,  and  your  ten- 
der squire ! 

If  pricking  thro’  these  desarts,  I do  hear 
Of  anv  trait'rous  knight,  who  thro'  Ins  guile 
Hath  lit  upon  your  casket  and  your  purse, 

I will  despoil  him  of  them  and  restore  diem. 
Mrs.  Mer,  I thank  your  worship. 

[ Knl  with  Michael. 
Ralph.  Dwarf,  bear  :«.y  shield;  Squire, 
elevate  n.y  lance; 

And  now,  farewell,  you  Knight  of  Holy  Bell ! 
('it.  Ay,  ay,  Ralph,  ail  is  paid. 

Ralph.  But  yet,  before  1 go,  speak,  worthy 
knight, 

If  aught  you  do  of  sad  adventures  know. 
Where  errant-knight  muy  thro’  his  pmwass 
win 

F.ternal  fame,  and  free  some  gentle  souls 
From  cud  less  bonds  of  steel  and  ling’nng  pain. 

Host.  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  barber,  and 
bid  him  prepare  himself,  as  I told  you  before, 
<j>iirkly. 

Tap.  Iain  gone,  sir.  \Rrit. 

Hunt.  Sir  Kuight,  this  wilderness  afibrdeth 
none  f knight 

But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a 
Hath  tried  his  prowess,  and  come  off  with 
shame;  (life, 

And  where  I would  not  have  you  lose  your 
Against  no  man,  but  furious  tiend  of  hell. 
Ralph.  Speak  on, Sir  Knight;  tell  what  he 
is,  and  where: 

For  here  I vow  upon  my  blazing  badge, 
Never  to  blaze  a day  in  quietness; 

But  bread  and  water  will  1 only  eat. 

And  the  greeu  herb  and  rock  shall  be  my 
couch, 

Till  I have  quell’d  that  nmn,  or  beast,  or  tiend. 
That  works  such  damage  to  all  errant-knights. 
Host.  Not  far  from  hence,  near  to  a craggy 
cliff, 

At  the  north  end  of  this  distressed  town, 
Thera  doth  stand  a lowly  house, 

Ruggedly  budded,  and  in  it  a cave 
In  which  an  ugly  giant  now  doth  won  -1*, 
Yclepcd  Barbaroso;  in  his  hand' 

He  shakes  a naked  lance  of  purest  steel, 
With  sleeves  turn'd  up ; and  him  before  he 
wear* 

A motly  garment,  to  preserve  his  cloaths 
From  blood  of  those  knight*  which  he  mas- 
sacres, 

And  ladies  gent;  without  his  door  doth  hang 
A copper  bason,  on  a prickant  spear  y 

dwell. 
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Act  3.] 

At  which  no  sooner  gentle  knights  can  knock 
But  the  shrill  sound  tierce  Barbara  *o  hears. 
And  rushing  forth,  brings  in  the  errant-knight, 
^nd  sets  him  down  in  an  enchanted  chair: 

T hen  with  an  engine,  which  he  hath  prepar’d, 
W ith  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crown, 
Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  Ins 
chin 

He  plants  a brazen  piece  of  mighty  bore4*. 
And  knocks  his  bullets  round  almut  his 
cheeks; 

^ hilst  with  his  fingers,  and  an  instrument 
" tth  which  he  snaps  Ins  hairotV,  he  doth  fill 
J he  wretch’s  oars  with  a most  hideous  noise. 
Thus  every  knight-adventurer  he  doth  trim. 
And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 
Ralph.  Jn  God’s  name,  1 will  fight  with 
him:  Kind  sir, 

Go  hut  before  me  to  this  dismal  rave 
Where  this  huge  giant  Barharoso  dwells. 
And,  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Itos icier 
That  damned  brood  of  ugly  giants  slew, 

And  Palincrin  Frau  narco  overthrew, 

J doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  traitor  foul, 
And  to  the  devil  send  his  gtiiirv  soul. 

Host.  Hruve-sp righted  Knight,  thus  far  I 
will  perform 

T his  your  request ; I’ll  bring  you  within  sight 
Of  tins  most  loathsome  place,  inhabited 
Ily  a more  loathsome  man  ; but  dare  not  stay, 
l or  his  main  force  swoops  all  he  sees  awav. 
Ralph.  Jsaint  George!  Set  on;  before 
march.  Squire  and  Pace  ! j Exeunt. 
If  iff . George,  dost  think  Ralph  will  con- 
found the  giant? 

Cit.  I hold  my  cap  to  a farthing  he  does  : 
" bv,  Nell,  i saw  him  wrestle  with  the  great 
Dutchman,  and  hurl  him 

1 fife.  Tiiiili,  and  that  Dutchman  was  a 
goodiv  man,  if  all  things  were  answerable  to 
his  bigness.  And  yet  they  bay  tlicre  was  a 
Scottishman  higher  thab  he,  and  that  they 
two  on  a night  met4*,  and  saw  one  another 
for  nothing.  But  of  all  the  sights  that  ever 
were  in  Dmdon,  since  I was  married,  ine- 
thiuks  the  little  child  tiiat  was  so  fair  grown 
about  the  members  was  the  prettiest;  that 
and  tlie  iiermnphrodite. 

Cit.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  Nell,  Ninivic 
was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivic?  Oh,  thal  was  the  story  of 
Joan  and  the  wall4’,  was  it  not,  George) 

Cit.  Yes,  lamb. 


Enter  Mrs.  Alt rryt bought. 

Wife.  Look,  George;  here  comes  mistress 
Merrythought  again ! and  1 would  have 
Ralph  come  and  fight  with  the  giant;  I tell 
you  true,  I long  to  aee't. 

Cit . Good  mistress  Merrythought,  be  gone, 
1 prav  von,  for  my  sake  ! 1 pray  you  forbear 
a iittfe  ; you  shall  have  audience  presently; 
1 have  a little  business. 

Wife.  Mistress  Merrythought,  if  it  please 
you  to  refrain  your  passion  a little,  till  itulph 
have  dispatch'd  the  giant  out  of  the  way,  we 
shall  think  ourselves  much  bound  to  thank 
you : I thank  you,  good  mistress  Mcrry- 
thoughr.  [Kilt  Mrs.  Merrythought. 

Enter  a Boy. 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither  ; send  away  Ralph 
and  this  whoreson  giant  quickly. 

Roy.  In  good  faith,  sir,  we  cannot;  vou*l! 
utterly  spoil  our  play,  and  make  it  to  be 
hiss’d  ; and  it  cost  money;  you  will  not  suf- 
fer us  to  go  on  with  our  piots.  I prav,  gen- 
tlemen, rule  him ! 

C it.  Let  him  come  now  and  dispatch  this, 
and  I’ll  trouble  you  no  more. 

Roy.  Will  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that  ? 

Wfe.  Give  him  thy  hand,  George,  do; 
and  i'll  kiss  him.  I warrant  thee  the  youth 
means  plainly. 

Roy.  I’ll  send  him  to  you  presently. 

[ K rit  Roy. 

Wife.  I thank  you,  little  youth.  Fetli, 
the  child  hath  a sweet  breath,  George;  but 
l think  it  be  troubled  with  the  worms  ; Car- 
dans Belied  ictus  and  mare’s  milk  were  the 
only  thing  in  the  world  for’t.  Oh,  Ralph’s 
here,  George ! God  seed  thee  good  luck, 
Ralph ! 

Enter  Ralph  j Host,  Tim,  and  George. 

Host.  Puissant  knight,  yonder  his  mansion 
is. 

Lo,  where  the  spear  and  copper  bason  are ! 
Behold  the  string  on  which  hangs  many  a 
tooth,  [knights ! 

Drawn  from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wnnd'riiv' 
I dare  not  stay  to  sound  ; he  will  appear 

- [Krif. 

Ralph.  Oh,  faint  not,  heart!  Susan,  mv 
lady  dear,  [sake 

The  cobler's  maid  in  Milk-Street,  for  whose 

1 take  these  arm*,  oh,  let  the  thought  of  thee 


40  A hrazrn  pirre  of  mighty  board  ] So  the  octavo;  the  first  quarto,  'of  mighty  hard.'  Roth 
of  which  are  foreign  to  the  places  they  occupy.  I conjecture  the  Poets  intended  to  say  burr ; 
so  the  cavity  of  a gun,  cannon,  tec.  is  commonly  called:  And  though  the  anachronism  of 
making  ordnance  contemporary  with  knight-errantry  may  be  allowed,  yet  nonsense  has,  or 
can  have,  no  claim  to  the  like  privilege.  Sympstm. 

4'  That  th*y  /no  and  a Kmght  met.]  The  correction  in  the  present  edition  T hope  will  he 
n:!owed  bv  every  candid  and  judicious  render:  Alight  being  tne  time  when  these  men- nion - 
strrs  rentiwe  from  place  to  place,  thereby  to  prevent  spoiling  their  market,  by  exposing  to 
common  view,  what  they  would  have  the  w-orld  pay  dearly  tor  the  sight  of.  Sampson. 

45  Story  of  Joan  and  the  wall.]  Affected  blonder  for  Jonah  and  liie  whule.  Theobald. 
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Carry  thy  knight  thro*  all  th*  adventurous 
deed* ; 

And,  in  the  honour  of  thy  beauteous  self, 
May  1 destroy  this  monster  Barharoso! 
Knock,  Squire,  upon  the  hason,  ’till  it  break 
With  the  shrill  strokes,  or ’till  the  giant  speak. 

Enter  Barber. 

Wife.  Oh,  George,  the  giant,  the  giant ! 
Now,  Ralph,  for  thy  life  ! 

Bar  What  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this, 
that  dares 

So  rudely  knock  at  Barbnroso’s  cell. 

Where  no  man  comes,  but  1«  uves  his  fleece 
behind  ? 

Ralph.  I,  traitorous  caitiff,  who  am  sent 
To  punish  all  the  sad  enormities  [by  Fate 
Thun  hast  committed  against  ladies  cent, 
And  errant-knights,  traitor  to  God  and  men  f 
Prepare  thyself ; tlus  is  the  dismal  hour* 
Appointed  for  thee  to  give  strict  account 
Of  all  thy  beastly  treacherous  villainies. 
jBer.  Fool-hardy  knight,  full  soon  thou 
shalt  aby 

This  fond  reproach  : Thy  body  will  I bang ; 

[ He  takes  dozen  his  polf. 
And  lo  ! upon  that  string  thy  teeth  shall  hang. 
Prepare  thyself,  for  dead  soon  shah  thou  he. 
Ralph.  Saint  George  for  me ! [They  fight. 
Bar.  Gargantua  for  me  ! 

Wife.  To  him,  Ralph,  to  him ! hold  up  the 
giant ; set  out  thv  leg  before,  Ralph  ! 

Ctt.  Falsify  a Mow,  Ralph,  falsify  a blow  ! 
the  giant  lies  open  on  the  left  side. 

Wife.  Bear’t  off,  bear't  off  still : There, 
boy.  * Oh,  Ralph’s  almost  down,  Ralph's 
almost  down  ! 

Ralph . .Susan,  inspire  me!  now  have  up 
again. 

Wife.  Up,  pp,  up,  up,  up!  so,  Ralph! 
dowii  with  him,  down  with  him,  Ralph  ! 

('it.  Fetch  him  over  the  tup,  boy  ! 

Wife.  There,  boy  ! kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill 
Ralph] 

f Cit.  No,  Ra’ph  ; get  all  out  of  him  first. 
Ralph.  Presumptuous  man ! see  to  what 
de- per  ate  end  [gods, 

Thv  treadtery  hath  brought  thee  : The  just 
Who  never  prosper  tho^c  that  do  despise 
th»*m, 

For  all  the  villainies  which  thou  hast  done 
To  kuights  and  ladies,  now  have  paid  thee 
home, 


[Act  3. 

By  my  stiff  arm,  a knight  adventurous. 

But  say,  vile  wretch,  before  I send  thy  soul 
To  sad  Avernus,  (whither  it  must  go) 

What  captives  hold^t  thou  in  thv  sable  cave? 
Bur.  Go  in,  and  free  them  all : thou  hast 
the  day. 

Ralph.  Go,  Squire  and  Dwarf,  search  in 
this  dreadful  rave. 

And  free  the  wre-tdied  prisoners  from  their 
bonds.  [ Erevnt  'I  mi  und  George. 

Bar.  I crave  for  mercy  as  thou  art  a 
Knight,  [beg. 

And  scorn’&t  to  spill  the  blood  of  those  that 
Ralph.  Thow  shew  st  no  mercy,  nor  shalt 
thou  have  any; 

Prepare  thyself,  for  thou  shalt  surely  die. 

Enter  Tim  leading  one  winking,  with  a bason 
under  his  chin. 

Tim.  Behold,  brave  Knight,  here  is  one 
prisoner, 

Whom<liis  vile  man  hath  used  as  you  see**. 

Wife.  'I  bis  is  the  wisest  word  f heard  dm 
squire  speak. 

Ralph.  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how 
thou  hast  been  us’d, 

That  1 may  give  him  condign  punishment. 

1 Knight.  I nm  a Knight  that  took  my 
journey  post 

Northward  from  lxmdon ; and,  in  courteous 
wi^e, 

This  giant  train’d  me  to  his  loathsome  den, 
Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch ; 

And  all  my  body  with  a powder  strew’d, 
That  smarts  and  stiugs;  und  cut  away  iny 
beard,"  1 | tied ; 

And  my  curl’d  locks,  wherein  were  ribands 
And  with  & water  wash’d  mv  tender  eyes, 
(Whilst  up  and  down  about  me  stdl  be  skipt) 
Whose  virtue  fs,  that  ’till  my  eyes  be  wip'd 
With  n dry  doth,  for  this  my  foul  disgrace, 

I shall  pot  dnre  to  look  n dog  i’  th’  face 
Wife.  Alas,  poor  Knight!  Relieve  him, 
Ralph  ; relieve  poor  knights,  whilst  you  live. 
Ralph.  My  trusty  Squire,  convey  him  to 
the  town, 

Where  he  :i'ay  find  relief.  Adieu,  fair  Knight! 

[ Ej it  Knight. 

Enter  George , leading  one  with  a patch 
over  his  nose. 

George.  Puissant  Knight,  o*  th’  Burning 
Pestle  bight, 


« Whom  this  wild  man.]  Though  nil  the  copies  agree  in  this  rending,  it  is  yet  highly  proba- 
ble that  a corruption  has  taken  place  here,  inhumanity  and  barbarity  are  the  characteris- 
tics this  giant  is  distinguished  by,  and  as  such  I would  have  what  1 take  to  be  the  right 
lection  restored,  and  make  the  line  run  thus: 

‘ Whom  this  Tilde  man,’  &c. 

VVde  for  vile  is  the  common  lection  both  in  Shakespear  and  Spenser,  and  I am  surprised 
that  the  great  Oxford  editor  of  Shukcspenr  should  so  frequently  (I  believe  universally)  alter 
thi>  rending  m his  fine  edition  of  that  poet,  into  the  modern  vile.  Sympson. 

We  cannot  conceive  why  Mr.  Sympson  should  be  surprised  at  this.  Hunsolf  confesses 
that  it  is  only  modernizing  the  orthography  ; and  if  that  is  not  allowable  in  this  word,  why 
is  it  iu  any  other? 
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Act  8.] 


See  here  another  wretch,  whom  this  foul 
beast  [wise,  j 

Hath  scotch’d 44  and  scor’d  in  this  inhuman 
Ralph.  Speak  me  thy  name,  and  eke  thy 
place  of  birth, 

And  what  hath  been  thy  usage  in  this  cave. 

2 Knight.  I atu  a Knight,  Sir  Pockhole  is 
my  name. 

And  by  my  birth  I nm  a Londoner, 

Free  by  my  copy,  but  my  ancestors  [wav. 
Were  rienchuicn  all;  and  riding  hard  this 
Upon  a trotting  horse,  my  bones  did  ache; 
And  l,  faint  Knight,  to  case  ray  weary  limbs, 
Lit  at  this  cave;  when  straight  this  furious 
fiend, 

With  sharpest  instrument  of  purest  steel, 

Did  cut  the  gristle  of  ray  nose  an  ay, 

And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plaistcr  stands  : 
Relieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  Ins  hands ! 

Wife.  Good  Ralph,  relieve  btr  Pockhole, 
and  send  him  away;  for  ui  truth  life  breath 
stinks. 

Ralph.  Convey  him  straight  after  the  other 
Knight. 

Sir  Pockhole,  fare  you  well ! 

2 Knight.  Kind  sir,  good  night ! [Exit. 
Mun  [within J.  Deliver  us!  \Cri{t  aut/un. 
Woman  [wi//uw].  Deliver  us! 

Wife.  I lark,  George,  what  a woful  cry  there 
is  ! 1 think  some  woman  kes-in  (tic re. 

Man.  Deliver  us! 

Woman.  Deliver  us!  [Barharoso; 

Ralph.  What  ghastly  npise  is  tins?  speak. 
Or,  by  this  blazing  steel,  thy  bead  goes  off! 

Bar.  Prisoners  of  mine,  whom  1 in  diet 
Send  lower  down  into  the  cave,  [keep. 
And  in  a tab  that’s  heated  smoaking  hot, 
There  may  they  find  them,  and  deliver  them. 
Ralph.  Run,  .Squire  and  Dwarf;  dehver 
them  with  speed. 

[Exeunt  Tim  and  George. 
Wife.  But  will  not  Ralph  kill  this  giant? 
Surely  I am  afraid,  if  he  let  him  go  he  will 
do  as  much  hurt  as  ever  he  did. 

C 'it.  Not  so,  mouse,  neither,  if  he  could 
convert  him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George, if  he  could  convert  him; 
but  a giant  is  not  so  soon  converted  us  one 
of  us  ordinary  people.  There’s  u pretty  tale 
of  a witch,  that  had  the  devil’s  mark  about 
her,  God  bless  us ! that  bad  a giant  to  her 
son,  that  was  call’d  Lob-lie-by-tbe-fire ; didst 
never  hear  it,  George  ? 

Enter  'Tim  leading  Third  Knight , with  a glass 
of  lotion  in  hit  handy  and  George  leading 
a Woman,  with  diet-bread  and  drink. 

Lit.  Peace,  Nell ; here  come  the  prisoners. 


George.  Here  be  these  pined  wretches, 
manful  Knight, 

That  for  this  six  weeks  have  not  seen  a wight. 
Ralph.  Deliver  what  you  arc,  and  how  you 
came 

To  this  sad  cave,  and  what  your  usage  was? 
3 Knight.  I am  an  errant-Kuight46  that 
follow’d  arm*. 

With  spear  and  shield ; and  iu  ray  tender 
years 

I struckeu  was  with  Cupid’s  fiery  shaft, 

Aud  fell  iu  love  with  this  my  lady  dear. 

And  stole  her  froui  her  friends  in  Turuball- 
street4*,  [town. 

And  bore  ln*r  up  ami  down  from  town  to 
Where  we  did  eat  and  drink,  and  musick 
hear; 

’Til!  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coining  to  this  cave. 

This  beast  iis  caught,  and  put  us  in  a tub, 
Where  we  this  two  months  sweat,  and  should 
have  done 

Another  mouth,  if  you  had  not  reliev’d  us. 

R oman.  This  bread  and  water  hatn  our 
diet  been, 

Together  with  a rib  cut  from  a neck 
Of  burned  mutton;  card  hath  heen  our  fare  ! 
Release  u»  from  this  ugly  giant’s  snare  ! 

3 Knight.  This  iiath  been  all  the  food  we 
have  receiv'd  ; 

But  only  twice  a-day,  for  novelty, 

( Hulls  out  a syringe. 
He  gave  a spoonful  of  this  hearty  broth 
To  each  of  us,  thro*  this  same  sle  nder  quill. 
Ralph.  From  tins  infernal  monster  you 
shall  go, 

That  useth  knights  and  gentle  ladies  so. 
Convey  them  hence. 

[Exeunt  Third  Knight  and  Woman. 
Cit.  Cony,  I can  tell  thee  the  gentlemen 
like  Ralph. 

Wife.  Ay,  George,  I see  it  well  enough. 
Gentlemen,!  thank  you  all  heartily  for  grac- 
ing ray  inan  Ralph  ; and  I promise  you,  you 
shall  see  him  ofteufcr.  ( ill, 

Bor.  Mercy,  great  Knight ! I do  recant  my 
And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  spill. 
Ralph.  I give  thee  mercy ; but  yet  thou 
shalt  swear 

Upon  my  Burning  Pestle,  to  perform 
Thy  promise  utter’d. 

Bar.  I swear  and  kiss. 

Ralph.  Depart  then,  and  amend  ! 

Come,  Squire  and  Dwarf;  the  suu  grows  to- 
• wards  his  set, 

And  we  have  many  more  adventures  vet. 

[Ereunt. 

Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  l know 


44  Scorch’d  and  sror'c’.]  The  account  that  the  Knight,  here  handed  out  by  the  Dwarf,  gives 
of  himself  a little  after,  makes  much  against  the  reading  of  scorch'dt  but  uaturally  agrees 
wittv  the  alteration  Mr  Theobald  and  myself  have  advanced.  Sympsnn • 

* Man.  / am  an  errant  Knight  ] Surely  tlieu  this  character  should  be  called  THIRD  Knight,. 
ps  well  as  the  others  FIRST  aud  SECOND  Knights.  M.  It. 

Turnbullr  Street. J Syc  note  46  ou  The  Scornful  Lady. 
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lie  would  ha'  beaten  all  the  boys  in  the  house, 
if  they  had  hern  set  on  him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George,  hut  it  is  well  as  it  is  : 
I warrant  you  the  gentlemen  do  consider 
what  it  is  to  overthrow  a giant.  But  look, 
George  * here  comes  mistress  Merrythought, 
nnd  her  son  Michael : Now  you  are  welcome, 
mistress  Merrythought;  now  Ralph  has  done, 
you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Mrg.  1\  ferry  thought  nnd  Michael. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Mickc,  my  boy? 

Mich.  Ay,  forsooth,  mother  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  Be  merry,  Mickc;  wc  arc  at 
home  now;  where  I warrant  you,  you  shall 
find  the  house  Hung  out  of  the  windows. 
Hark  ! hey  doss,  hey  ! this  is  the  old  world 
i’ faith  with  my  husband  : I get  in  among 
them,  I’ll  play  them  such  a lesson,  that  they 
shall  have  little  list  to  come  scraping  hither 
again  ! — Why,  master  Merr  y thought  ! hus- 
band ! Charles  Merrythought ! 

Mer.  [ax/Am.]  If  you  w ill  smg,  and  dance, 
and  laugh, 

And  hollow,  and  laugh  again  ! 

And  then  cry,  There  boys,  there  ; why  then, 
One,  two,  three,  anil  four, 

We  shall  he  merry  within  this  hour. 

Met.  Mer . Why,  Charles!  do  you  not 
know  your  own  natural  wife?  I say,  open  the 
door,  and  turn  me  out  those  mangy  cotnpn-  J 
nions ; ’tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
fellow-like  with  you  : You  arc  a gentleman, 
('harks,  and  an  old  man,  and  father  of  two 
children;  and  I myself, (llio*  1 say  it)  by  my 
mother's  side,  niece  to  a worshipful  gentle- 
man, and  a conductor;  he  has  hern  three 
times  in  his  majesty’s  service  at  Chester; 
nnd  is  now  the  fourth  time,  God  bless  him, 
and  his  charge,  upon  his  journey. 

Mer.  Go  from  my  window,  love,  go; 

Go  from  my  window,  my  dear: 

The  wind  and  the  rain 
Will  drive  you  hack  again, 

You  cannot  lie  lodged  here. 

Ilark  you,  misricss  Merrythought,  you  that 
walk  upon  adventures,  and  forsake  your  hus- 
band, because  be  sings  with  never  a penny 
in  his  purse;  w hat,  shall  I think  myself  die 
worse?  ’Earth,  no,  i’ll  be  merry. 

You  come  not  Ik  rc,  here’s  nunc  hut  lads  of 

mettle. 

Lives  of  a hundred  years,  and  upwards, 

Care  never  drunk  their  bloods,  nor  want 
made  them  warble. 

Hey-ho,  my  heart  is  heavy. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Why,  master  Merry  thought, 
what  am  I,  that  you  should  laugh  me*  to 
scorn  thus  abruptly?  am  I not  your  fdlow- 
feeler,  as  we  may  say,  in  all  our  miseries  ? 


[Act  3. 

your  comforter  In  health  and  sickness?  have 
1 not  brought  you  children?  are  they  not  like 
you,  Charles?  Look  upon  thine  own  image, 
iiard-heartcd  man  ! and  yet  for  all  this 

Mer.  Begone,  begone,  my  j uggy,  my  puggy, 
Begone,  my  love,  my  dear! 

The  weather  is  warm. 

Twill  do  thee  no  harm; 

Thou  can st  not  he  lodged  here. 

Be  merry,  boys  ! some  light  musick,  and 
more  wine  ! [is  he? 

Wife.  He’s  not  in  earnest,  I hope,  George ; 

( it.  What  if  he  he,  sweetheart? 

Wife.  Marry  if  lie  be,  George,  I’ll  make 
hold  to  tell  him  lie’s  an  ingrant  old  man47, 
to  use  his  bedfellow  so  seurvily. 

Cit.  What ! how  does  he  use  her,  honey? 

Wife.  Marry  come  up,  Sir  Saucebox?  I 
think  you’ll  take  his  parr,  will  you  not? 
Lord,  how  hot  arc  you  grown  ! you  arc  a 
fine  man,  an  you  had  a fine  dog  ; it  becomes 
you  sweetly  ? 

Cit.  Nay,  ’prithee,  Nell,  chide  not ; for  as 
I am  an  honest  man,  and  a true  Christian 
grocer,  I do  not.  like  his  doings. 

Wife.  J cry  you  mercy  then,  George?  you 
know  we  are  all  frail,  and  full  of  infirmities. 
— D’ye  hear,  master  Merrythought?  uiay  1 
crave  a word  with  you  ? 

Mer.  Strike  up,  lively  lads! 

Wife.  I had  not  thought  in  truth,  master 
Merrythought,  that  a man  of  your  ago  and* 
discretion,  ns  I may  say,  being  a gentleman, 
and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle  condi- 
tions, could  have  u*ed  so  little  respect  to  the 
weakness  of  his  wife  : For  vour  wife  is  vouf 
own  flesh,  the  staff  of  your  age,  sour  yoke- 
fellow, with  whose  help  von  draw  through 
the  mire  of  this  transitory  world  ; nav,  she’s 

your  own  rib.  And  again 

Mer.  I come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach, 

1 have  no  pulpit  for  thee  to  preach, 

I would  thou  Imdst  kiss'd  me  under  the 
As  thou  art  a lady  gay.  [breech, 
Wife.  Marry,  with  a vengeance,!  am  heartily 
sorry  for  the  poor  gentlewoman  ? but  if  1 

were  thy  wife,  i faith,  greybeard, »’  faith * 

Cit.  1 prithee,  sweet  honeysuckle,  be  con- 
tent ? 

II  ife.  Give  me  such  words,  that  am  a pen- 
tleuunian  born?  hang  him,  hoarv  rascal ! Get 
me  some  drink,  George  ; I am  almost  mol- 
ten with  fretting:  Now  beshrew  bis  knave’s 
heart  for  it ! 

Mer.  Flay  me  a light  Invalto.  Come,  he 
frolick  ; fill  the  good  fellows  wine  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  \\  hy,  master  Merrythought, 
are  you  disposed  to  make  me  wait  here? 
You'll  open,  I hope;  I’ll  fetch  them  that 
shall  open  else. 


* Jngrant]  Is  the  reading  of  all  the  copies  but  that  of  171 1,  which  exhibits  ignorant ; of 
7»cn  word  *t  may  be  a vitiation,  ns  mgr  am  is  in  YYit  without  Money  (sec  note  77  ou  that 
play):  Ingrant  here  seems  to  stand  for  i ngratejul. 
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Act  4.] 

Mcr.  Good  woman,  if  you  will  sing,  I’ll 
give  you  something;  if  not 

You  are  no  love  fur  me,  Margret, 

I am  no  love  for  you  47. 

Come  aloft,  boys,  aloft  i*! 

Mrs.  Mcr.  Now  a churl's  fart  in  your 
teeth,  sir!  Come,  Micke,  we’ll  not  trouble 
him ; a shall  not  ding  us  Kth’  teeth  with  his 
bread  and  his  broth,  that  he  shall  not.  Come, 
boy;  I'll  provide  for  thee,  I warrant  thee: 
We'll  go  to  masterVenterwels,  the  merchant ; 
I’ll  net  his  letter  to  mine  host  of  the  Bell  in 
Waltham  ; there  I’ll  place  thee  with  the  tap- 
ster ; will  not  that  do  well  for  thee,  Micke? 
and  let  me  alone  for  thutold  cuckol.ily.knave 
your  lather  ! i’ll  use  him  in  his  kind,  I war- 
rant you ! 

UNIS  ACTUS  TRUTH. 


**  You  are  no  love , &c]  These  lines  are  to  l 
vol.  iii.  p.  120. 

*8  Come  aloft , boys,  aloft  A This  line  has  h 
which  we  cannot  think  it  belongs. 

4®  Fail  in*:;  fading  is  a fine  jig.  1 This  danc 
Masque  at  Court:  4 I bullish  a Jading  atte  vedi 
t c Jading  uud  te  fadow.’ 


Wife.  Come,  George;  where’s  the  beer? 

Cit.  Here,  love! 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not 
out  of  my  mind  yet.  Gentieinc*n,  I’ll  begin 
to  you  all;  and  I desire  more  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, with  all  my  heart.  Fill  the  gen- 
tlemen some  beer,  George.  [ % dancethA 
Look,  George,  the  little  Boy’s  come  again ! 
methinks  he  looks  something  like  the  princo 
of  Orange  in  his  long  stocking,  if  he  had  a 
little  harness  about  his  neck.  George,  I will 
have  him  dance  Fading;  Fading  i*a  line  jig  4*, 
I'll  assure  you,  gentlemen.  Begin,  brother; 
now  ncapers,  sweet  heart!  now  a turn  a tb’  toe, 
and  then  tumble  ! Cannot  you  tumble, youth  ? 

Boy.  No  indeed,  forsooth. 

Wje  Nor  cat  lire  ? 

B *y.  Neither. 

IIi/c.  Why  then,  l thank  you  heartily; 
there’s  twopence  to  buy  you  points  withal. 

found  in  Percy’s  Rcliqucs  of  Antient  Poetry, 

herto  been  printed  as  part  of  the  song ; to 

is  mentioned  by  Ben  Jonson,  in  the  Irish 
ug;’  uud  again,  * Show  tec  how  teye  can  foot 


ACT  IV*. 


Enter  Jasper  and  Boy. 

Jasp.  f | 'HERE,  boy  ; deliver  this:  But  do  it 
well. 

Hast  thou  provided  me  four  lusty  fellow  s, 
Able  to  carry  me  ? and  art  thou  perfect 
In  all  thy  business? 

Hoy.  Sir,  you  need  not  fear; 

I have  my  lesson  here,  uud  cannot  miss  it: 
The  men  are  ready  for  you,  aud  what  else 
Pertains  to  tliis  employment. 

Jasp.  There,  my  boy  ; 

Take  it,  but  buy  no  land. 

Hoy.  ’Faith,  sir,  ’twerc  rare 
To  sec  so  young  a purchaser.  I fly, 

And  ou  my  wings  carry  your  destiny.  [Exit. 
Jasp.  Go,  and  be  happy ! Now,  my  latest 
hope, 

Forsake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  anchor  out. 
And  let  it  hold!  Stand,  lin’d,  thou  rolling 
stone. 

Till  I enjoy  my  dearest!  Hear  me,  all 
You  powers,  that  rule  iu  men,  celestial  ! 

[£n‘l. 

Wife.  Go  thy  ways;  thou  art  as  crooked  a 


sprig  as  ever  grew  in  London  ! I warrant  him, 
he’ll  come  to  some  naughty  end  or  other;  for 
his  looks  say  no  less:  Besides,  his  fill  her  (you 
know,  George)  is  none  of  the  best;  you 
heard  him  take  ine  up  like  a Gill-flirt,  and 
■sing  bawdy  songs  upon  me;  but  i’faith,  if  1 
live,  George 

Cit.  Let  me  alone,  sweetheart ! I hnve  a 
trick  in  my  head  shall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches 
tor  one  year,  and  make  him  sing  peccavi , ere 
I leave  him ; and  yet  he  shall  never  know 
who  hurt  him  neither. 

Wife.  L)o,  my  good  George,  do ! [Bov? 

Cit.  What  shall  we  have  Ralph  do  now, 

boy.  You  ahull  have  what  you  will,  sir. 

Cit.  Why,  so,  sir;  go  and  fetch  me  him 
then,  aud  let  the  sopliy  of  Persia  come  and 
christen  him  a child. 

Boy.  Believe  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so 
well ; ’tis  stale ; it  has  been  had  before  at 
the  Red  Bull  <*. 

Wife.  George,  let  Ralph  travel  over  grent 
hills,  and  let  him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the 
king  of  Cracoviu's  house,  covered  with  black 


*•  Act  IV.]  All  the  copies  concur  in  making  this  act  begin  with  the  Boy’s  dancing ; but  ns 
the  dance  was  certainly  introduced  by  way  of  interlude,  here  as  well  as  at  the  end  of  the 
first  act,  we  have  made  this  act  begin  with  a part  of  the  real  play,  as  all  the  others  do. 

S‘  The  Red  Bull,  j The  Red  Hull  was  one  of  the  playhouses  in  the  reigns  of  James  I.  and 
Charles  I.  it  was  situated  in  St.  Juba’s  Street.  R. 
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telvet5*,  and  there  let  the  kind's  daughter 
stand  in  her  window  all  in  beaten  {gold,  comb- 
ine her  golden  locks  with  a comb  of  ivory ; 
and  let  her  spy  JUIph,  nml  fall  in  love  with 
him,  and  cm tie  down  to  him,  and  carry  him 
into  her  fathers  house,  and  then  let  itaiph 
tnlk  with  her ! 

Cit.  Well  said, Nell ; it  shall  be  so:  Bov, 
let’s  hn’t  done  quickly. 

Boy.  Sir,  if  you  wwl  imagine  nil  this  to  be 
done  alhuriy,  you  shall  hear  them  talk  to- 
gether; hut  we  cannot  present  a house  co- 
vered with  black  velvet,  and  a lady  m beaten 
gold. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  let's  hn’t  as  yon  ran  then. 

Boy.  Besides,  it  will  shew  iH-fnvourcillv 
to  hnvc  a grocer’s  prentice  to  court  a king  s’ 
daughter. 

Cit.  Will  it  so,  sir?  Yon  arc  well  read  in 

» Cracnpins  house  earned  nit  ft  velvet.  | I hnve  inserted  the  it>lour  of  the  velvet,  which  was 
here  wanting,  from  what  the  Boy  vays  the  second  speech  below,  as  to  the  impossibility  of 
their  complying  with  this  request  of  the  Citiien’s  Wife, 

•*  But  we  can't  present  an  house  covered  with  black  velvet.'  fy/wpson. 
sj  Sir  Du/znncl.]  In  the  Second  lhirt  of  Shake  speare's  Henry  IV.  act  in.  scene  4,  tbi* 
ehnrnctcr  is  mentioned  by  Justice  Shallow  : ‘ I remember  at  MiloKud  Green,  whcnL  lav  nt 
4 Clements  Inn,  I was  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  Show  ;*  upon  which  Mr.  Wartuu  remark-, 
4 Arthur's  Show  seems  to  have  l>ccn  u theatrical  representation  made  out  of  tlic-  old  romance 
4 of  .Morte  Arthure,  the  most  popular  one  of  our  Author's  age.  Sir  JJogonct  is  king  Arthur's 
4 squire.' 

m The  Foure  Prrntiees  of  London.]  The  commentators  on  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Knijit 
of  the  Burning  Pestle  have  notohserved  that  the  design  of  that  play  is  founded  upon  a comedy 
called  4 The  Four  Prentices  of  London,  w ith  the  Conquest  of  Jerusalem  ; ns  it  hath  l»ecii 
4 diverse  times  acted  ut  the  lied  Bull,  by  the  Quc<  n's  Majc  sty's  Servants.  Whiten  by  Thu.  Hey- 
1 wood,  lti  12/  l or  ns  in  Bcittimoul  and  Fletcher’s  play,  a grocer  in  the  Strand  turns  knight- 
errnnt,  making  his  apprentice  his  squire,  6tc.  so  in  Ileywood’s  play,  four  apprentices  accou- 
tre themselves  as  knights,  and  go  to  Jerusalem  in  quest  of  adventures.  One  of  them,  die 
most  important  character,  is  a goldsmith,  anothe  r a grocer,  another  rt  mercer,  and  a fourth 
an  haberdasher.  But  Beaumont  and  Fletcher’s  Play,  though  founded  upon  it,  contains 
many  satyrica!  Strokes  against  Ileywood's  comedy ; the  force  of  which  is  entirely  lost  to 
those  who  have  hot  seen  that  comedy. 

Thus  iu  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Prologue,  or  first  scene,  a Citifen  is  introduced  declar- 
ing that,  in  the  play,  he  ‘wilt  have*  a grocer,  and  be  shall  do  admirable  things.' 

Again,  act  i.  scene  1,  Ralph  says,  1 Amongst  all  the  worthy  books  of  atchicvcmcnts,  I do 
4 not  call  to  inind  that  I have  yet  read  of  a grocer-errant < I will  he  the  said  knight.  Have 
4 you  hoard  of  any  that  hath  wandered  unfurnished  of  his  squire  and  dwarf  ? My  cider  preu- 
4 lice  Tim  shall  he  my  trusty  squire,  and  George  my  dwarf.* 

In  the  follow  ing  passage  (lie  allusion  to  Ileywood's  comedy  is  demonstrably  manifest,  act  iv. 
scene  i : * 

* Boy.  It  will  shew  ill-favourcdly  to  have  n,grocor’s  prentice  court  a king's  daughter. 

4 Cit.  Will  it  so,  »,ir?  You  arc  well  read  in  histories;  I pray  you.  who  was  Sir  Dagonct? 
4 Was  he  not  prentice  to  a grocer  in  London?  Read  the  play  of  The  Four  Frontiers,  where 
4 they  toss  their  pikes  so.’ 

In  Ileywood's  comedy,  F.ustarr  the  grocer's  prentice  is  introdneed  court  ing  the  daughter 
of  the  king  of  France ; and  in  the  frontispiece  the  Four  Prentices  are  represented  in  armour 
tilting  with  javelins.  Immediately  before  the  last  quoted  speeches  we  hnve  the  following 
instances  of  allusion. 

1 Cit.  Let  the  Sophy  of  Persia  come,  and  christen  him  a child. 

4 Boy.  B<  lieve  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so  well;  'tis  flat ; it  has  been  before  ut  the  Red 
4 Bull/ 

A circumstance  in  Ileywood's  comedy;  which,  as  has  been  already  specified,  was  acted 
at  the  Red  Bull.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher’s  play  is  pure  burlesque.  Hey  wood*?  is  a mixture 
of  the  droll  and  serious,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  ridicule  the  reigning  fashion  of  read- 
ing romances.  U'urion. 


histories!  I pray  you,  what  was  Sir  Dago- 
uvtM?  Was  not  he  prentice  to  a groo.r  m 
Jxiudon?  Head  the  play  of  The  Four  Pren- 
tices of  Londou**,  where  they  toss  their 
pikes  so  I pray  you  fetch  him  in,  sir,  fitch 
him  in ! 

By.  It  shall  be  done.— -It  is  not  oar  fault, 
gentlemen.  [J2rif. 

Wife,  Now  we  shall  see  fine  doings,  l war- 
rant thee,  George.  Oh,  here  they  emut ! 
How  prettily  the  king  of  Cracovia’s  daughter 
is  dressed ! 

i nter  Ralph,  Lady.  Tint , and  Genre?. 

Cit.  Ay,  Nell,  it  is  the  fashion  of  that 
country,  l w nrruut  thee. 

Lady.  Welcome,  Sir  Knight,  unto  my  fci- 

(la-r's  court. 

King  of  Moldavia;  unto  me,  Pompiona, 
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Act  4] 

Hi*  daughter  dear ! But  sure  von  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  will  stay  with  us 
No  longer  hut  a night. 

Ralph.  Damsel  right  fair, 

T am  on  many  sad  qjjvciitures  hound. 

That  call  me  forth  into  tho  wilderness: 
Besides,  my  horse’s  buck  is  something  gall’d, 
Which  will  enforce  me  ride  a sober  pace. 
Rut  many  thanks,  fair  lady,  he  to  you, 

For  using  err.int-Knight  with  courtesy  ! 
Laity.  But  say,  brave  Knight,  what  is  your 
name  and  htrth  * [lishniao, 

Ralph.  My  name  is  Ralph,  I am  an  Eag- 
(As  true  a*  steel,  a hearty  Englishman) 

And  'prentice to  a grocer  in  the  Strand, 

By  deed  indent,  of  which  I have  one  part : 
But  Fortune  calling  me  to  follow  arms, 

On  me  this  holy  order  I did  take 
Of  Burning  Pestle,  which  in  all  men's  eyes 
1 bear,  confounding  ladies’  enemies 

Ludy.  Oft  have  I heard  of  your  brave 
countrymen,  [food; 

And  fertile  soil,  and  store  of  wholesome 
My  father  oft  will  tell  me  ofa  drink 
In  England  found,  und  Nipitalo  call  d, 
Which  drived!  all  die  sorrow  from  your 
hearts. 

Ralph.  lady,  ’tis  true;  you  need  not  lay 
your  lips 

To  better  Niuitato  than  there  is.  [speak, 
ImJi/.  Ami  of  a wild-fowl  he  will  often 
Winch  powder’d  beef  and  mustard  called  is: 
For  there  have  been  great  wars  'tiviat  us  and 
von; 

lint  truly,  Ralph,  it  was  not  long  of  inn. 

Tell  tue  then,  Ralph,  could  you  contented  he 
To  wear  a lady’s  favour  in  your  shield? 

Ralph.  ] mil  a knight  of  a religious  order, 
And  will  not  wear  a favour  ofa  lady 
That  trusts  ill  Antichrist,  and  false  traditions, 
t 'it  Well  said,  Ralph  ! convert  tier,  if 
thou  enlist. 

Ralph.  Besides,  I have  a lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  Kngluud;  for  whose  virtuous  rake 
1 look  these  arms;  mid  Susan  is  her  mime, 
A cobUf's  maul  in  Milk-Street;  wh  an  I vow 
Ne'er  to  forsake,  wlnl-t  life  and  Pest'e  lj*t. 
buh/.  Happy  that  cohliog  dame,  whoe'er 
she  be,  [thee. 

That  lor  her  own,  dear  Ralph,  hath  gotten 
Unhappy  I,  that  ne’er  shall  see  the  day 
Tosco  tliet*  more,  that  licar’st  my  heart  away . 
Ralph.  Lady,  farewell ! I nesds  must  take 
my  leave. 

JU/y.  Hard-hearted  Ralph,  that  ladies 
dost  deceive ! 


CU.  Hark  thee,  Ralph  ! there's  money  for 
thee:  (five  something  in  the  kins  of  Craco- 
viaS  house;  be  uot  beholding  to  him. 

Hulph.  Lady,  before  I go,  I must  remem- 
Your  father's  officers,  who,  truth  to  tell,  [ber 
Have  been  about  me  very  diligent: 

Hold  up  thy  snowy  hand,  thou  princely  maid ! 
There's  twelve-pence  for  your  father’s  chara- 
hcrluio ; 

And  ti lore’s  another  shilling  for  his  cook, 

For,  by  my  troth,  the  goose  was  roasted  well; 
Arid  twelvc-peuce  for  your  father’s  horse- 
keeper,  [ter 

For  Anointing  my  horse-back,  .and  forhisbut- 
There  is  another  shilling;  to  the  maid 
That  wash’d  my  boot-hose,  there’s  an  English 
groat;  [bouts! 

And  two-pence  to  the  boy  that  wip'd  my 
And,  last,  fair  lady,  there  is  for  yourself 
Three- pence,  to  buy  you  pins  at  Uurabo-fair! 
Ludy.  Full  many  thanks;  and  I will  keep 
them  safe 

Till  ill  the  heads  be  off,  for  thy  sake,  Ralph. 
Ralph.  Advance,  my  Squire  ami  Dwarf ! 
I cannot  stay. 

L'l./y.  Thou  kilfst  my  heart  in  parting  thus 
away.  [Exeunt* 

Wife.  I commend  Ralph  yet,  that  he  will 
[ not  stoop  to  a Craroviao;  there’s  propercr 
women  in  London  than  any  are  there,  I wis, 
liut  here  comes  master  Humphrey  and  his 
love  again ; now,  George  ! 

Cit.  Ay,  cony,  peace ! 

Knter  Merchant,  aster  Humphrey , Luce, 
umt  Buy. 

Mcrch.  Go,  get  you  up!  I will  nut  beou- 
t rented.  [after 

And,  go* sip  mine,  I’ll  keep  you  sure  here— 
From  g:i.i‘ ling  out  again,  with  boy*  and  un- 
thrifts: [fashion. 

Come,  they  are  women’s  tears;  I know  your 
Go,  sir  rail,  lock  her  in,  and  ke**p  the  key 

[Krcunt  Luce  unit  Buy. 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  life**.  Now,  my  soa 
Humphrey, 

You  may  both  rest  assured  of  my  love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  desire. 

Hum.  I see  this  love  you  speak  of,  thro’ 
your  daughter, 

Aliho*  the  hide  be  little;  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  ail  1 may  or  can, 
Fitting  a Christian  and  a gentleman. 

Mu  ch.  I do  believe  you,  my  good  son,  and 
thank  you;  [ter’rl. 

For  'tsvere  an  impudence  to  think  you  fiai- 


si  Safe  us  your  life.]  We  ought  to  read  hert,  says  the  gentle;.  »i  quoted  so  often  aluie, 
*U  ’ • Safe  ns  you  lure  your  life.’  Sym/uon. 

The  reader  will  probably  lie  surprised  at  Sympsmi's  saving,  • quoted  sa  often,'  when  we 
l.nvn  mentioned  the  gentleman  so  seldom  • '» lie  cause  is,  the  ge-.tlemau  scarcely  ever  pro- 
posed a variation  Irons  the  oh)  books,  but  (as  in  the  present  case;  lor  they  cxlnk.iL  the  words 
‘ vou  love’)  recommended  restorations  from  them;  which  Symp.ju,  from  his  wouderiul  in- 
attention to  tlsc  authorized  copies,  supposed  were  corrections. 

V oL.  II.  3 V 
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Hunt.  It  were  indeed  ; hut  shall  I toll  you 
I have  been  beaten  tw  ice  about  the  lie.  [why? 
Merck.  Well,  son,  no  more  of  compliment. 
My  daughter 

Is  yours  attain;  appoint  thetime  and  take  her: 
Well  have  no  stealing  for  it;  1 myself 
And  some  few  of  our  friends  will  see  you 
married. 

Hum.  I would  you  would,  i'faith  ! for  he  it 
I ever  was  afraid  to  lie  alone.  [know  n, 

Merck.  Some  three  days  hence  then 

Hunt.  Three  days?  let  me  see! 

Tis  somewhat  of  the  most ; yet  I agree. 
Because  l mean  against  the  ’pointed  day 
To  visit  all  my  friend*  in  new  array. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  there's  a gentlewoman  without 
would  spenk  with  your  worship. 

Af crch.  What  i*  she  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  l ask’d  her  not. 

Merck.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Mrs.  Merrythought  and  Michael. 
Airs.  Mer.  Peace  lie  to  your  worship ! I 
come  as  a poor  suitor  to  you,  sir,  in  the  be- 
half of  this  child. 

Mtrch.  Are  you  notwife  to  Merrythought? 
Mrs.  Mer.  Yts,  truly:  'Would  1 had  ne’er 
seen  his  eyes!  be  has  undone  me  ami  himself, 
and  his  children  ; ami  there  he  lives  at  home, 
and  sings  and  hoits,  mid  revels  among  his 
drunken  companions ! but,  1 warrant  you, 
where  to  get  u penny  to  put  bread  in  his 
mouth  he  knows  not:  And  therefore,  if  it 
like  voiir  worship,  I would  entreat  your  letter 
to  die  honest  host  of  the  Bi  ll  m Waltham,  | 
that  I may  place  my  child  under  the  protec- 
tion of  his  tapster,  in  some  settled  course  of 
life. 

Merck.  I’m  clad  the  Hear 'ns  have  heard  mv 
prayers!  Thy  husband, 

When  I was  ripe  in  sorrows,  laugh’d  at  me; 
Thy  son,  like  an  unthankful  wretch,  I having 
Redeem'd  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him 
mine, 

To  shew  his  love  again,  first  stole  my  daughter, 
Then  wrong’d  this  gentleman;  and,  last  of  all, 
Gave  me  that  grief  had  almost  brought  me 
down 

Unto  my  grave,  had  not  a stronger  ham! 
Reliev’d  my  sorrows;  Go,  and  weep  as  1 did, 
And  be  unpitied  ; for  1 here  profess 
An  everlasting  hnf£  to  alt  thy  name. 

Airs.  Afer.  Will  you  so,  sir?  how  say  you 
by  that?  Come,  Micke;  let  him  keep  his 
wind  to  cool  his  pottage!  We’ll  go  to  thy 
nurse's,  Micke  ; she  knits  silk  stockings,  boy, 
and  we  ll  knit  too,  boy,  and  he  beholding  to 
none  of  them  all.  [Exif  with  Michael. 

Enter  a Boy  with  a letter. 

Boy.  Sir,  I take  it  you  arc  the  master  of 
tins  house. 


Aferck.  How  then.  Boy  ? 

Boy.  'Mien  to  yourself,  sir,  comes  this  letter. 
Alerch.  From  whom,  my  pretty  Boy? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  servant; 
but  no  more  » 

•Shall  that  name  ever  be,  for  he  is  deml  f 
Grief  of  vrmr  purchas’d  anccr  broke  his  heart: 

I saw  him  die,  and  from  his  hand  receiv’d 
This  paper,  with  a charge  to  bring  it  hither  : 
Read  it,  and  satisfy  yourself  in  all. 

Merck.  [ reading.]  * Sir,  that  I have  wronged 

* your  love  I must  confess;  in  which  I have 

* purchased  to  myself,  besides  mine  own  m - 
4 doing,  the  ill  opinion  of  m v friends.  Let  not 

* your  anger,  good  sir,  outlive  me,  but  sutler 
4 me  to  rest  in  peace  with  your  forgiveness: 

4 Let  mv  body  (if  a dying  man  may  so  much 
4 prevail  with  you)  he  brought  to  your  dangh- 
4 ter,  that  she  may  know  my  hot  flames  arc 
4 now  buried,  and  withal  receive  a testimony 

* of  the  zeal  I bore  her  virtue.  Farewell  for 
4 ever,  and  be  ever  happy  ! — Jasper.’ 

God’s  hand  is  great  in  this!  I do  forgive  him; 
Yet  I am  glad  he’s  quiet,  where  I hope 

He  will  not  bite  again.  Boy,  bring  the  l ody, 
And  let  him  have  his  w ill,  if  that  be  all. 

Boy.  H is  here  without,  kir. 

Alerck.  S»,  sir;  if  you  please. 

You  niuv  conduct  it  in;  1 do  not  fear  it ! 
Hum.  I’ll  be  your  usher,  Boy  ; for,  tho*  l 

Say  it. 

He  ow’d  me  something  once,  and  well  did 
pay  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  ulonr. 

Luce.  If  there  he  any  pnnishim-nt  inflicted 
Upon  the  miserable,  more  titan  ye  t I feci, 
let  it  together  seize  me,  and  at  once 
Uress  down  my  soul!  I cannot  bear  tliepaiu 
* Of  these  d<  laying  tortures! — Thou  that  art 
The  end  of  all,  and  the  sw  eet  rest  of  nil. 
Come, come, oh. Death!  bring  me  to  thv  peace, 
And  blot  out  all  the  inemorv  I nourish 
Both  of  in v father  and  mv  erm  1 friend  ! 

Oh, wretched  maid. still  living  to  be  wretched, 
To  be  n say  **•  to  Fortune  in  her  changes. 
And  grow  to  number  times  and  wot  s together! 
How  Imppy  had  I Imen,  if,  being  born, 

My  grave  had  been  my  cradle ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  By  vour  leave,  [coffin ; 

Young  mistress  ! Here’s  a boy  hath  brought  a 
What  a would  say  I know  not;  but  your 
father  [come ! 

Charg'd  me  to  give  you  notice.  Here  they 

Enter  tiro  bearing  a coffin , Jasper  in  it. 
Luce,  l or  me  I hope  'tis  conic,  and  ’tis 
most  welcome ! [grief 

Boy.  Fuir  mistress,  let  me  not  add  greater 
1 b that  great  store  yon  have  already.  Jasper, 
(l  hat  whilst  he  liv'd  was  yours,  uow  dean, 


* Tv  be  a iny.]  A say  seems  corrupt;  perhaps  we  should  read,  assay. 
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Act  4.] 

And  here  enclos'd)  commanded  me  to  bring 
Hi*  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a tear  f pity) 
From  those  fair  eyes,  ftho’  he  deserv’d  uot 
To  deck  Ins  funeral,  for  so  he  hid  uie 
'fell  her  for  whom  be  died. 

Luce,  lie  shall  have  many. 

[ Exeunt  coffin-curriers  and  boy. 
Good  friends,  depart  a little,  whilst  I take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  man,  that  once  I lov'd. 
Hold  vet  a little,  life!  and  then  I give  thee 
J o thy  first  heavenly  being.  Oh,  my  friend  ! 
Hast  thou  deceiv’d  me  thus,  and  got  before 
me  ? 

I shall  not  long  be  after.  But,  believe  me, 
Thou  wert  too  cruel,  .Insjic  r,  'gainst  thyself. 
In  punishing  the  fault  I could  have  pardon’d, 
With  so  untimely  death:  Thou  didst  not 
wrong  me,  [loving; 

But  ever  wert  most  kind,  most  true,  most 
And  I the  most  unkind,  most  false,  most  cruel! 
Didst  thou  but  ask  a tear?  I’ll  give  thee  all. 
Even  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  sighs. 
And  all  myself,  before  thou  guest  from  me: 
These  arc  but  sparing  rites;  but  if  thy  soul 
R yet  about  this  place,  and  ran  behold 
And  see  w hat  I prepare  to  deck  thee  with, 

It  shall  go  up,  borne  on  the  wings  of  peace, 
And  satisfied:  First  will  I sing  thy  dirge, 
Then  kiss  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  die  mvself, 
Aud  fill  one  coffin,  and  one  grave  together. 
Come,  you  whose  loves  arc  dead, 

And  whiles  I sing, 

Weep  and  ring 
Every  hand,  and  every  head 
Bind  with  cypress  and  sad  yew; 
Ribbons  black  and  caudles  blue, 

For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  ! 
Come  w ith  heavy  moaning'?, 

And  on  his  grave 
Let  him  have 

Sacrifice  of  sighs  and  groaning; 

Let  him  have  fair  flowers  e qw, 

White  and  purple,  green  and  yellow. 

For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true ! 
Thou  sable  cloth,  sad  cover  of  my  joys, 

J lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I meet  with  death. 
Jus/).  And  thus  you  meet  the  living. 

J.ncc.  Save  inc.  Heaven! 

Jimp.  Nay,  do  not  fly  me,  fair;  I am  no 
spirit: 

Look  bitter  on  me;  do  you  know  me  yet? 
Luce.  Oh,  thou  dear  shadow  of  my  friend! 
Jusp.  Dear  substance, 

I swear  I am  no  shadow  ; feel  inv  hand  ! 

It  is  the  same  it  was;  I am  your  Jasper, 
Your  Jasper  that’s  yet  living,  and  yet  loving  ! 
Pardon  my  rash  attc  mpt,  my  foolish  proof 
i put  in  practice  of  your  constancy  ! 

For  sooner  should  my  sword  have  drunk  my 
blood, 

And  set  my  soul  at  liberty,  thamirnwn  [ness 
Toe  least  drop  from  that  body;  for  which  bold- 


Doom  me  to  any  thing ! if  death,  I take  it, 
And  willingly. 

Luce.  This  death  I’ll  give  you  for  it ! 

[ Kisses  him. 

So;  now  I'm  satisfied,  you  arc  no  spirit. 

Bur.  my  own  truest,  truest,  truest  friend ! 

Wh  v do  vou  come  thus  to  me  ? 

Jusp.  First,  to  see  you; 

Then  to  convey  you  heuce. 

Luce . I:  cannot  be;  [hours. 

For  I am  lock’d  up  here,  and  watch’d  at  nil 
That  ’tis  impossible  for  me  to  'scape. 

Jusp.  Nothing  more  possible : Within  this 
coflin 

Do  you  convey  yourself;  let  me  alone, 

I have  the  wits  ot  twenty  men  about  me ; 
Only  I crave  the  shelter  of  your  closet 
A little,  and  then  fear  me  not.  Creep  in. 
That  they  may  presently  convey  you  hence. 
Ftur  nothing,  dearest  love ! I’ll  he  your  se- 
Lie  close ; so ! all  goes  well  yet.  Boy  ! [cond ; 
Boy.  At  hand,  sir. 

Jusp.  Convey  away  the  coffin,  and  be  wary, 
boy.  Tis  done  already. 

Jusp.  Now  must  1 go  conjure.  [ Exit, 

Enter  Merchant . 

Xfereh.  B »v,  Boy ! 

Boy.  Your  servant,  sir. 

Mtrck.  Do  me  this  kindness,  Boy;  (hold  ; 
here's  h crown) 

Before  thou  bury  the  body  of  this  fellow, 
Carry  it  to  his  old  merry  father,  and  salute 
hiiu 

From  me,  and  hid  him  sing;  h’  hath  cause. 
Boy.  I will,  sir. 

Mach.  And  then  bring  tne  word  what  tune 
he  is  in, 

And  have  another  crown  ; but  do  it  truly. 
I've  fitted  him  a bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 
Buy.  God  bless  your  worship’s  health,  sir? 
Merck.  Farewell,  Boy ! [ Ext  uul. 

Enter  Old  Merrythought. 

Wife.  Ah, old  Merrythought, art  thou  there 
again  ? Let's  hear  some  of  thy  songs. 

Mer.  Who  can  sing  a merrier  note 

Than  he  that  cannot  change  a groat? 

Not  a denier  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps:  I 
do  wonder  yet,  as  old  as  I am,  that  uny  man 
w ill  follow  a trade,  or  serve,  that  may  sing 
and  laugh,  and  wulk  the  streets.  My  wife 
and  both  my  sons  are  I know  not  where;  i 
have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I how  to  con  e 
by  meat  to  supper;  yet  am  1 merry  still;  lor 
I kkow  I shall  find  it  upon  the  table  at  s it 
o’clock;  therefore,  hang  thought! 

I would  not  be  a serving-mau 
To  carry  the  cloak- bag  still, 

Nor  would  I be  a falconer 
The  greedy  hawks  to  fill; 


57  With  heavy  mourning.]  Amended  in  1750. 
3 P 3 
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Put  I would  be  in  a good  house, 

And  have  a good  master  too; 

But  I would  eat  and  drink  of  the  best, 
And  no  work  would  I do. 

This  is  that  keeps  life  and  soul  together, 
mirth  ! This  is  the  philosopher’s  stone  that 
they  write  so  much  on,  that  keeps  a man 
ever  young! 

Enter  u Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  they  say  they  know  all  your  mo- 
ney is  gone,  and  they  will  trust  you  for  qo 
more  drink. 

Mer.  Will  they  not?  let  ’em  chase ! The 
best  is,  I have  mirth  at  home,  and  need  not 
send  abroad  for  that;  let  them  keep  their 
drink  to  themselves. 

For  Jdlian  of  Berry  she  dwells  on  a hill, 
And  she  both  good  beer  and  ale  to  sell, 
And  of  good  fellows  she  thinks  no  til, 
And  thither  w ill  we  go  now,  now,  now, 
And  thither  will  we  go  now. 

And  when  you  have  made  a little  stay, 
You  need  not  know  w hat  is  to  pay. 

But  kiss  your  hostess,  and  go  your  way. 
And  thither,  4 c- 
Enter  another  Boy. 

2 Boy.  Sir,  I can  get  no  bread  for  supper. 

liter.  Hang  bread  and  supper!  let’s  pre- 
serve our  mirth,  and  we  shall  never  feel  hun- 
ger, I’ll  warrant  you.  Let’s  have  a catch: 
Boy,  follow  me;  come,  sing  this  catch. 

IIo,  ho,  nobody  at  home, 

Meat,  nor  drink,  nor  money  ha’  we  nunc? 
1 ill  the  pot,  Eedy, 

Never  more  need  I. 

Mer.  So,  boys ; enough.  Follow  me : let’s 
change  our  place,  and  we  shall  laugh  afresh. 

[ Ereunt . 

IVife.  Let  him  go,  George ; a shall  not  have 
any  countenance  from  us;  not  a good  word 
from  any  i’th’ company,  if]  may  strike  stroke 
in’t. 

Cit.  No  more  a shannot,  love.  But, Nell, 
I w ill  have  Ralph  do  a very  notable  matter 
row,  to  the  eternal  honour  and  glory  of  nil 
grocers.  Sirrah!  you  there  ! Boy  ! Can  uonc 
if  you  hear? 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pleasure  ? 

C'tt.  Let  Ralph  come  out  on  May-day  in 
the  morninc,  and  speak  upon  a conduit,  with 
all  his  scarfs  about  him,  and  his  feathers, and 
his  rings,  and  his  knacks. 

Buy.  Why,  sir,  you  do  nor  think  of  our 
plot;  wlmt  will  become  of  that  then? 

Cit.  Why,  sir,  1 care  not  w hat  become  on’t! 
I’ll  have  him  come  out,  or  I’ll  fetch  hirp  out 
myself;  I’ll  have  something  done  in  honour 
of  the  city.  Besides,  he  bath  been  long  enough 


[Act  4. 

upon  ndvcnturcs:  Bring  him  out  quickly;  or 

it  i come  amongst  you 

B*n/  Well,  sir,  he  shall  come  out ; but  if  our 
plav  ruiscarry,sir,youarehke  to  pay  for*t.[Er. 
Cit.  Bring  him  away  then ! 

Wife.  T his  will  be  brave,  i’faith  ! George, 
shall  not  he  dance  the  morns  too,  for  the 
credit  of  the  Strand  ? 

Cit.  No,  swee  t heart , it  will  he  too  much 
for  the  boy.  Oh,  there  he  is,  Nell ! he’s  rea- 
sonable well  in  r<  parrel;  but  he  has  not  rings 
enough. 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  London,  to  tlice  I do  pn  sent 
The  merry  month  of  May  ; 

Let  each  true  subject  be  content 
To  hear  me  wlmt  J say: 

For  from  the  top  of  Conduit-Head, 

As  plainly  may  appear, 

I will  both  te  ll  my  name  to  you, 

And  wherefore  1 came  here. 

My  name  is  Ralph,  by  due  descent 
Thu’  not  ignoble  I, 

Yet  far  inferior  to  the  flock 
Of  gracious  grocery ; 

And  by  the  common  counsel  of 
My  fellows  in  the  btrand. 

With  gilded  staff,  and  crossed  scarf, 
The  May  lord  here  1 stand. 

Rejoice,  oh,  English  hearts,  rejoice, 
Rejoice,  oh,  lovers  dear; 

Rejoice,  oh,  city,  town,  and  country. 
Rejoice  i ke  eve  ry  shire ! 

For  now  the  fragrant  flowers  do  spring 
And  sprout  in  seemly  sort. 

Tin*  little  birds  do  sit  and  sing, 

1 he  lambs  do  make  fine  sport ; 

And  now  the  burchin-trce  doth  bud, 
That  makes  the  schoolboy  erv, 

The  morris  rings,  w hile  hobby-horse 
Doth  loot  it  featuously ; 

The  lords  and  ladies  now  abroad. 

Fur  their  disport  and  play. 

Do  kiss  sometimes  upon  the  grass. 

And  sometimes  in  the  hay. 

Now  butter  with  a leaf  of  sage 
Is  good  to  puree  the  blood. 

Fly  Venus  and  phlebotomy. 

For  they  are  neither  good ! 

Now  little  fish  on  tender  stone 

Begin  to  cast  their  bellies,  [mew’d  •**, 
And  sluggish  snails,  that  erst  were 
Do  creep  out  of  their  shellics. 

The  rumbling  rivers  now  do  warm. 

For  little  boys  to  paddle; 

The  sturdy  steed  now  goes  to  grass, 

And  up  they  hang  his  saddle. 

The  heavy  bait,  the  blowing  buck5*, 
The  rascal  and  the  pricket. 


58  That  erst  were  mutej  Corrected  by  Svmpson. 

s*  The  blowing  buck.]  The  first  quarto  reads  bellowing.  The  judicious  are  left  to  their 
choice.  Sympson. 

We  cannot  suppose  any  of  the  judicivut  will  prefer  bellowing. 
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Act  5.] 

Arc  now  among  the  yeoman’s  pease, 
And  leave  the  fearful  thicket. 

And  he  like  them,  ob,  you,  I say. 

Of  this  same  noble  town, 

And  lilt  aloft  your  velvet  heads, 

And  slipping  of  your  gown: 

With  hells  on  legs,  and  napkins  clean 
Unto  your  shoulders  tied, 

With  scarfs  and  garters  as  you  please, 
And  hey  for  our  town  cried. 

March  out  and  shew  your  willing  minds, 
By  twenty  and  Ly  twenty, 

To  Hogsdon,  or  to  Newington, 

Where  ale  and  cakes  are  plenty ! 


And  let  it  ne’er  he  said  for  shame, 

That  we  the  youths  of  London 
Lay  thrumming  of  our  caps  at  home, 
And  left  our  custom  undone. 

Up  then,  I sav,  hoth  >oung  and  old, 
llnth  man  and  maid  a-maying. 

With  drums  and  guns  that  bounce  aloud, 
And  merry  tubor  playing  ! 

Which  to  prolong,  God  save  our  king, 
And  send  Ins  country  peace, 

And  root  oat  treason  from  the  laud  ! 

• And  so,  my  friends,  I cease. 

FINIS  AC IV 8 QIAUI'I. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Merchant  solus. 

J/rrrA.T  WILL  have  no  great  store  of  coin- 
pany  at  the  wedding ; a couple 
of  neighbours  and  their  wives;  and  wc  will 
haw?  a capon  in  stewed  broth,  with  marrow, 
and  a good  piece  of  beef,  stuck  with  rose- 
mary ®*. 

Enter  Jasper , with  his  face  mealed. 

Jusp.  Forbear  thy  pains,  foud  man ! it  is 
too  late. 

J\  fetch.  llcav'n  bless  me  ! Jasper? 

Jusp.  Ay,  I utu  his  ghost. 

Whom  thou  hast  injur'd  for  his  constant  love. 
Fond  worldly  wretch!  who  dost  not  under- 
stand 

In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  he. 
First  know,  thy  daughter  is  quite irorue  away 
On  wings  of  angels,  thro’  the  Iiqiid  air, 

'l  oo  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Nbalt  thou  behold  her  face  : But  she  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves  ; 
Where  neither  father’s  anger,  poverty, 

Nor  any  cross  that  troubles  earthly  men, 
Shall  make  us  sever  our  united  hearts. 

And  never  shall  tlion  sit,  or  he  alone 
lu  any  place,  hut  1 will  \i»it  thee 
Will,  ghastly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
The  great  olVeiices  which  thou  didst  to  me. 
W lien  thou  art  at  thy  table  with  thy  friends. 
Merry  in  heart,  and  idl’d  with  swelling  wine, 
TU  come  in  midst  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirth, 
invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself*1, 

And  whisper  such  a sad  tale  in  thine  car. 
Shall  make  thee  let  the  cup  fall  from  thy  hand, 
And  stand  as  mute  and  pale  as  death  itscll. 
Mcrch.  Forgive  me,  Jasper ! Oh,  wlmt 
might  l do, 

Tell  me,  to  satisfy  thy  troubled  ghost? 


Jusp.  There  is  no  means;  too  late  thou 
think ’st  on  this.  [to  do? 

Mcrch.  But  tell  me  what  were  best  fur  me 
Jusp.  Itepent  thy  deed,  and  satisfy  uiy 
lather, 

And  heat  loud  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors. 

[Ej//. 

F.fiter  Humphrey. 

Wife.  Look,  George;  his  very  ghost  would 
have  folks  beaten. 

Hum.  Father,  mv  bride  is  gone,  fair  mis- 
tress Luce.  [sluice. 

My  soul’s  the  fount  of  vengeance,  mischiefs 
Mcrch.  Hence,  fool,  out  of  iny  sight,  with 
thy  fond  passion ! 

Thou  hast  undone  me. 

Hum.  Hold,  my  father  dear  ! 

For  Luce  thy  daughter’s  sake, that  had  no  peer. 
Mcrch.  Thy  lather,  fool?  There’s  some 
blow  s more  ; lie  gone  ! [Heats  him . 
Jasper,  1 hope  thy  ghost  be  well  appeas’d 
To  see  thy  will  performed.  Now  i’ll  go 
To  satisfy  thy  father  for  thy  wrongs.  [Exit. 
Hum.  W hat  shall  1 do  ? I have  been  beaten 
twice, 

And  mistress  Luce  is  gone  ? Help  me,  Device! 
Since  my  true  love  is  gone,  I never  more, 
Whilst  1 do  live,  upon  the  sky  will  pore; 

But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  shoe-sole* 
In  passion,  in  Saint  Faith’s  church  under 
F.iul’s.  [ Exit. 

Wife.  George,  call  Ralph  hither  ! if  you 
love  me,  call  Ralph  hither  ! i have  the  bra- 
vest thing  for  Imn  to  do George  ! ’prithee, 

call  him  quickly. 

Cit.  Ralph  ! w hy,  Ralph,  boy  ! 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Here,  sir. 


«o  Rosemary.]  See  note  33  on  The  Elder  Brother. 

*•  Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself’.]  This  seems  to  be  meant  as  a ridicule  on  the  appear- 
ance of  Bunquo’s  Ghost  iu  Maclktu. 
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[Art  5. 


Cit.  Come  hither,  Ralph;  come  to  thy 
mistress,  boy. 

I Vif  'e.  Ralph,  J would  have  thee  call  nil 
the  youths  togerl  er  in  battle-ray,  with  drums, 
nod  guns,  and  flag*,  aud  march  u>  Mile-End 
iii  pompous  fashion,  and  there  exhort  your 
soldiers  to  he  merry  and  wise,  and  to  keep 
their  heard*  from  burning,  Ra'ph;  and  then 
skirmish,  and  let  your  flags  fly,  and  cry, 

4 kill,  kili,  kill!’  My  husband  ahull  lend  you  j 
liis  jei  kin,  Ralph,  and  there’sa  scarf ; for  the  i 
rest,  the  house  shall  furnish  you,  and  we’ll  ' 
pay  for't.  Do  it  bravely,  Ralph  ; and  think 
before  whom  you  perform,  and  what  person 
you  represent. 

Ralph.  I warrant  you,  mistress;  if  I do  it 
not,  for  the  honour  of  the  city,  and  the  cre- 
ditor my  master,  let  me  never  hope  for  free- 
dom ! 

Wife.  Tis  well  spoken,  i*  faith ! Go  thy 
wavs ; thou  art  a spark  indeed. 

Cit.  Rulph,R:dpli,duuble  your  files  brave- 
ly, Ralph! 

'Ralph.  I warrant  you,  sir.  [Exit. 

Ctt-  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  service; 

I shall  take  him  else.  I was  there  tnyself  a 
pike-man  once,  in  the  hottest  of  the  day, 
wench;  had  my  feather  shot  sheer  away,  the 
fringe  of  my  pike  burnt  off  with  powder,  my 
pate  broken  with  a scouring-stick,  and  yet,  1 
thank  God,  I am  here.  [ Drums  u'tthin. 

If  ife.  Hark,  George,  the  drums  ! 

Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  ran,  tan!  Oh, 
wench,  an  thou  had?t  but  seen  little  Ned  of 
Aldgate,  drum  Ned,  how  lie  made,  it  roar 
again,  and  laid  on  like  a tyrant,  and  then 
struck  softly  till  the  ward  came  up,  ami  then 
thundered  again,  ami  together  we  go!  sa, 
sa,  sa,  bounce,  quoth  the  guns!  courage,  my 
hearts,  quoth  the  captains!  Saint  George, 
quoth  the  pike-men!  and  withal,  here  they 
lay,  and  there  they  lay  ! And  yet  for  all  this 
I am  here,  wench. 

lPf/c-  Be  thankful  for  it,  George ; for  in- 
deed ’tis  wonderful. 

Enter  Ralph  and  his  company,  with  drums 
and  colours. 

Ralph.  March  fair,  my  hearts*1 ! lieute- 
nant, teat  the  rear  up. 

Ancient,  let  your  colours  fly ; but  have 
A great  care  of  the  butchers*  hooks  at  White- 
chapel ; [emit. 

1 hey  have  been  the  death  of  many  a fair  un- 
Opcn  your  files,  that  I may  take  a view 
Both  of  your  persons  aud  ’munition. 
Sergeant,  call  a muster.  [tercr  ! 

Serg.  A stand  ! — William  Ilamcrtou,  pew- 

Hum.  Here,  captain. 


Ralph.  A croslct  and  & Spanish  pike  ! his 
Can  you  shake  it  with  a terror?  [well: 
Ham.  I hope  so,  captain. 

Ralph  Charge  upon  me. — *Tis  with  the 
weakest:  [strength. 

Put  more  strength,  William  Hnnierton,  more 
As  vou  were  again.  Proceed,  Sergeant. 
St’rg.  George  Ureengoose,  poulterer  ! 
Green.  Hero! 

Ralph.  Let  me  see  your  piece,  neighbour 
Green  goose ; 

When  was  she  shot  in  ? 

Green.  An’t  like  you,  master  captain,  I 
made  a shot  even  now,  partly  to  scour  her, 
and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  should  stem  so 
Certainly;  for  her  breath  is  yet  inflamed. 
Besides,  there  is  a main  fault  io  the  tour-h- 
it runs  and  stinketh  : [hole, 

And  I tell  you  moreover,  and  believe  it, 

Ten  such  touch-holes  would  breed  the  pox 
i’  tli*  army.  [ther. 

Get  you  a feather,  neighbour,  get  you  a h a- 
Sweet  oil,  and  paper,  aud  jrotir  piece  may  do 
Well  enough  yet.  Where  s your  powder? 
Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  Wlmt,  in  a paper? 

As  I’m  a soldier  and  a gentleman,  [for’t. 
It  craves  a martial  court!  You  ought  to  die 
Where’s  your  horn  ? Answer  me  to  that. 
Gncn.  An’t  like  you,  sir,  I was  oblivious. 
Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  should  be  so ; ’tis 
a si  mine 

For  you,  and  a scandal  to  all  our  neighbours, 
Being  a man  of  worth  and  estimation. 

To  leave  your  horn  behind  you  : Vm  afraid 
Twill  breed  example.  But  let  me  tcli  you 
no  more  on't. 

Stand,  till  1 view  you  all.  What’s  become 
O'  th*  nose  of  your  flask  ? 

1 Sold.  Indeed-la,  captain,  *twns  blown 

away  with  powder.  [charge. 

liulph.  Put  on  a new  one  at  the  city’s 
Where’s  the  stone  of  this  piece? 

2 Sidd.  The  druimuer  took  it  out  to  light 

tobacco.  [again. 

Ralph.  ’Tis  a fault,  my  friend;  put  it  ni 
You  w ant  a nose,  and  you  a stone  ; >ergeHiit, 
take  a note  on't,  [march  ! 

For  I mean  to  slop  it  in  the  pay.  Remove  and 
Soft  and  fair,  gentlemen,  soft  and  fair!  Dou- 
ble your  files; 

As  you  were  ! faces  ahoul6i ! Now,  you  with 
the  sodden  fare. 

Keep  in  there!  Look  to  your  match,  sirrah, 
It  w ill  be  ill  your  fellow’s  flask  anon. 

So;  make  a crescent  now;  advance  your 
pikes;  [nun, 

I Stand  and  give  car  ! — Gentlemen,  country- 


March  fair,  my  hearts,  &c  ] As  Ralph’s  part  seems  intended  for  metre  (though  this 
whole  scene  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  prose)  we  have  endeavoured  to  divide  it  accord- 
ingly, and  hope  it  is  settled  tolerably  right. 

*3  Facts  ci&onf.]  See  note  ®J  on  The  Scornful  Ludy. 
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Act  5.J 

Friends,  and  my  fellow-soldiers,  I havc- 
brought  yon 

This  day  from  the  shops  of  security, 

And  the  counters  of  content,  to  measure  out 
In  these  furious  fields,  honour  by  the  ell, 
And  prowess  by  the  pound.  I*et  it  not, 

Oh,  let  it  not,  I say,  be  told  hereafter, 

The  noble  issue  of  this  city  fainted; 
lint  boar  yourselves  in  this  fair  action  Jnot 
Like  men,  valiant  men,  and  free  tnen  I Fear 
The  face  of  the  enemy,  nor  the  noise  of  the 
♦runs  ; * 

For  believe  me,  brethren,  the  rude  rumbling 
Of  a brewer’s  carr  is  more  terrible, 

Of  which  you  have  a daily  experience: 
Neither  let  the  stink  of  powder  offend  you. 
Since  a more  valiant  stink  is  nightly  with  vou. 
To  a resolved  mind,  his  home  is  every  where : 

I speak  not  this  to  take  away 
The  hope  of  your  return ; for  you  shall  sec 
(I  do  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  shortly. 
Your  loving  wives  again,  and  your  sweet 
children. 

Who  vc  care  doth  bear  you  company  in  boskets. 
Remember  then  whose  cause  you  have  in 
hand, 

And,  like  a sort  of  true-born  scavengers, 
Scour  me  this  famous  realm  of  enemies. 

1 have  no  more  to  sav  but  this:  [th*  world. 

Stand  to  your  tackling*,  lads,  ami  shew  to 
You  c an  as  well  braudish  a sword 
As  shake  an  apron.  Saint  George,  and  on, 
my  hearts ! 

Omnes.  Saint  George,  Saint  George ! . 

[Krevnt. 

B’ffe.  T'was  well  done,  Ralph  ! I’ll  send 
thee  a cold  capon  a- field,  ami  a bottle  of 
March  beer ; and,  it  may  be,  come  myself 
to  sec  thee. 

Cit.  Nell,  the  boy  hath  deceiv  'd  me  much  ! 

I did  not  think  it  had  been  in  him.  He  has 
perform’d  such  a matter,  wench,  that,  if  l 
live,  next  year  I’ll  have  him  cuptaiu  of  the 
gailifoibt,  or  I’ll  want  my  will. 

Knter  Old  Merry  t hough t . 

Mer.  Yet,  I thank  God,  l break  not  a 
wrinkle  more  than  I had.  Not  a stoop,  boys? 
Care,  live  with  cats:  I defy  thee!  My  heart 
is  as  sound  ns  an  oak  ; and  tlio’  I want  drink 
to  wet  my  whistle,  I can  sing, 

Come  no  more  there,  hoys,  come  no  more 
there ; 

For  wc  shall  never  whilst  tre  live  coine 
any  more  there. 

Knter  a Boy;  with  a coffin. 

Hoy.  God  save  you,  sir ! 
liter  It’s  a brave  lnty.  Cnust  thou  sing  ? 
Hoy.  Yes,  sir,  I causing;  but  ’lis  not  so 
necessary  at  this  time. 


Mer.  Sing  wc,  and  chnnnt  it, 

Whilst  love  doth  grant  it. 

Boy.  Sir,  sir,  if  you  knew  what  I have 
brought  you,  you  would  have  little  list  to  sing. 
Mer.  Qh,  the  mtmon  round, 

Full  long  I have  thee  sought, 

And  now  I have  thee  found, 

And  what  hast  thou  here  brought? 

Hoy.  A coffin,  sir,  and  your  dead  son  Jas- 
per in  it. 

Mer.  Dead  ? Why,  farewell  he ! 

Thou  wust  a houiiy  bov, 

And  I did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jasper. 

Josp.  Then  I pray  you,  sir,  do  so  still. 
Mer.  Josper’s  ghost  ? 

Thou  art  welcome  from  Stvgian-lake  so 
soon ; 

Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  thin- s 
In  Pluto’s  court  are  done. 

Jus/k  By  iny  troth,  sir,  I ne’er  came  there; 
’tis  loo  hot  for  me,  sir. 

Mer.  A merry  ghosr,  a very  merry  ghost ! 

And  where  is  your  true  love  ? Oh,  where 
is  yours? 

Josp.  Marry,  look  you,  sir  ! 

[Heaves  up  the  coffin. 
Mer . Ah,  ha ! art  thou  good  attimt,  i’faith? 
With  hey  tricksy  terlerie- whisk  in. 

The  world  it  runs  on  wheels. 

When  the  young  man’s 

Up  goes  the  maiden’s  heels. 

Mrs . Merrythought  and  Michael  within. 
Mrs.  Mer.  What,  master  Merrythought ! 
will  you  not  let’s  in?  What  do  you  think  shall 
become  of  us? 

Mer.  What  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our 
d»K>r  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough ; I 
am  sure  I have  uothceu  such  a stranger  to  you. 
Mer.  And  some  they  whistled,  and  some 
they  sung, 

I Icy  down,  down! 

And  some  did  loudlv  sav, 

F.ver  as  the  lord  Barnet’s  horn  blew. 
Away,  Musgrave,  away  ®*. 

JiTrs.  Mer.  You  will  not  have  us  starve 
here,  will  you,  master  Merrythought? 

Jasp.  Nay,  good  sir,  he  persuaded;  she’s 
my  mother: 

II  her  offences  Imve  been  great  against  vou. 
Let  your  own  love  remember  she  is  yours, 
And  so  forgive  her 

Luce.  Good  master  Merrythought, 

I.et  me  entreat  you ; I will  not  he  denied. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Why,  master  Merrythought, 
w.H  you  he  a vex’d  thing  still? 


**  And  some  they  whistled , &e.]  The  ballad  from  which  this  stanza  is  taken  is  printed  in 
Percy's  lteliqucs  of  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  iii.  p.  GJ.  R. 
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[Act  b. 


A[cr.  Woman,  T take  von  to  my  love  again ; 
But  yon  shall  sing  before  you  enter ; therefore 
Dispateh  your  song,  nnH  so  come  in. 

Mr*.  Mcr.  Well,  von  must  have  your  will, 
when  all’s  Hone.  Micke,  what  song  canst 
thou  sing,  boy? 

Mich.  I can  sing  none  forsooth,  hut  A 
Loilv’s  Daughter  of  Paris,  properly. 

JMich.  [mags.]  It  wusn  lady’s  daughter,  Ate. 
Mcr.  Come,  you’re  welcome  homo  again. 
If  such  danger  he  in  playing. 

And  jest  must  to  earnest  turn, 

You  shad  go  no  more  a-mayiog 
Merck.  \ within.}  Are  you  within,  sir?  mas- 
ter Merrythought ! 

Jtts/i.  It  is  iny  master’s  voice : good  sir,  go 
hold  him 

In  talk  whilst  we  convey  ourselves  into 
Some  inward  room. 

Mcr.  What  urc  you?  are  you  merry? 

You  must  l»e  very  merry,  if  you  enter. 
Mcrch.  I am,  sir. 

Mer.  Sing  then. 

Mcrch.  Nay,  good  sir,  open  to  me. 

Mcr.  Sing,  l say, 

Or,  by  the  merry  heart,  you  come  not  ill ! 
Mach.  Well,  sir.  I’ll  sing. 

Fortune  my  foe*',  Sic. 

Mcr.  You’re  welcome,  sir,  you’re  welcome ! 
You  sec  your  entertainment ; ’pray  you  he 
merry. 

Mcrch.  Oil,  master  Merrythought,  I’m 
come  to  ask  you 

Forgiveness  for  the  wrongs  I offer’d  you, 

And  your  most  vii  tuous  son ; they’re  infinite, 
Yet  my  contrition  shall  he  more  than  they. 

1 do  confess  my  hardness  broke  his  heart, 
For  w hich  just  lieaveu  hath  given  me  punish- 
ment [spirit. 

More  than  my  age  can  carry;  his  wnndriug 
Not  yet  nt  rest,  pursues  me  every  where. 
Crying,  4 I'll  Imunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty.’ 

M v daughter  she  is  gone,  1 know  not  how, 
Token  invisible,  and  whether  living, 

Or  in  the  grave,  *tis  yet  uncertain  to  me. 

Oh,  master  Merrythought,  these  are  the 
weights 

Will  sink  me  to  my  grave  ! Forgive  me,  sir. 
Mcr.  Why,  sir,  1 do  forgive  jou  ; and  be 
merry  ! 

And  if  the  wag  in’s  life-time  play’d  the  knave, 
Can  you  forgive  him  too? 

Mach.  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Mcr.  .Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 


Mcrch.  I do,  sir  ; 

Now,  by  my  soul,  I do. 

Mcr.  With  that  came  out  his  paramour; 
She  was  as  while  as  the  lilly  flower, 

I Icy  trod,  truly,  loly  ! 

Enter  Luce  und  Jasper. 

With  that  came  out  berown  dear  knight, 
He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  Otc. 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  ’em,  clap  their  hands 
Together;  there’s  no  more  to  be  said  i*  th 
Mcrch.  I do,  I do.  [matter, 

Ctt.  I do  m>t  like  this:  Pence,  boys!  I leaf 
me,  one  of  you!  every  body’s  part  is  come 
to  an  end  hut  Ralph's,  und  lie’s  left  out. 

Roy.  ’I  is  long  of  yourself,  sir;  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  his  part. 

Cit.  Ralph,  conic  away  ! Make  an  end  on 
him1*,  as  you  have  done  of  the  rest,  boys; 
come ! 

Wife.  Now,  good  husband,  let  him  come 
out  ami  die. 

Cit.  lie  shall,  Nell.  Ralph,  come  away 
quickly,  and  die,  hoy. 

Boy.  ’Twill  be  very  unfit  lie  slmuld  die, 
sir,  upon  no  occasion ; and  in  a mint  dy  too. 

Cit.  'Take  you  no  care  for  that,  .Sir  liny; 
is  not  his  part  at  an  end,  think  you,  win  a 
lie’s  dr  ad  ? Come  away,  Ralph  ! 

Enter  Ralph , with  a forked  arrow  through 
h is  head. 

Ralph.  When  I was  mortal  % this  my  cos- 
tive corps 

Did  lap  up  figs  and  raisins  in  the  Strand  ; 
Where  sitting,  1 espied  a lovely  dame. 
Whose  master  wrought  with  lingell6*  and  with 
uwl, 

And  underground  he  vamped  many  a boot : 
Straight  did  her  love  prick  forth  me,  tondn 
sprig. 

To  follow  feats  of  arms  in  warlike  wise. 
Thro*  Wnltlmni-Desart ; where  I did  perform 
(Many  utehievciucnts,  and  did  lav  on  ground 
Huge  Barba roso.  that  insulting  giant. 

And  all  his  captives  soon  set  at  liberty. 

Then  honour  prick'd  me  from  in y native  soil 
Into  Moldavia,  where  I gain’d  the  love 
Of  Pouipiona,  Ins  beloved  daughter; 

But  yet  p rov’d  constant  to  the  black -thumb'll 

maid 

Susan,  and  scorned  Pompioim’s  love; 

Yet  liberal  J was,  auil  gave  her  pins, 

And  muucy  for  her  father's  officers. 


Fortune  my  foe.']  Sec  note  * on  The  Custom  of  the  Country. 

Make  on  him .J  The  two  words  winch  w<*  have  added  seem  absolutely  necessary  to  tire 
comph  tion  of  the  sense. 

67  When  I an*  mortal,  &c.]  This  speed)  is  a parody  on  that  of  the  Ghost  of  Andrea,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  famous  play  of  Jeronimo: 

* When  this  eternal  substance  of  mv  soul 
4 Did  live  imprison’d  in  my  wonted  flesh.’  &c.  R. 

Inn  cell.}  A thread  oi  hemp  rubbed  with  rosin,  dec.  used  by  the  rustics  for  mending 
their  shoes.  Percy. 
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Act  5.] 

I then  returned  home,  and  thrust  myself 
In  action,  and  by  all  men  chosen  was 
Tnc  lord  of  May  ; where  I did  flourish  it, 
AVith  scarfs  and  rinses,  and  posy  in  my  hand6*. 
After  this  action  i preferred  whs. 

And  chosen  city-captain  at  Mile-End, 

With  hat  and  leather,  and  with  leading  staff, 
And  train’d  my  men,  and  brought  them  all 
otf  clean,  [noise. 

Save  one  naan  that  bewray’d  him  with  tin; 
But  all  these  thing-*  l Ralph  did  undertake. 
Only  for  my  beloved  Susan’s  sake. 

Then  coining  home,  and  sitting  in  my  shop 
With  apron  blue,  Death  came  unto  my  stall 
To  cheapen  uquuvittr ; but  ere  I 
Could  take  the  bottle  down,  and  fill  a taste, 
Death  caught  a pound  of  pepper  in  Ins  hand, 
And  sprinkled  ail  my  face  and  body  o’er, 
Aud  tu  an  instant  vanished  away 
( 'it.  ’ 1 ts  a pretty  fiction,  i*  faith  1 
R'tlpli.  Then  took  I up  my  bow  and  shaft 
in  hand, 

A ml  walked  in  Moorfields  to  cool  myself: 
But  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  me  again. 
And  shot  tins  forked  arrow  thro*  my  head; 
And  now  I faint  ; therefore  he  warn’d  by  uie, 
My  fellow s every  one,  of  forked  heads  !* 
Farewell,  all  you  good  boys  in  merry  Loudon! 


Ne’er  shall  wc  more  upon  Shrove-Tuesdtty 
meet, 

And  pluck  down  houses  of  iniquity ; 

(My  pain  ciicreaseth)  I shall  nev*  r more 
Hold  open,  whilst  another  pumps,  both  legs, 
Nor  daub  u salt  in  gown  with  rotten  mgs; 
Set  up  a stake,  oh,  never  more  I shall ! 

I die  ! fly,  fly,  my  soul,  to  Grocers'  Hall ! Oh, 
ol»,  oh,  ike. 

Wife.  Well  said,  Ralph  ! do  your  obeisance 
to  the  gerillciiien,  and  go  your  ways  Well 
said,  Ralph  ! [ Exit  Halph. 

Mrr.  .Rethinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  aud 
unexpectedly  reconciled,  should  not  part 
without  a song. 

Merck.  A good  motion. 

Mrr.  Strike  up  then  ! 

Belter  musiek  ne’er  was  known, 
x Tlmit  n quire  of  hearts  in  one. 

Let  each  other,  that  hath  been 
Troubled  with  the  gall  or  spleen. 

Learn  of  us  to  keep  his  brow 
Smooth  and  plain,  as  ours  are  now ! 
Sing,  thu*  before  the  hour  of  dying; 

He  snail  rise,  and  then  be  crying, 

* I ley  ho,  'tis  nought  but  inirth 
‘ That  keeps  the  tody  from  the  earth.* 
f Exeunt  out  net. 


90  And  pocsie  in  my  kind.]  The  orthography  varied  by  Sympson  to  pusic. 


EPILOGUS. 


Cit.  Come,  Nell,  shall  we  go?  the  play’s 
done. 

Wife.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  George,  I have 
more  manners  than  so;  I’ll  speak  to  these 
gen  tie  men  first.  1 thank  you  all,  gentlemen, 
for  your  patience  and  countenance  to  Ralph, 
a poor  fatherless  child ! and  if  l may  see  you 
at  my  house,  it  should  go  hard  but  I would 


have  a pottle  of  wine,  and  a pipe  of  tobacco 
for  you;  for  truly  l hope  you  like  the  youth; 
but  I would  be  glad  to  know  the  truth  : 1 re- 
fer it  to  your  own  discretions,  whether  you 
will  applaud  him  or  no;  lor  1 will  wink,  and, 
whilst,  you  shall  do  what  you  will  — I thank 
you  with  ail  uiv  heart.  God  give  you  good 
night ! Come,  George. 


Tf!E  privy  mark  of  irony,  which  runs  through  this  play,  not  being  understood,  was  the 
reason,  says  Walter  Burre,  [In  his  Dedication  of  the  quarto  of  161.4,  folds  many  ways 
endccrcd  friend,  muister  Robert  KeysarJ  that  it  was  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost,  and  ran  the 
danger  of  being  smothered  in  perpetual  oblivion,  hud  not  Mr.  Ktyaar  been  moved  to  relict  e 
and  cherish  it.  And  that  the  Reader  may  not  think  the  hint  of  ridiculing  Romance- Writers 
was  taken  from  Don  Quixote,  the  same  Burre  assures  us‘,  in  very  strong  terms,  that  our 
Knight  came  out  into  the  world  above  a lull  year  before  the  Spaniard.  If  this  be  so,  then 
the  present  play  was  w rote  at  least  m the  year  1C04,  lor  Cervantes  did  not  publish  Ins  first 
part  before  A.  J).  1605. 

However,  tins  eight  days  performance  lias  more  gall  in  it  than  I could  wish  ; and  the 
Poet,  against  whom  the  keenest  part  of  this  satire  is  seemingly  levelled,  deserved  hettf  r 
treatment  than  we  find  he  has  met  with:  And  it  might  be  owing  perhaps  to. '■jpe  user's  friends 
tb.it  this  piece  was  suppressed  for  at  least  the  term  of  nine  years,  i.  t:.  from  1004,  in  which  it 
might  be  wrote,  to  A.  J).  1613,  when  tbe  first  quarto  copy  came  out  into  the  world.  Syutpson, 
We  by  no  meaus  credit  the  assertion  of  Walter  Burre,  that  * our  Knight  came  into 
tbe  world'  before  Don  Quixote:  It  must  be  obvious  to  every  attentive  reader  of  both, 
Vol.  II.  Q 
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that  our  Authors  derived  many  principal  hints  from  that  source.  But  a much  stronger 
proof  of  this  play  being  of'  a later  flntc  than  Burre  assorts,  is,  that  it  follower)  Hrvwoods 
Four  Prentices  (the  reference  to  which  is  fully  proved  by  the  very  ingenious  Mr.  Wartun, 
p.  4?2  of  this  volume)  of  which  we  have  no  account  till  the  vear  16  1 2.  It  therefore  ap- 
pcars  probable,  that  Cervantes  began  the  ridicule  on  Knight-Errantry ; that  I ley  wood  fol- 
lowed his  track  ; and  that  our  Authors  (even  while  they  laughed  at  Hey  wood;  built  *e;ucd 
the  same  folly  in  the  succeeding  year. 
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LOVE’S  PILGRIMAGE: 

A COMEDY. 


The  Commend  \tory  VeMes  by  Onrdiner  ascribe  this  play  to  Fletcher  alone;  the  Prologue  to 
both  Writers.  It  was  originally  printed  in  the  folio  edition  ; has  not  been  performed  for 
many  years  past;  nor  do  we  know  of  its  ever  having  received  any  alterations. 


PROLOGUE. 


To  this  place,  gentlemen,  full  many  a day 
We’ve  bid  ve  welcome,  and  to  manyaphty : 
And  those  whose  angry  souls  were  not  disens  d 
With  law,  or  lending  money, we  have  pleas'd; 

A nd  make  no  donht  to  do  again.  I nis  night, 
No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  light', 

We  must  entreat  you  look  for:  A good  tale, 
Told  in  two  hours,  we  will  not  fail, 

If  we  be  perfect,  to  rehearse  ye.  New 
Tin  sure  it  is,  and  handsome;  hut  how  true 


Let  them  dispute  that  writ  it.  Ten  to  one 
•We  please  the  women,  and  I'd  know  that  mail 
Follows  not  their  example  ! If  ye  mean 
To  know  the  play  well,  travel  with  the  scene, 
For’t  lies  upon  the  road  : if  we  chance  tire, 
As  ye  .are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i’  th*  mire; 
Another  bait  may  mend  us:  If  you  grow 
A little  gall’d  or  wcarv,  cry  but  * hoa,’ 

And  we’ll  stay  for  ye.  When  our journey  end*. 
Every  man's  pot  I hope,  and  ail  part  friends. 


1 Nor  no  light.]  The  context,  as  well  ns  the  measure,  seems  to  require  us  to  read, 
« No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  r try  light, 

1 We  must  entreat  you  look  for;' 
or  something  to  that  purpose. 


. PERSONS  II 

Governor  of  Barcelona. 

Leonardo,  a noble  Genoese. 

8a  NCH  JO,  un  old  tame  ungty  Soldier. 
ALPIIOVSO,  a choleric k Don. 

Philippo,  Son  to  Alphonsu,  I/)vcr  of  Iao- 
cudiu. 

MaKC-Antonio,  Suita  Leonardo. 

Pedro,  Friend  to  Jeonardo. 

RODORIGO,  General  of  the  Spanish  Gallics. 

I NCl'Bii,  Bailiff  of  Castrl-blunco. 

I ) l »,  Host  of  t Ixsunn. 

I.n/ARo,  Hnfitr  tn  Diego. 

Host  of  Barcelona. 

SCENE,  Baree 


•PRESENTED. 

HaililT  of  Barcelona. 

Cliirurgcons. 

Soldiers. 

Townsmen. 

Attendants. 

Theodosia,  Daughter  to  } 

Alphnnso , f in  love  xvith 

LeocaDIA,  Daughter  to  f Marc- Antonio. 

Sonchiit9  j 

Eugen  i a.  Wife  to  the  Governor  of  Barcelona, 
Hostess,  Wife  to  Diego. 

Wife  to  the  Host  of  Barcelona. 

ui  and  the  Road. 


ACT  T.. 


SCF.NF.  T. 

Enter  Incubo  and  Dicgh. 
lncuho.  mGNORdon  Diego, and  mine  host, 
^ save  thee  ! 

Diego.  I thank  you,  master  Daily. 

3 Q 


Tnc.  Oh,  the  block  ! 

Diego.  Why,  how  should  I have  answer'd  ? 
Inc.  Not  with  that 

Negligent  rudeness  ; hut,  * I kiss  vour  hands, 
‘ Signor  don  incuho  de  Hamhre ;’  and  then 
My  titles; 1 master  Daily  of  Cast  el- 131  unco.' 
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[Act  1.  Scene  t. 


Thou  ne’er  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  nn  host; 
I sorrow  for  thee,  us  my  friend  and  eossip 
No  sinoak,  nor  steam  out-breathing  from 
tin  kitchen? 

There's  little  life  i’  til*  hearth  then. 

Dir  fin.  Ay  ; there,  there  ! 

That  is  his  friendship,  hearkening  for  the  spit, 
And  sorry  that  he  cannot  smell  the  pot  hod. 
Inc.  Strange 

An  inn  should  he  so  curs’d,  and  not  the  sign 
Blasted  nor  wither’d;  very  strange!  three 
days  now, 

And  notan  egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  onion. 
DiffiO.  I tl  link  they  ha*  strow’d  th*  high- 
ways with  cal  traps,  I; 

No  horse  dares  pass  'em  ; I did  never  know 
A week  of  so  sad  doings,  since  I liist 
Stood  to  ray  si.;n-post 

Inc.  Gossip,  i have  found 
The  root  of  all : Kneel,  pray ; it  is  thvsclf 
Art  cause  thereof;  each  person  is  the  founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  i!*»od  or  bad.  But  me  ml  it; 
Call  for  thy  cloak  and  rapier. 

Diffiit.  I low ! 

Inc.  Do,  call. 

And  put  'em  on  in  haste:  Alter  thy  fortune, 
By  appearing  worthv ot  her.  Dost  thou  tltiuk 
Her  good  face  e’er  will  know  a man  in  cuerpo  Y 
In  single  body, thus?  in  hosennri  doublet. 

The  horse-boy’s  garb?  base  blank,  and  half- 
blank cuerpo Y 

Did  I,  or  master  dean  of  Sc  vil,  our  neighbour, 
E’er  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo , thiuk’st 
thou  ? 

In  squirting  hose  and  doublet?  Signor,  no  ; 
There  went  more  to’t:  There  were  cloak3, 
gowns,  cassocks, 

And  other  paramentos  : Call,  I say. 

His  cloak  and  rapier  here ! 

Enter  Hostess. 

Hostess.  What  means  your  worship? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  husband's  sword.  So  ! 
hang  it  on. 

And  now  his  cloak  ! here,  cast  it  up.  I mean, 
Gossip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  bring  you 
guests. 

Hifstess.  Why,  is  there  charm  in  this? 

Inc.  Expect.  Now  walk ; 

But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands  ! 
For  w ant  of  gravity  in  an  host  is  odious. 

You  may  remember,  gossip,  if  you  please, 
(Your  wife  being  then  th’  infanta  of  the  gip- 
sies, [thclij 

And  yourself  governing  a great  man’s  mules 
Me  a poor ’squire  at  Madrid,  attending 
A master  of  ceremonies  (but  a man,  believe  it, 
That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold-weight);  and 
such. 

Have  I heard  him  oft  sav,  ought  ev’ry  host 
Within  the  Cntlmlick  king’s  dominions 
Be,  in  his  own  house. 

Diego.  11  ow  ? 

Inc.  A master  of  ceremonies ; \ cuerpo  ; 

At  least,  vice-master,  and  to  do  nought  in 


That  was  his  maxim.  T will  tell  thee  of  him: 
lie  would  not  speak  with  an  ambassador’s 
cook, 

Sec  a cold  hake-meat  from  a foreign  part, 

In  cuerpo  : Had  a dog  hut  stay’d  w ithout, 

Or  beast  of  quality,  as  an  English  cow, 

But  to  present  itself,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  neck,  the  ruff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  the  Naples  hat. 
With  the  Home  hatband,  and  the  Florentine 
agat. 

The  Milan  sword,  the  cloak  of  Genoa,  set 
With  Flemish  buttons;  nil  his  given  pieces. 
To  entertain  ’em  in;  and  compliment 

( Knock  uilhin. 

With  a tame  cony,  as  with  the  prince  that 
Difgo.  List!  who  is  there?  [sent  it. 

Inc.  A guest,  au’t  he  thy  will ! 

Diego.  Look,  spouse;  cry  ‘luck,’  an  we 
he  encounter’d.  1 la  ? 

Hostess.  Luck  then,  ami  good ; for  Vis  a 
line  brave  guest, 

With  a brave  horse. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo 
As  you  shall  sec  occasion.  Go,  and  meet  him. 

Enter  Theodosia. 

Throd.  Look  to  my  horse,  I pray  you,  well- 
Diego,  lie  shall,  sir. 

Inc.  Oh,  how  beneath  his  rank  ami  call 
was  that  now  ! 

Yonr  I it)  rse  shall  he  entreated  as  becomes 
A horse  of  fashion,  and  his  inches. 

Throd.  Oh!  [Stay! 

Inc.  Look  to  the  cavalier!  What  ni!**  he? 
If  it  concern  his  horse,  let  it  not  trouble  bi  n ; 
lie  shall  have  all  respect  the  place  qm  Id 
Either  of  Inrlev,  or  fresh  straw.  [him ; 

Ditfio.  Good  sir, 

Look  up. 

Joe.  I Ic  sinks  ! Somewhat  to  east  upon  hitu; 
lie'll  go  away  in  cuerpo  else. 

Ditfio.  \\  lint,  wife! 

Oh,  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  some  cold 
To  cast  if»  his  sweet  lace. 

Hostess.  Alas,  fair  flower ! [ Erit. 

Inc.  Docs  anv  body  entertain  his  horse? 
Diego.  Yes;  Lnzaro  bus  hint. 

Enter  Hi'stcss,  nith  a films  of  mater. 

Inc.  Go  you  see  him  in  person. 

[Erit  Diego. 

Hostess.  Sir,  taste  a little  of  this ; of  mine 
own  water,  [me; 

1 did  distill't  myself.  Sweet  lily,  look  upon 
You  are  hut  newly  blown,  my  pretty  tulip; 
Faint  not  upon  your  stalk.  ’Tis  firm, and  fresh. 
Stand  up  : So ! bolt  upright.  You’re  yet  in 
growing. 

Thanh  Tray  you  let  me  have  a chamber. 
Hostess.  That  you  shall,  sir. 

Thcod.  And  where  I may  be  private,  I en- 
treat you. 

Hostess.  For  that,  in  troth,  sir,  we’re  no 
choice : Our  houte 
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Act  1.  Scene  1.] 

Is  but  a vent  of  need*,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a guest  between  the  greater  towns, 
As  they  come  late  ; tmly  one  room — - 
Inc.  She  means,  sir,  it  is  none 
Of  those  wild  scatter’d  heaps  call’d  inns, 
where  scarce 

The  host’s  heard,  tho’  he  wind  his  horu  t’  his 
people ; 

Here  is  a competent  pile,  wherein  the  man, 
Wife,  servants,  all  do  live  witnin  the  whistle. 
Husttss.  Onlv  one  room  — — — 

Inc.  A pretty  modest  quadrangle ! 

She  will  describe  to  you. 

Hostess.  (Wherein  stand  two  beds,  sir) 
We  have;  and  where,  if  any  guest  do  come, 
He  must  of  force  be  lodg’d;  that  is  the  truth, 
sir. 

Enter  Diego. 

Theod.  Rut  if  I pay  you  for  both  vour  hods, 
That  should  alike  content  you.  [inctliinks, 

Hostess.  That  it  shall,  sir  : 

If  I be  paid.  I’m  paid. 

Theod.  Why,  there’s  a ducat ; 

Will  that  make  your  content? 

Hostess.  Oh,  the  sweet  face  on  you  ! 

A ducat  ? yes : All  there  were  three  beds,  sir, 
Ami  twice  so  many  rooms,  which  is  fine  more. 
You  should  he  private  in  them  all,  in  all,  sir: 
No  one  should  have  a piece  of  a bed  with  you ; 
Not  master  dean  of  Sevil  himself,  l swear, 
Tim’  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did, 
When  h*  had  like  t’  have  been  ta’en  a-bed 
with  the  Moor, 

And  gelt  by’r  nm-ter ; you  shall  lie  as  private 
As  if  you  lay  in's  own  great  house  that’s 
haunted. 

Where  nobody  comes,  they  say. 

Theod.  I thank  you,  Hostess. 

'Pray  you,  will  you  slit-w  me  in? 

Hostess.  Yes, marry  will  I,  sir; 

And  pray  that  not  a flea,  or  a chinch 3 vex 
you.  [Exeunt  Hostess  unit  Theod. 

Inc.  You  forget  supper  ! Gossip,  move  for 
supper. 

Diego.  Tis  strange  what  love  to  a beast 
may  do ! his  horse 
Threw  luiii  into  this  lit. 

Inc.  You  shall  excuse  inc ; 

It  was  his  being  in  cucrpo  merely  caus’d  it. 
Diego.  Do  you  think  so,  sir? 
lac.  Most  unlucky  cuerpof  [tridge, 

Nought  else,  lie  looks  as  he  would  eat  par- 
This  guest;  ha’  you  'em  ready  in  the  house? 
Ami  a tine  piece  of  kid  now?  and  fresh  gar- 
lick, 


Enter  Hostess. 

With  a sardinn  and  Zant  oil*? — IIow  now? 
Has  he  bespoke  ? what,  will  he  have  a brace, 
Ur  but  one  partridge  ? or  a shorl-ieg’d  lien, 
Daintily  carbonado’d  ? 

Hostess.  ’Las,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a supper  as  he. 

Inc.  lla? 

Hostess.  II’  bus  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than 
his  shadow. 

Inc.  Say  you  ? 

Diegd.  IIow  does  your  worship  ? 

Jnc.  I put  on 

My  left-shoe  fir^t  to-day,  (now  I perceive  it) 
And  skipt  a bead  in  saying  them  over,  else 
l could  not  be  thus  cross’d  ! lie  cannot  he 
A hove  seventeen  ; one  of  his  years,  and  have 
No  better  a stomach? 

Hostess.  And  in  such  good  clonths  too! 
Diego.  Nay,  those  do  often  make  the  sto- 
mach worse,  wife; 

That  is  no  reason. 

Lie.  I could,  at  his  years,  gossips, 

(As  temperate  as  you  sec  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  ducks,  with  my  half-goose,  my 
cony. 

Ami  drank  rny  w hole  twelve  marvedis  in  wine. 
As  easy  as  I now  get  dow  n thice  olives. 

Dug o.  And,  with  your  temperance-favour, 
yet  I think 

Your  worship  would  putto’t  at  six  and  thirty  •% 
For  a good  wager;  and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc.  1 do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth 
can  do ; 

1 have  not  provM  it  lately. 
lLego.  That’s  the  grief,  sir. 

Inc.  Bat  is  he,  without  hope  then,  gone 
to-bed  ? 

Hostess.  T fear  so,  sir ; h*  has  lock’d  the 
floor  close  to  him : 

Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Lie.  That  i-»  with  fasting.  [had. 

You  should  ha*  told  him,  gossip,  what  you  had 
Given  him  the  inventory  of  your  kitchen; 

It  is  the  picklock  in  an  mu,  and  ofreu 
Opens  a close-barr’d  stomach.  What  may 
he  he,  trow  ? 

Hus  he  so  good  a horse  ? 

Diego.  Oh,  a brave  jennet, 

As  e’er  your  worship  saw. 

Inc.  And  he  eats  ? 

Diego.  Strongly. 

Inc.  A mighty  solecism ! Ilcav’n  give  tne 
What  creatures  has  lie?  [patience  ! 

Hostess.  None. 


* Tcnta.]  An  inn.  Hispanic d Theobald. 

* Chinch.]  Stevens's  .Spanish  Dictionary  explains  chinche  in  this  manner:  ‘ An  insect  hrerd- 

* ing  in  wood,  and  particularly  in  bedsteads.  We  call  them  bugs,  and  from  the  French  />«- 
‘ noises,  I^atin  diner,  thence  corruptly  chinche R. 

* With  a snrdiim  and  cunt  oil*]  A sardinn , or  sardiny,  is  an  anchovy.  Sympson. 

s Your  u’ors/tip  would  put  to’t  ut  six  and  thirty.]  Sympson  says,  * This  is  not  an  age  for  a 

* man  to  be  culled  old  at:  Six  and  fifty,  I imagine,  was  what  our  Authors  wrote.’  We  see 
no  reason  for  tiiis  variation;  thirty-six  is  old  to  seventeen. 
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hie.  And  so  well  c loath’d. 

And  so  well  mounted? 

l)iega.  That’s  all  niv  wonder,  cir, 

YVho  he  should  he:  lie  is  attir’d  and  hors’d 
For  the  constable's  son  of  Spain. 

hie.  My  wonder's  more  [night 

Ilf:  should  want  appetite. — Well,  a good 
To  both  my  gossips!  I will  for  this  time 
Put  off  the  thought  of  supping,  lntlieinom- 
Kememher  him  of  breakfast,  pray  you.  (ing, 
Hostess.  I shall,  sir. 

Diego.  A hungry  lime,  sir. 

Inc.  W e that  live  like  mire 
On  others*  meat,  must  watch  when  we  ran 
get  it.  [ Exit. 

Hottest.  Yes,  hut  I would  not  tell  him,  our 
fair  guest 

Says,  tho*  he  eat  no  supper,  he  will  pay 
For  one. 

Diego.  Onod  news ! we’ll  eat  it,  spouse, 
t’  his  health. 

Twas  pohlickly  done  t’  admit  no  shaicrs. 
Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  Look  to  the  mules  there ! Where’s 
mine  host? 

Diego.  Here,  sir. — 

Another  fairy  ? 

Hostess  Bless  me ! 

Phil.  From  what,  sweet  Hostess? 

Are  you  afraid  o’  your  guests? 

Hostess.  From  angels,  sir;  [night. 

1 think  there’s  none  but  such  come  here  to- 
2Mv  house  had  never  so  good  luck  before, 
l or  brave  fine  guests:  And  yet,  the  ill  lurk 
I cannot  hid  you  welcome.  [on't  is, 

Phil.  No  ? 

H 'stcss.  Not  lodge  you,  sir. 

J hit.  Not,  Hostess? 

Hostess.  No,  in  troth,  sir  ; I do  tell  you, 
Because  you  may  provide  in  time;  my  beds 
Are  both  ta’cn  up  by  a young  cavalier, 

That  will  anti  must  he  private. 

Dirtgo.  lie  has  paid,  sir. 

For  all  our  rhnmbcrs. 

Hostess.  Which  is  one;  and  beds,  [sir, 
Which  I already  hu*  told  you  are  two.  But, 
So  sweet  a creature — I am  very  sorry 
I cannot  lodge  you  by  him  ; you  look  so  like 

You're  both  the  loveliest  pieces [him! 

Phil.  What  train  has  he? 

Diego.  None  hut  himself. 

Phil.  And  will  no  less  than  both  beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Hostess.  11’  has  giv’n  me  a ducat  for  ’em. 
Phil.  Oh, 

You  give  me  reason, Hostess.  Is  lie  handsome, 
And  young,  d*  you  say  ? 

Hostess.  Oh,  sir,  the  dflicnt’st  flesh. 

And  finest  clonths  withal,  and  such  a horse, 
Wtth  such  a sad i lie  ! 

Phil.  She's  in  love  with  all. 

The  horse,  and  him,  and  saddle,  and  cloaths. 
Good  woman, 

Thou  justifiest  thy  sex,  lov'st  all  that’s  brave. 


[Act  1.  Scene  1. 

Enter  Incvbo. 

Sure,  tho’  I lie  o’  th*  grouud,  I’ll  stay  here 
now, 

And  have  a sight  of  him:  You’ll  give  me 
house-room, 

Fire,  and  fresh  meat,  for  money,  gentle 
And  make  me  a pallet?  [Uosteas, 

Jnc.  Sir,  she  shall  do  reason. — 

T understood  you  had  another  guest,  gos-* .ps: 
’Pray  you  let  his  mule  he  look'd- to,  have 
good  straw. 

And  store  of  bran.  And,  gossip,  do  you  hear. 
Let  him  not  stay  for  supper:  What  goad 
fowl  ha’  you  ? 

This  gentleman  would  cat  a pheasant. 

Hostess  ’Las,  sir, 

We  ha*  no  such. 

Inc.  I kiss  your  hands,  fair  sir.— 

What  ha’  you  then?  speak  w lint  you  have.— 
Pm  one,  sir. 

Here  for  the  Catholic  king,  an  officer 
T’ enquire  w lmt  guests  come  to  these  places: 
You,  sir. 

Appear  a person  of  quality,  and  ’tis  fit 
You  he  accommodated.— Why  speak  you  not J 
What  ha’ you,  woman  ? are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have  ? 

Phil.  This  is  a most  strange  man, 

T appoint  mv  meat  ! 

Hostess  The  half  of  a cold  lien,  sir, 

Apd  a boil’d  quarter  of  kid,  is  all  i’  th*  house. 
Inc . Why,  all's  but  cold.  Let  him  sce’t 
forth;  cover, 

And  give  the  eye  some  satisfaction  : [salt  : 

A traveller’s  stomach  must  sec  bread  and 
His  holly  is  nearer  to  him  than  his  kindred.—* 
Cold  hen’s  a pretty  meat,  sir. 

Phil.  What  vou  please. — 

I am  resolv’d  t obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  kid,  [orange: 

With  poper,  gariick,  and  the  juice  of  an 
She  shall  with  salkids  help  it,  ami  clean 
linen. — 

Dispatch! — What  news  at  court,  sir? 

Phil  ’Faith,  new  tires 
Most  of  the  ladies  have,  the  men  old  suits; 
Only  the  king's  fool  has  a new  coat 
To  sen  e you. 

Inc.  I did  guess  you  came  from  thence,  sir. 
Phil.  But  I do  know  1 did  not. 

Inc.  I mistook,  fir. 

What  hear  you  of  the  archdukes? 

Phil,  Troth,  your  question. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Servants,  with  a table. 
Inc.  Of  the  Frenclt  business  what? 

Phil.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more? 

They  say  the  French — Oh,  that’s  well ; come, 
I’ll  help  you. 

Have  you  no  giblets  now  ? or  a broil’d  rasher  ? 
Or  some  such  present  dish  t’  assist  ? 

Hixless.  Not  any,  sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault ! you  ne’er  should 
be  without 
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Sucli  aids : What  cottage  would  ha*  lack’d  a 
pheasant 

At  such  a time  a*  this  ? Well,  bring  your  hen 
And  Lid  forth  quickly. 

Phil.  That  should  he  my  prayer, 

To  ’scape  his  inquisition. 

Inc.  Sir,  the  French,  [tn  ; j 

They  sav,  are  divided  ‘bout  their  match  with 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 4 

Phil.  As  of  nought  to  me,  sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it’s  us  little  to  me  too;  hut  I 
h>ve  [tions 

To  ask  after  these  things,  to  know  th’uffec- 
Of  states  and  princes,  now  and  then,  lor  bet- 
tering— 

Phil.  Of  your  own  ignorance. 

Inc.  Yes,  sir. 

Phil.  Many  do  so. 

Inc.  I cannot  live  without  it.  What  d’you 
hear  [return’d. 

Of  our  Indian  fleet?  they  say,  they’ re  well 

Phil.  I had  no  vulture  with  ’em,  sir;  had 
you  ? 


I Inter  Host  ns  ftr\d  Servants , with  meat. 
Inc.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir  ? 

Phi/.  ’Cause  it  might  concent  you  ; 

Jt  does  not  me. 

Inc.  Oh,  here’s  vour  meat  come. 

Phil.  Thanks! 

I w elcotne  tt  ut  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  stools  here ! [kid, 

And  bid  mine  host  bring  wine. — I’ll  try  your 
If  he  be  sweet:  He  looks  well#  Yes;  lie’s 
Pd  curve  vqu,  sir.  [good. 

Pint.  You  use  me  too,  too  princely ; 
T*»**tc,  and  carve  too  ! 

Inc.  1 love  to  do  these  offices. 

Phil.  I think  you  do;  for  whose  sake? 
Inc.  For  then. -elves,  sir  ; 

The  \ cry  doing  of  them  is  reward. 

Phil,  il’had  little  faith  would  not  believe 
you,  sir. 

Inc.  Go?sip,  some  wine  ! 

Enter  Diego,  with  wine. 

Diego.  Here  ’ti.-,  f)ud  right  St.  Martin. 
Jin'.  Measure  me  out  a glass. 

I/ul.  I love  the  humanity 
LVd  hi  tins  place. 

Inc.  8:r,  J salute  you  here. 

Phil.  I kiss  your  bauds,  sir. 

Inc.  Good  wine  ! it  will  beget  an  appetite : 
Fill  him,  and  sit  down,  gossip;  entertain 
\uur  noble  guest  here,  as  becomes  your  title. 
Diego.  Please  you  to  like  tins  wine,  sir? 
Phil.  I dislike 

Nothing,  mine  host,  but  that  I may  not  see 
Your  conceal’d  guest.  Here’s  to  you! 

Du  go.  in  good  faith,  sir, 

| wish  y’  as  well  as  huu;  'would  you  might 
see  him ! 

Ini.  And  wherefore  may  he  not? 


Diego.  IV  has  lock’d  himself,  sir, 

Up;  and  lias  hir’d  both  the  beds  o’  my  wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phil.  I’ll  give  as  much 
(If  that  will  do’t)  for  one,  os  he  for  both  : 
What  say  you,  mine  host?  The  door  once 
5pcn, 

I’ll  fling  myself  upon  the  next  lied  to  him. 
And  there’s  an  end  of  me  till  morning ; noise 
I will  make  none. 

Diego.  I wish  vour  worship  well ; but 

Inc.  His  honour  is  engag’d ; and  my  she- 
gossip 

Hath  past  her  promise,  hath  she  not? 

Diego.  Yes,  truly.  [house.* 

Inc.  That  touchcth  to  the  credit  of  the 
Well,  I will  cat  a little,  and  think.  How  say 
you,  sir, 

Unto  this  brawn  o’  th*  hen  ? 

Phil.  1 ha’  more  mind 
To  get  this  lied,  sir. 

Inc.  8.i y you  so?  wliy  then, 

Give’t  rue  again,  and  drink  to  me.  Mine  host, 
Fill  him  Ins  wine!  Thou Vt dull,  and  dost  not 
praise  it. 

I cat  Hut  to  teach  you  the  way,  sir. 

Phil.  8ir, 

Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  mein  this  chamber. 
I’ll  give  mine  host  two  ducats  for  his  bed, 
And  you,  sir,  two  reals.  Here’s  to  you ! 

Inc.  Excuse  me ; [me. 

I am  not  mercenary.  Gossip,  pledge  him  for 
1 II  think.  A little  more ; hut  ev’n  one  bit ; 
And  then — Talk  on ; you  cannot  interrupt  me. 
Diego.  This  piece  of  wmc,  sir,  cost  me— 

luc.  May!  I’ve  found 

This  little  morsel,  and  then.  — Here’s  excel- 
lent garlick ! 

Have  you  not  n bunch  of  grapes  uow,  or 
some  bacon. 

To  give  the  month  a relish? 

Diegu.  Wife,  d’  you  hear? 

Inc.  it  is  no  matter.  8ir,  give  mine  host 
your  ducats. 

Diego  How,  sir ! 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  ’em:  I will  save 
The  honesty  of  your  house ; and  voms  too, 
gossip;  ' [chamber. 

And  I will  lodge  the  gentleman.  81a  w ihw 
Diego  Good  sir,  d’ you  hear? 

Inc.  Ahew  me  the  chamber. 

Diego.  ’Pray  you,  sir. 

Do  not  disturb  my  gu.-st7. 

Inc.  Disturb?  I hope  [lodging, 

1 he  Catholick  king,  sir,  may  command  a 
Without  disturbing,  in  his  vnssnl’s  house, 
For  any  minister  of  his,  employ’d 
In  business  of  the  state.  Where  is  the  door?— 
Open  the  door  ! Who  are  you  there  ? W ithm! 
In  the  king’s  name! 

Thun/,  [ii  ithin.  j What  would  you  have? 
Inc.  Your  key,  sir. 

And  your  door  open:  I have  here  command 


7 Guests  ] Former  editions. 
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To  lodge  a gent’eman;  from  the  justice,  sent 
17 pou  tlic  king's  affairs. 

Thaul.  Kings  ami  necessities 
Must  hr  obey’d:  The  key’s  under  the  door. 
Inc.  I Low  now,  sir?  are  you  fitted  r you 
secur'd?  * [eight. 

Phil.  Your  two  reals  arc  grown  a piece  of 
Inc.  Excuse  inc,  sir ! 

Phil.  ’Twill  buy  a hen,  and  wine, 

Sir,  for  tomorrow.  [Krit. 

Inc.  1 do  hi's  your  hands,  sir.-1— 

Well,  this  will  bear  my  charge  yet  to  the 
gallics,  [night, 

(Where  1 am  owing  a ducat)  whither  this 
By  the  moon’s  leave,  I’ll  march;  lor  in  the 
morning 

Early,  they  pot.  from  Port  St.  Mary’s. 

D'ugo.  Lazaro!  [Krcunt  all  tut  Diego. 

p.nter  Laznro. 
llow  do  the  horses  ? 

Lat.  ’Would  you  would  go  and  see,  sir? 

A plague  of  all  jades1,  what  a clap  IT  lias  j 
given  me ! 

Assure  as  you  live,  master,  hr  knew  perfectly 
I cozen’d  him  on’s  oats  ; he  look’d  upon  me. 
And  then  he  sneer’d,  ns  who  should  >ay, 

4 Take  heed, sirrah  ! ’ [know 

And  when  he  saw  our  half-peck,  which  you 
Was  but  an  old  court-dish,  Lord,  how  lie 
stampt ! 

J thought ’t  lmd  been  for  joy  ; when  suddenly 
He  cuts  me  a back  caper  with  bis  heels. 

And  takes  unjust  o’  th  t rapper;  down  came  I, 
And  all  inv  ounce  of  oats  : 'Then  be  nc  gh’d 
As  tho’  h’  had  had  a inare  by  th*  tail,  [out, 
Diego.  ’Faith,  Lazaro, 

We  urc  to  blame,  to  use  the  poor  dumb  scr- 
$o  cruelly.  [vitors 

Im t.  Yonder’s  this  other  gentleman’s  horse. 
Keeping  Our  J^idy  eve;  the  devil  a bit 
IT  has  got  since  he  came  in  yet;  there  he 
stands,  [sir, 

And  looks,  and  looks  — But  ’tisyour  pleasure, 


lie  shall  look  lean  enough.  11’  has  bay  be- 
fore him, 

But  ’ris  as  big  as  hemp,  and  will  as  soon 
chunk  him, 

Unless  he  eat  it  butter’d.  He  bad  four  shoes, 
And  good  ones,  when  he  came;  'tis  a strange 
wonder. 

With  standing  still  he  should  cast  three. 

Diego.  Oli,  J-nzaro,  [it; 

Tin.  devil’s  in  this  trade!  Truth  never  knew 
And  to  the  devil  we  shall  travel,  Lazaro, 
Unless  we  mend  our  manners.  Once  ev’ry 
week 

I meet  with  such  a knock  to  mollify  me. 
Sometimes  a dozen  to  awake  my  conscience, 
Yet  sti  l l sleep  securely. 

Luz.  Certain,  master, 

Wc  must  use  better  dealing. 

JLego.  Taith,  for  mine  own  part, 

(Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  issues) 
l could  be  well  content  to  steal  but  two  girths. 
And  now  and  tlieii  a saddle-cloth ; change  a 
Only  for  exercise.  [bridle, 

Liz.  If  we  could  stay  there, 

There  were  some  hope  on ’s,  master  ; but  the 
devil  is  [dies, 

We’re  drunk  so  early,  wc  mistake  whole  sad- 
Soinetimcs  a horse ; and  then  it  set-ms  to  us 
too 

Ev’ry  poor  jade  has  his  whole  pi  ck,  and 
tumbles 

Up  to  his  cars  in  clean  straw ; and  every 
bottle  | >»r, 

Shews  at  the  least  a dozen  ; when  the  truth  i*, 
There's  no  such  mat  or,  not  a smell  of  pro- 
vender,  [lad, 

Not  so  much  straw  as  would  tie  up  n liorsc- 
Nor  any  thing  i'  th’  rack,  but  two  old  cob- 
webs, [neat. 

And  so  much  rotten  bay  as  bad  heen  a lit  if* 
Diego.  Well,  these  mistaking*  must  be 
mended,  Lazaro, 

These  apparitions,  that  abuse  our  senses. 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  sweep  the  tnungcr, 


* A plague,  of  all  jades,  Ike.]  The  scene  now  coming  on-likewise  occurs  in  .lonson’s  comedy 
of  The  New  Inn,  with  sc  nrcc  any  variation  in  the*  sentiment,  though  a good  deal  in  the  dia- 
logue. 'The  following  is  .Mr.  Wiial ley’s  note  upon  this  subject: 

4 What  follows  in  this  scene,  about  the  tric*s  of  ostlers,  occurs  likewise  in  the  first  act 

* of  Fletcher’s  Love’s  Pilgrimage;  and  perhaps  there  tnay  be  some  difficulty  in  accounting 
4f»r  tins  coincidence.  We  are  told  that  some  plays  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  being  left 

* imperfect,  they  were  fitted  for  the  stage  bv Shirley,  who  added  what  he  thought  necessary 
4 to  complete  them:  And  that  it  is  probable  he  here  borrowed  from  our  Author’s  New  Inn, 
4 what  parses  between  Lazaro  and  Diego  in  Love’s  Pilgrimage:  And  this  he  thought,  prf- 

* haps,  mtghi.be  done  with  safety  enough,  as  The  New  Inn  met  with  il!  success  in  the  repre- 
4 sentation.  Could  we  certainly  know  that  play  to  have  been  left  deficient  by  its  author,  l 

* should  readily  admit  the  solution:  But  I think  it  more  probable,  this  scene  was  originally 
4 given  to  Tieteber  by  Junson  himsell : Fletcher  died  in  1625,  and  The  New  Inn  was  not 

* brought  upon  the  stage  till  104/9.  Our  Author,  therefore,  might  naturally  redemand  his 
4 own  property,  when  so  fair  an  occasion  occurred  for  employing  it  himself:  Otherwise,  I 
4 do  not  see  how  we  can  account  for  part  of  this  play’s  appearing  long  before,  in  the  per- 
4 ft  >nn  a nee  ot  another  author.  It  wd!  not,  I believe,  be  said  that  Joiison  was  the  borrower; 
4 for  the  whole  scene  is  entirely  in  his  manner*  And  we  have  an  instance  in  pur  Author's 

* Sejauus,  how  extremely  scrupulous  he  was  in  claiming  to  himself  what  w as  the  production 
ot  another  person.’ 
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Art  1.  Scene  2.] 

But  put  in  nothing ; these  fancies  must  be 
forgot. 

And  we  must  pray  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  us 
Whose  hor*e  we  ought,  in  conscience,  to 
cozen,  [suffer 

And  how,  and  when  : A parson’s  horse  may 
A little  greasing  in  his  teeth,  *tis  wholesome, 
And  keeps  him  in  a sober  shuffle;  and  his 
saddle 

May  want  a stirrup,  and  it  may  he  sworn 
Hi-,  learning  lay  on  one  side,  and  so  broke  if : 
II*  has  ever  oats  ill's  clonk-bag  to  prevent  us9, 
And  therefore  ’tis  a meritorious  ortice 
To  tithe  him  soundly. 

Iaiz.  And  a grazier  may  [suspicious) 
(I'or  those  are  pinching  pnekfoists ami 
Suffer  a mist  before  his  eyes  sometimes  too, 
And  think  he  sees  his  horse*  eat  half'-a- bushel; 
When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  gums  with  salt, 
’fill  all  the  skin  come  off,  he  shall  but  mum- 
ble 

Like  an  old  woman  that  were  chewing  brawn, 
Anri  drop  ’em  out  again. 

J )icgo.  'fhat  may  do  well  too,  [znro, 
And  nodouht  'tis  but  venial:  But,  good  La- 
Have  you  a care  of  understanding  horses. 
Horses  with  angry  heels,  gentlemen’s  horses. 
Horses  that  know  the  w orld  ! Let  them  have 
meat  [ribs 

Till  their  teeth  ache,  and  rubbing  ’till  their 
Shine  like  a wench’s  forehead  ; they  are  de- 
vils— 

La:.  And  look  into  our  dealings.  As  sure 
as  wc  live,  [prophets; 

These  courtiers*  horses  are  a kind  of  Welch 
Nothing  cun  be  hid  from  'em : For  mine  own 
pnrt,  [der’d. 

The  next  I cozen  of  that  kind  shall  be  foun- 
And  of  aU  four  too;  J‘ll  no  more  such  cora- 
Upon  my  crupper.  [pliuients 

Diego.  Steal  but  a little  longer, 

Till  1 am  lam’d  too,  and  we’ll  repent  together; 
It  will  not  be  above  two  days. 

Laz.  By  that  time 

1 shall  be  well  again,  and  all  forgot,  sir. 
Diego,  Why  then,  I’ll  stay  for  thee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  JI. 

Theodosia  and  Philip  po  discovered  on  several 
beds. 

Theod.  Oh — ho!  oh — ho! 

Phil.  Ha ! [heart ! 

Theod.  Oh — oh  ! — Heart,  heart,  heart, 
Phil,  What’s  that?  [break? 

Theod.  W hen  wilt  thou  break,  break,  break, 
Phil,  Ha ! 

I would  the  voice  were  stronger",  or  I nearer. 
'Theod.  Shame,  shame,  eternal  shatne! 
what  have  I done 


Phil.  Done?  [ney 

Theod.  And  to  no  end  ! what  a wild  jour- 
Havc  I more  wildly  undertaken! 

Phil.  Journey  ? [or  fear  ! 

Theod.  How,  without  counsel,  care,  reason, 
Phil.  Whither  will  this  tit  carry  ? 

Theod.  Oh,  my  folly  ! 

Phil.  This  is  no  common  sickness. 

Theod.  How  have  I left 
All  I should  love,  or  keep!  Oh,  Heav’n! 
Phil.  Sir! 

Theod.  Ha! 

Phil . How  do  you,  gentle  sir? 

Theod.  Alas,  my  fortune  ! 

Phil.  It  seems  your  sorrow  oppresses; 
Please  your  goodness. 

Let  me  hour  half,  sir;  a divided  burthen 
Is  so  made  lighter. 

Theod.  Oh! 

Phil.  That  sigh  betrays 
The  fullness  of  your  grief. 

Theod.  Ay,  if  that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  iny  understanding, 

I should  have  well  remember’d  where  1 was. 
And  in  what  company  ; and  clapc  a lock 
Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil.  Worthy  sir, 

Let  it  not  add  t’  your  grief,  that  I have  heard 
A sigh  or  groan  come  from  you;  that  is  all, 
sir. 

Theod.  Good  sir,  no  more ! you’ve  heard 
too  much,  I fear : 

’Would  I had  taken  poppy  when  I spake  it ! 

Phil.  It  seems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me. 
And  would  have  fear'd  much  more,  had  you 
spoke  atight 

I could  interpret.  But,  believe  it,  sir. 

Had  I had  means  to  look  into  your  breast, 
And  ta’en  you  sleeping  here,  that  so  securely 
I might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would 
I would  not  have  betray’d  you.  [hide, 

Theod.  Sir,  that  speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almost  would  tempt 
My  need  to  trust  you. 

Phil.  At  your  own  election  ; 

I dare  not  make  my  faith  so  much  suspected 
As  to  protest  again ; nor  am  I curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

Theod.  Siir,  I will  trust  you; 

But  you  shall  promise,  sir,  to  keep  your  bed, 
And,  whatsoe’er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 

More,  I beseech  you,  from  me 

Phil.  Sir,  I will  not. 

Theod.  Then  1 am  prone  to  utter. 

Phil.  My  faith  for  it ! (ray  pence. 

Theod.  If  I were  wise,  I yet  should  hold 
You  will  be  noble? 

Phil.  You  shall  make  me  so, 

If  you’ll  but  think  me  such. 

Theod.  I do.  Then  know 


9 To  prevent  o*.]  Jon  son  in  his  New  Tnn  reads,  what  may  be  the  right  here,  1 to  affront 
us.’  The  corruption  was  easy.  Sampson. 

10  Puck  foists!]  Puckball , or  puckjut,  u kind  of  mushroom  full  of  d:ist.  Johnson. 

" Were  strong]  I imagine  we  should  read  here,  for  improving  bo  th  metre  a id  seme,thu« 
‘ were  stronger,  or  I nearer.*  Sampson. 

Vul.  H.  3 R 
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You  arc  deceiv'd  with  whom  you’ve  talk’d  so 
long*. 

I am  a most  unfortunate  lost  woman. 

Phil.  Ha!  [sword. 

Theod.  l)o  not  stir,  sir!  1 have  here  a 
Phil.  Mot  I,  sweet  lady.  Of  what  blood  or 
Theod.  You’ll  keep  your  faith?  [uuiue? 
Phil.  I’ll  perish  else. 

Theod.  Believe,  then, 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  so  descended 

I am  asliain'd,  no  less  than  I’m  affrighted. 
Phil.  Fear  not:  By  all  good  things,  I will 
not  wrong  you!  [man, 

Theod.  I am  the  daughter  of  a noble  gentle- 
Born  in  this  part  of  Spain ; my  father’s  name, 
sir — 

But  why  should  I abuse  that  reverence, 
When  a child’s  duty  1ms  forsaken  me? 

Phil.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too : 
Speak  it.  x 
Theod.  Alphonso,  sir. 

Phil.  Alphonso?  VV hat's  your  own  name? 
Theod.  Any  base  thing  you  cau  invent. 
Phil.  Deal  truly. 

Theod.  They  call  me  Theodosia, 

Phil.  Ha  ! And  Love 
Is  that  hath  chang’d  you  thus 11  ? 

Theod . You  huve  observ’d  me  [sir  : 
Too  nearly,  sir;  ’t is  that  indeed;  'tis  loye, 
Aud  love  of  him— Oh,  lleav’ns,  why  should 
men  deal  tbps? 

Why  should  they  use  their  arts  to  cozen  us 
That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears,  about  us; 
And  ever  that  too  late  too  ; no  dissembling 
Or  double  way,  but  doting,  too  much  loving  ? 
Why  should  they  find  new  oath?,  to  make 
more  w rctcligs? 

Phil.  What  may  his  name  he  ? 

Theod.  Sir,  a name  that  promises, 
Methinks,  no  such  ill  usage;  Marc-Autonio, 
A noble  neighbour’s  son.  Mow  l must  desire 
you  [answer. 

To  stay  a-while;  else  my  weak  eyes  must 
Phil.  I will. — Are.  you  yet  ready  ? What’s 
his  quality  ? 

Theod.  His  best,  a thief,  sir;  that  he  would 
be  known  by 

Is,  heir  to  Leonardo,  a rich  gentleman ; 
Next,  of  a handsome  body,  had  Ueav’n 
made  him 

A mind  fit  to  it.  To  this  man,  my  fortune 
(My  ‘ more  than  purblind  fortuuc)  gave  my 
faith, 

Draw  n to  it  by  as  many  shows  of  service 
And  signs  of  truth,  as  ever  false  tongue  ut- 
I lea v 'n  pardon  all ! [tcr’d: 

Phil.  Tis  well  said  ! Forward,  lady. 
Theod.  Contracted,  sir,  and  by  exchange 
of  rings 


{Act  1.  Scene  9, 

Our  souls  deliver’d;  nothing  left  unfinish'd 
But  the  lust  woik,  enjoying  me,  and  cere- 
mony ; [doubt 

For  that,  I must  conffss,  the  first  w ise 
I ever  made.  Yet,  after  all  this  love,  sir. 

All  this  profession  of  his  faith,  w hen  daily 
And  hourly  I expected  the  bless’d  priest. 

He  left  me  like  a dream,  as  all  this  story 
llad  never  been,  uor  thought  of;  why,  f 
know  not ; 

Yet  I have  cull'd  my  conscience  to  confession, 
And  every  syllable  that  might  offnid 
I’ve  had  in  shrift:  Yet  neither  love’s  law, 

I signor, 

Nor  tie  of  maiden's  duty,  but  desiring, 

Have  I transgress’d  in.  Ix* ft  In*  father  too  j 
Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  dep  uted, 
Can  any  tongue  resolve  me.  Ail  my  hope 
(Which  keeps  nie  yet  alive,  and  would  per- 
suade tup  (me 

I may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  shapes 
A shame  to  all  n\y  modest  sex)  is  this,  sir; 

I have  a brother,  and  his  old  companion, 
Student  in  Salamanca;  there  my  last  hope, 
If  he  he  yet  alive,  and  can  he  loving. 

Is  left  me  to  recover  him:  For  which  travel, 
In  this  suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  brother's. 
Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  b ar,  or  wisdom, 
I've  wander’d  from  my  father, fled  my  friends, 
Aud  now  am  only  child  of  Hope  and  Danger. 
You  are  now  silent,  sir;  this  tedious  story 
(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you 
heavy : 

T;s  fit  it  should  do  so ; for  that  and  I 
( 'mi  he  but  troubles. 

Phil.  No;  I s|«*ep  not,. lady : [fort? 

I would  I could!  Dli,  Heav'd,  is  this  my  coin- 
Throd.  What  ail  you,  gentle  sir? 

Phil.  Oh! 

Theod.  Why  d’  you  groan  so? 

Phil.  I must,  I must ! oh,  mi>ery  ! 

Thtud.  But  now , *iir,  [you, 

You  were  my  comfort:  Jf  any  thfcig  aitiict 
Am  not  I fit  to  bear  a part  ou't?  and  by 
vourown  rule? 

Phil.  No;  if  you  could  heal,  as  you  hare 

wounded  me 

But  ’tis  not  in  your  power. 

Theod  1 fear  intemperance. 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  seek  to  shun  me!  I 
must  see  you, 

By  Heav'n,  I must.  Iloa  there,  mine  host ! 
q candle ! 

Strive  not ; I w jll  not  stir  you, 

Thtod.  Noble  sir, 

This  is  a breach  of  promise. 

Phil.  Tender  lady, 

It  shall  he  none  but  necessary.  Hoa  there! 
Some  light '%  some  light ! 


11  Is  that  that  hath  chang'd  you  thus J 

Theod.  You’ve  observ  d me.}  The  lection  of  the  former  edition,*. 

**  Some  light,  some  light,  for  flrav'it's  sake. 

Theod.  Will  you,  #c.]  So  all  the  former  editions  ; but  it  seem*  very  unlikely  that  the 
wprdi  * for  Heav'n's  sake'  should  be  spoke  by  Philippa;  we  have  given  them  to  Theodosia, 
to  whose  distress  they  are  perfectly  suitable. 
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Act  1.  Scene  ? ] 

TheotL  For  Ilcav’n’s  sake  ! Will  you  betray 
Are  you  a gentleman  ? [um  ? 

Phil.  Good  woman 

Theod.  Sir! 

Enter  Diego  with  a light. 

Phil.  If  I he  prejudicial  to  you,  curse  me  ! 
Diego  You’re  earlv  .stirring,  sir. 

Phil  Giv  e me  your  candle; 

And  so,  good-morrow  for  a while. 

Diego.  Godd-morrow,  sir.  [Exit, 

Theod.  My  brother  don  Philippo?  Nay, 
sir,  kilt  me! 

I ask  no  mercy,  sir,  for  hone  dare  know'  me; 
I can  deserve  none.  As  you  look  uprn  me, 
behold  in  infinite  these  foul  di-honours 
My  nohle  father,  then  yourself,  last  all 
That  hear  the  name  of  kindred,  suffer  in  me  ! 
I have  forgot  whose  child  l am,  whose  sister; 
I)o  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that. 

Let  not  compassion  sway  you!  you  will  be 
thf'ti  [inc. 

As  foul  as  I,  and  hear  the  same  brand  w ith 
A favourer  of  my  fault.  You  have  a sword, 

And  such  a cause;  to  kill  me  in [sir, 

Phil.  Rise,  sister ! 

I wear  no  sword  for  women,  nor  no  anger, 
While  your  fair  chastity  is  yet  un touch’d. 
Thctld.  By  those  bright  stars,  it  is,  sir. 
Phil.  For  my  sister  fuS, 

I do  believe  you ; and  so  near  blood  lias  made 
With  the  dear  |ovc  I ever  bore  your  virtues. 
That  1 will  he  a brother  to  your  grief**  too. 
Be  comforted:  Tis  no  dishonour,  sister, 

To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ; lie  is  a 
gentleman 

Of  ns  sweet  hopes  as  years,  ns  many  promises 
As  there  be  growing  truths,  and  great  ones. 
Tit  cod.  Oh,  sir ! 

Phil.  Do  not  despair. 

Theod.  Can  you  forgive? 

Phil.  Yes,  sister, 

Tho’  this  be  no  small  error,  a far  greater. 
Theod.  And  think  me  still  your  sister? 
Phil.  My  dear  sister. 

Thtod.  And  will  you  counsel  me? 

Phil:  To  your  own  peace  too: 

You  shtill  love  still. 

Theod.  1 low  good  you  arc ! 

Phil.  My  business. 

And  duty  to  my  father,  which  now  drew  me 
From  Salamanca,  I will  lay  n-idc, 

And  only  he  your  agent'*.  To  persuade  you 
To  leave  both  love,  and  him,  ami  well  retire 
Theod.  Oh,  gentle  brother ! [you — 

Phil.  I perceive  ’tis  folly: 

Delays  in  love,  more  dangerous'3 


Theod.  Noble  brother! 

Phil.  Fear  not,  I’ll  run  your  own  way; 
and  to  help  you,  [counsel) 

(Love  having  rack'd  your  passions  beyond 
I’ll  hazard  mine  own  fame.  Whither  shall 
we  venture  ? 

Theod.  Alas,  l know  not,  sir. 

Phil.  Come,  ’tis  bright  morning; 

Let’s  walk  out,  and  consider.  You  will  keep 
this  habit? 

Theod.  I would,  sir.  [you  ? 

Phil.  Then  it  shall  be : What  must  1 call 
Come,  do  uot  blush  ; ’pray  speak  ; I may 
spoil  all  else. 

Theod.  ’Pray  call  me  Thcodoro. 

Enter  Diego. 

Dir  go.  Are  you  ready?  [morrow! 

The  day  draws  on  apace.  Once  more,  good- 
Thco  1.  Good-morrow,  gentle  host.  Now 
I must,  thank  you. 

Phil.  Who  dost  thou  think  this  is? 

Diego.  Were  you  a wench,  sir, 

I think  you’d  know  before  me. 

Phil.  Mine  own  brother. 

Diego.  By  th’mass,  your  noses  arc  akin  ! 
Should  I then 

Have  been  So  barbarous  to  have  parted  bro- 
Phil.  You  knew  it  then?  [thers? 

Diego.  I knew  ’twas  necessary 
You  should  he  both  together : Instinct,  sig- 
Is  a great  matter  in  an  host.  [nor, 

Theod.  I’m  satisfied. 

Enter  Pedro. 

Pedro.  T*  not  mine  host  tip  yet? 

Phil.  Who’s  that? 

Diego.  I'll  see. 

Phil  Sister,  w ithdraw  yourself, 

Pedro.  Jiimior  Philippo ! 

Phil.  Noble  don  Pedro!  where  Imre  you 
been  this  way? 

Pedro.  I Came  from  Port  St.  Maries, 
whence  the  gallics 

Put  tins  last  tide  ; and  bound  fo'f  Barcelona, 
I brought  Mnrc-Antony  upon  his  way. 

Phil.  Mnrc-Antony? 

Pedro.  Who  is  turn’d  soldier, 

And  entertain'd  in  the  new  regiment 
For  Naples. 

Phil.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Pedro.  I assure  you. 

Phil.  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona  ? 
Pedro.  So 

One  of  the  masters  told  me. 

Phil.  Which  w-Ay  go  you,  sir  ? 

Pedro.  Home. 


13  And  only  he  your  tipcill  to  pertnndt  yt 

‘To  l rare , &c.j  The  punctuation  amende d by  a friend  of  Mr.  Sympson. 

13  Delays  in  toix,  more  dangi ruas.j  More  dangerous  than  what? — Here  is  nothing  seem- 
ingly to  winch  this  more  has  any  relation:  I would  therefore  propose  reading  thus: 

‘ Delays  in  love  are  dangerous.’  Sympson. 

He  means  more  dangerous  than  persuading  her  to  quit  her  lover.  It  is  plain,  by  the  a«- 
rwer  and  reply,  she  interrupts  him.  We  have  therefore  made  it  a broken  speech. 

3UU 


Digitized  by  Google 


492 


LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


Phil.  And  I forSevil.  ’Pray  you,  sir,  say 
not 

That  you  saw  me,  if  you  shall  meet  the 
question ; 

1 have  some  little  business. 

Pedro.  Were  it  less,  sir, 

It  shall  not  become  ine  to  lose  the  caution. 
Shall  we  breakfast  together  ? 


[Act  2.  Scene  J. 

Phil.  I’ll  come  to  you,  sir.  [ Exit  Pedro. 
Sister,  you  hear  this ; I believe  your  fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you.  We  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  host  here  ; if  we  can,  himself 
To  be  our  guide,  and  straight  to  Barcelona. 
This  was  as  happy  news  as  unexpected. 

Stay  you  ’till  [ rid  him  away. 

Thant.  I will.  [Exeunt. 


A C T II. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alphonso  and  a Servant . 

Alph.  NOCK  at  the  door. 

Scrv.  Tis  open,  sir. 

Alph.  That's  all  one; 

Knock  when  I bid  you. 

Scrv.  Will  not  your  worship  enter? 

Alph.  Will  not  you  learn  more  manners, 
sir,  and  do  that 

Your  master  bids  you  ? Knock,  you  knave, 
or  I’ll  knock 

Such  a round  peal  about  your  pate 1 

enter  - [you* 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  say  ‘God  save 
To  him,  the  son  of  whose  base  dealings  lias 
undone  me 14  ? 

(Knock  louder ! louder  yet !)  I'll  starve  and 
rot  first ; 

This  open  air  is  every  man’s. 
aServ.  [w/f/iin.J  Come  in,  sir. 

Enter  Second  Servant . 

Alph.  No, no,  sir;  I’m  none  of  these  ‘Comc- 
in-sirs. 

None  of  those  visitants:  Bid  your  wise  master 
Come  out ; 1 have  to  talk  unto  him  ; go,  sir ! 
2 Scrv.  Your  worship  may  be  welcome. 
Alph . Sir,  I will  not; 

I come  not  to  be  welcome.  Good  my  three 
ducats,  ’ 

My  pickled  sprat  a-day,  and  no  oil  to’t. 

And  once  a-year  a cotton  coat ! leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  master  I am  here. 

2 Scrv.  I will,  sir. — 

This  is  a strange  old  man.  [Exit. 

Alph.  I welcome  to  him? 

I’ll  be  first  welcome  to  a pest-house.  Sirrah, 
Let's  have  your  valour  now  cas’d  up,  and 
quiet ; 

When  an  occasion  calls,  rtis  wisdom  in  you, 
A servingman’s  discretion  : If  you  do  draw, 


Enter  Leonardo , and  Sanchio  ( carried  by  tuo 
servants  in  a chair). 

Draw  hut  according  to  your  entertainment; 
Five  nobles’  worth  of  fury. 

Leo.  Signor  Alphonso, 

I hope  no  discontent  from  ray  will  given, 
Has  made  you  shun  my  house:  I ever  lov’d 
you  **; 

And  credit  me,  amongst  iny  fears  'tis  greatest 
To  minister  offences. 

Alph.  Oli,  good  signor, 

I know  you  for  Italian  breed,  fair-tongu’d  ! 
Sparc  vour  apologies;  1 care  not  for  ’em; 

As  little  for  your  love,  sir : I can  live 
W ithout  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and 
sleep 

Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  you. 

I come  to  ask  my  daughter. 

Leo.  Gentle  sir ! [hr, 

Alph.  I am  not  gentle,  sir;  nor  gentle  will 
Till  f have  justice,  my' poor  child  restor’d 
Vour  caper-cutting  boy  lias  run  away  with, 
Young  signor  Smooth-face;  he  that  takes  up 
wenches 

With  smiles  and  sweet  behaviours,  songs, 
and  sonnets; 

Your  high-fed  jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold: 
They  say  you  bred  him  for  a stallion. 

Sane.  Fy,  signor!  tlicre  be  times,  and 
terms  of  honour 

To  argue  these  things  in,  decidcments  able 
To  speak  yc  noble  gentlemen,  ways  punctual. 
And  to  the  life  of  credit ; you’re  too  rugged. 
Alph.  I aiu  too  tame,  sir. 

Iao.  Will  you  bear  hut  reason? 

Alph.  No,  I will  hear  no  reason:  I come 
not  hither 

To  be  popt  off  with  reason  ; reason  then. 
Sane.  Why,  signor,  in  all  things  there 
must  he  method;  [tion. 

Yon  choke  the  child  of  Honour  else,  Discrc- 
Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 


7 'P<C|  *0H  n:Jlo,e  l',!S€  dealings — ] Hie  oddness  of  the  phrase,  the  son  of  base  dealings , 
and  the  length  ot  the  hue,  make  me  mightily  iucliucd  to  believe  the  original  might  have 
been  expressed  thus ; 

* Lo  him,  whose  son’s  base  dealings  has  undone  me/  Sampson. 

Although  the  text  is  somewhat  licentious,  it  is  probably  genuine,  and,  we  think,  prefer- 
able to  Sympsou  s variation. 

tlicu  ^ ****  d you.]  lhcse  words  arc  only  in  first  folio,  from  which  we  have  recovered 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 


Alph.  What  then,  sir? 

Sane.  Then  follow  it  in  fair  terms ; let 
your  sword  bite, 

When  time  calls,  not  your  tongue. 

Alph.  I know,  sir. 

Both  when  and  what  to  do,  without  directions, 
And  where,  and  how;  I come  not  to  be  tu- 
tor’d ; [signor ! 

Mv  cause  is  no  man’s  but  mine  own.  You, 
Wdl  you  restore  my  daughter  ? 

Leo.  Who  detains  her? 

Alph.  No  more  of  these  slight  shifts  ! 

Leo.  You  urge  me,  signor,  [err’d 

With  strange  injustice : Because  my  son  has 
Sane.  Mark  him.  [low 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth,  does’t  fol- 
I must  be  father  of  his  crimes? 

Alph.  I say  still,  [daughter. 

Leave  off  your  rhet'rick,  and  restore  uiy 
And  suddenly ; bring  in  your  rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  com- 
mission, 

That  I may  see  him  punish’d,  and  severely  ; 
Or,  by  that  holy  Heav'd,  I’ll  tire  your  house  1 
And  there’s  my  way  of  honour. 

Sane.  ’Pray  give  me  leave. 

Was  not  man  made  the  noblest  creature? 
Alph.  Well,  sir? 

Sane.  Should  not  his  mind  then  answer  to 
his  making,  [he, 

And  to  his  mind  his  actions?  If  this  ought  to 
Why  do  wc  run  a blind  way  from  our  worths, 
And  cancel  our  discretions, doing  those  things 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  most  offences  ? 
We’ve  rules  of  justice  in  u®  ; to  those  rules 
Let  us  apply  ournngprs:  You  can  consider 
The  want  in  others  of  these  terminations, 
And  how  unfurnish’d  they  appear. 

Alph.  Hang  others  ! [spects! 

And,  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  re- 
I come  not  to  consider. 

Leo.  Noble  sir. 

Let’s  argue  coolly,  and  consider  like  men. 
Alph.  Like  men  ? , 

Leo.  You  are  too  stidden  still. 

Alph.  Like  men,  sir?  fnour. 

Sane.  It  is  fair  language,  and  nllicd  to  ho- 
Alph.  Why,  what  strange  beast  would  your 
grave  reverence 
Make  me  appear?  Like  men? 

Satie.  Taste  but  that  point,  sir, 

And  you  recover  all. 

Alph.  I tell  thy  wisdom, 

I am  as  much  a man,  and  as  good  a man 

Leo . All  this  is  granted,  sir. 

Alph.  As  wise  a man 

Suite.  You  arc  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a man  [man. 

Dares  make  thee  no  man ; or  at  best,  a base 
Sane.  Fy,  fy  ! here  wants  much  carnage. 
Alph.  Hang  much  carriage  ! 

Lev.  Give  me  good  language. 

Alph.  Sirrah  signor,  give  me  my  daughter. 
Leo.  I am  as  gentle  as  yourself,  as  free  ; 


Snt\c.  Observe  his  way. 

Leo.  As  much  respect  ow’d  to  me — — 
Sane.  This  hangs  together  i.oblv. 

Leo.  And  for  civil,  [daughter! 

A great  deal  more,  it  seems.  Go  look  your 
Sane.  There  you  went  well  off,  signor. 
Leo.  That  rough  tongue 
You  understand  at  first.  You  never  think,  sir. 
Out  of  your  mightiness,  of  my  loss;  here  I 
stand, 

A patient  anvil  to  your  burning  angers. 

Made  subject  to  your  dangers;  yet  mv  loss 
Who  shall  bring  home  my  son?  [equal: 
Alph.  \ whipping  beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  daughter  whorish? 

Alph  Ha,  thou  dar’st  not 

By  Heav’n,  1 know  thou  dar’st  not— 

Leo.  I dare  more,  sir, 

If  you  dare  he  uncivil. 

Alph.  I .a  ugh  too,  pigeon? 

Sane.  A fitter  time, for  Fame’s  sake!  two 
weak  nurses  [coming, 

Would  laugh  at  this.  Arc  there  no  more  days 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on?  No  swords 
left, 

Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  hut  your  own  furies? 
Alas!  it  shews  too  weakly. 

Alph.  Let  it  shew  ! [sirrah  ? 

I come  not  here  for  shows.  Laugh  at  me, 
I’ll  give  vou  causr  to  laugh. 

Leo.  You  nre  as  like,  sir, 

As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alph.  By  Heav’n,  I will; 

I wiil,  brave  Leonardo ! 

Leo.  Brave  Alplionso, 

I will  expect  it  then. 

Sane.  Hold  ye  there  both ! 

These  terms  arc  noble. 

Alph.  You  shall  hear  shortly  from  me. 
Sane.  Now  discreetly. 

Alph.  Assure  yourself  you  shall.  Do  you 
sec  this  sword,  sir? 
lie  has  not  cast  ins  teeth  yet. 

Sane.  Rarely  carried  ! * [signor, 

Alph.  He  bites  deep,  most  times  mortal: 
I’ll  hound  him  at  thee  ; fair  and  home. 

Sun*'.  Still  nobly.  [you. 

Alph  And  at  nil  those  that  dare  maintain 
Sane.  Excellent ! 

Leo.  I low  you  shall  please,  sir,  so  it  be  fair; 
tho’  certain 

I’d  rather  give  you  reason. 

Sane.  Fairly  urg’d  too!  [reason 

Alph.  This  is  no  age  for  reason : prick  your 

Upon  your  sword’s  point 

Sunc.  Admirably  follow’d! 

Alph.  And  there  I’ll  hear  it.  So,  ’till  I 

please,  live,  sir.  [Exit, 

Lev.  And  so,  farewell!  you’re  welcome. 
Sane.  Th’  end  crown  all  tilings. 

Signor,  some  little  business  past,  this  cause 
I’ll  argue, 

AnJ  be  a peace  between  ve,  ift  so  please  you, 
And  by  the  square  of  honour  to  the  utmost. 

I feel  the  old  man’s  master’d  by  much  passion, 


Digitized  by  Google 


4 LOVE’S  PILGRIMAGE;  [Act  2.  Scene  t 


Ami  too  high  rack’d*,  which  makes  him  over- 
shoot all 

II is  valour  should  direct  nt,  mid  hurt  those 
That  stand  but  by  as  bleachers.  1 his  he  must 
know  tOo, 

A**  luces' nry  to  his  judgment ; doting  women 
Arc  neither  sale  nor  wise  adventurers,  con- 
ceive me,  [then 

If  once  their  wills  have  wander'd:  Nor  is’t 
A tune  to  use  our  rages;  for  «liv  should  1 
Hite  al  the  stone,  when  he  that  throws  it 
wrongs  me? 

Do  not  v e know  that  women  arc  most  wooers. 
Tin/  clo-  st  in  their  carriage?  Don't  all  men 
know,  [’em. 

Scarce  all  the  compass  of  the  elohecnn  hold 
Ifihcirnrteetionshea-foot?  Shall  J ihgn  covet 
'I  he  follies  of  a she-fool,  that  by  nature 
Must  *»cek  her  like,  by  reu<*on  he  a woman? 
Sink  a tall  ship,  because  the  sa:!s  defy  me? 
No,  l disdain  that  folly  ; he  thal  ventures 
bust  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found 
out 

The  everlasting  motion  in  hi**  scabbard  •*. 

1 doubt  not  to  make  peace.  And  so,  for  this 
Mv  lu  st  love  and  remembrance!  [time, 
Do.  \ our  poor  servant ! [Euuiit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  t)irgo , Philip  go,  ami  Than/'  %>o. 
Phil.  Wh< rc  will  our  horses  meet  us? 

Do  go.  Fear  not  you,  sir; 

Some  half-mile  hence  mv  worship's  man  will 
stay  us.  [jovial; 

flow  is  it  with  my  young  blonds?  Cumc,  be 
loot’s  travel  like  n merry  flock  of  wild  geese, 
Every  tongue  talking.  r 

Phil.  We  are  very  merry. 

Ilut  do  you  kuow  this  way,  *ir? 

Theiul.  Is’t  not  dangerous? 

Methmks  these  woody  thickets  should  har- 
hour  knaves. 

Diego.  I fear  none  but  fair  wenches ; those 
are  thieves 

May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions, 
If  they  cry  stand  once.  But  the  best  is, 
signors. 

They  cannot  bind  my  bands;  for  any  else, 
They  meet  an  equal  knave,  ami  there’s  my 
passport. 

I’ve  seen  tine  sport  in  this  place;  had  these 
trees  tongues,  [tho*; 

They’d  tell  ye  pretty  matters:  Don’t  you  fear 
They  are  not  every  day’s  delights. 

Phil.  What  sport,  sir?  [sports. 

' Dirgo.  Why,  to  say  true,  the  sport  of  nil 
Phil.  Whatwas’t?  [you  know 

Diego.  Such  turning-up  of  taftciaes!  and 


To  what  rare  w histling  tunes  they  go,  far  be- 
yond 

A soft  wind  in  the  shrouds;  such  stand  tlicrr, 
And  (loa  n i*  th*  other  plucc ! such  supplica- 
tions 

And  sub-divisions  for  those  toys  their  honour*! 
One.*  As  you  area  gentleman,’  in  this  bush; 
And  * < )li,  sweet  sir,  w hut  mean  you  ? There’s 
a bracelet, 

‘ And  use  me,  I beseech  you,  like  a woman!' 
And  her  pet il ion’s  heard  ; another  scratclics, 
And  cries  she’ll  die  first,  and  then  swoons; 

but  certaifi  [after. 

She’s  brought  to  life  again,  and  does  well 
Another,  * .Save  mine,  honour,  oh,  mine  ho- 
nour!  [kitchen; 

‘ Sly  husband  serves  the  duke,  sir,  in  his 

* 1 have  a cold  pie  for  you;  fy,  fy,  f v, ecu* 

tu  men ! * [bund.1’ 

* Will  nothing  satisfy  von  r w here’s  my  hus- 
Another  cries,  * D’ve  >ce,  sir,  how  they  use 

* Is  there  no  law  for  these  things?*  [me  ? 

Them/.  And,  good  mine  host, 

I)o  you  call  these  fine  sports? 

D-egn.  \S  lint  should  I call  ’em? 

They’ve  been  so  cull'd  these  thousand  years 
and  upwards. 

Phil.  Hut  what  becomes  o’  th’  meti  ? 
Dirgo.  They’re  stript  and  bound, 
lake  so  many  Adams,  with  fig-leaves  afore 
And  there’s  their  innocence.  ['em, 

Thtod.  'Would  we  hud  known  this, 

Before  wo  reach’d  this  place! 

Pail.  Come,  there's  no  danger; 

These  are  but  sometimes  chances. 

Euler  Incubo *7, 

Diego.  Now  we  must  through. 

Thtod.  Who’s  that  ? 

Diego.  Stand  to  it,  signors! 

Phil.  No,  it  needs  not; 

I know  the  face,  ’tis  honest. 

Inc.  What,  mine  host. 

Mine  everlasting  honest  host  ? 

Diego.  Mass,  Haily? 

Now,  in  the  name  of  an  ill  reckoning, 

What  make  you  walking  this  round  ? 

Inc.  A pox  of  this  round,  [rascal?,- 

And  of  ail  business  too,  thro*  woods  ! and, 
They’ve  rounded  me  away  a dozen  ducats. 
Besides  a fair  round  cloak  : Some  of  ’em 
knew  me. 

Else  they  had  cas’d  me  like  a cony  too,  [me, 
As  they  havedone  the  rest, and  I think  roasted 
For  they  began  to  baste  me  soundly.  My 
young  signors,  [hourly. 

You  may  thank  Jfcrtv’n,  and  heartily,  and 
You  set  not  out  so  early ; y’  had  been  sinoakd 
c-Isc, 


**  He  that  ventures , &c  ] This  is  rather  obscure ; but  signifies,  * He  that  will  draw  his 
* sword  as  often  as  women’s  conduct  gives  him  cause,  will  never  let  it  rest  in  the  scabbard.* 
17  Enter  Bailiff.]  The  former  editions  make  strange  confusion  with  Jncubo’s  character, 
calling  him  in  some  scenes  by  his  name,  and  in  rs  Bailiff,  as  if  they  were  two  distinct 
characters.  This  error  is  now  corrected. 
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Act  2 Scene  a.] 

By  this  true  hand  yc  had,  sirs,  finely  sraoak’d  ; 
jlad  yc  been  women,  smock’d  too. 

Thcad.  Ilcav'u  defend  u*>! 

Inc.  Nay, that  had  been  no  prayer; there 
were  those  [too. 

That  run  tlmt  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  fail’d 
Tiicre  was  a friar,  now  you  talk  of  prayer, 
Wuh  an  huge  bunch  of  beads,  like  a rope  oi 
onions, 

(f’oi  sure  as  big)  that,  out  of  fear  and  prayer, 
in  hnlf-an-hour  wore  ’em  as  small  as  bugles; 
)’et  he  wU>  Head  too. 

Phi/,  At  what  hour  was  tins? 

Inc.  .Some  two  hours  since.  [now  ? 

Thcod.  D’  you  think  the  passage  sure 
Inc.  Yes,  u rope  tukc  ’em  (as  it  will;  and 
bless  'em ! 

They've  done  for  this  day  sure. 

Phil.  Are  many  ritled? 

Inc.  At  t.he  least  a dozen. 

And  there  left  hound. 

Ttieu.l.  How  came  you  free  ? 

Inc.  A courtesy  [queath 

They  use,  out  of  their  rogueships,  to  be— 
T«»  one,  that,  when  they  »jivc*  a sign  from  far, 
(Which  is  from  out  of  danger;  lie  may  pre- 
sently 

Jtilease  the  rest:  As  I met  you,  I was  going, 
l|aviii*jL  the  sign  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 
I'-teoU.  Al  l*',  poor  men! 

Phil.  .Mine  host,  ’pray  i!'»  unty  ’em. 

Diego.  Let  me  along-  tor  cancelling ! where 
arc  they? 

Inc.  hi  every  bush,  like  black-birds;  you  1 
can’t  miss  ’em. 

1 Jtrgu.  1 need  not  stalk  unto ’em.  [Esit. 
Inc.  So,  they’ll  stand  you,  [dor 

My  busy  life  for  yours,  air.  You  would  wou- 
ld ace  the  several  tricks  :uid  strange  beha- 
viours 

Of  the  poor  ratals  in  their  miseries:  [mg, 

Uuc  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  wtep- 
A third  is  monstrous  angry  he  call  laugh, 

And  cries,  ‘ Go  to ! this  is  no  time ;’  he  laughs 
still ; * 

A fourth  exhorts  to  patience ; him  a fifth  man 
Curses  for  tameness;  him  a friar  schools; 
All  boot  the  friar;  here  one  sings  a ballad; 
And  there  a little  curate  confutes  him  : 

And  in  this  linsey-woolsey  way,  that  would 
make  a dog 

Forget  his  duiiu  r,  or  an  old  man  fire, 

They  rub  out  for  their  randoms.  Amongst 
tl»c  rest. 

There  is  a little  boy  robb’d,  a fine  child, 

1(  seems  u page:  l must  confess  my  pity 
(A?  'tis  u hard  thing  in  a man  of  my  place 
To  shew  compassion ) stirr’d  at  him ; so  finely, 
Ami  without  noise,  he  carries  Ins  atilictions, 
And  looks  as  if  he  Lid  butdream’d  of  losing. 

Enter  Diego,  and  Jsocadia  and  utUen  at 
robbed. 

This  boy's  the  glory  of  this  robbery.; 

Joe  rest  but  shame  the  action.  Now  yc  may 
bear  ’em. 


Diego.  Come,  lads,  ’tis  holy-day;  hang 
cloaths;  ’tis  hot. 

And  sweating  agues  are  abroad. 

1 Puttenger.  1c  seems  so  ; 

For  we  have  met  with  rare  physicians 
To*  cure  us  of  that  malady. 

Diego.  Fine  footing,  [Friar, 

Light  and  deliver;  now,  my  boys!  Master 
How  doc  s your  holiness?  Bear  up,  mart  ! what, 

A cup  of  neat  stick  now,  and  a must?  ha, 
I’riur? 

A warm  plaistcr  to  your  belly,  father! 

There  were  a blowing  now  ! 

Prior.  You  sav  your  iniccJ,  sir. 

Diego.  Where’s  my  tine  boy,  my  pointer? 
Inc.  There's  the  wonder. 

Diego.  A rank  whore  scratch  their  sides 
till  the  pox  Jot  ow 

For  robbing  thee  ! thou  hast  a thousand  ways 
To  rob  thyself,  hoy;  dice,  and  a ciininbei'- 
I.fitc.  You  arc  deceiv’d,  sir.  [devil. 

Diego.  And  thy  master  too,  bov. 

Phil.  A sweet-fac'd  boy,  indeed ! what 
rogues  were  these,  [beautv? 

What  barbarous,  brutish  sl  u es,  to  sn  ip  this 
Thcod.  Come  hither,  my  boy.  Alas!  he's 
cold : Mine  host, 

We  must  entreat  your  cloak. 

Diego.  Cun  you  entreat  it?  • 

Phil.  VYe  do  presume  so  much;  you've 
other  garments. 

Dago.  \\  ili  you  entreat  those  too? 

'Liicod.  Your  mule  must  too 
To  tin:  next  town ; you  say  'tis  near : To  pity, 

\ pu  cannot  set*  this  poor  hoy  perish  ; 1 know 
Yon  have  a better  soul.  We'd  satisfy  you. 

Du  go.  Tis  a strange  foolish  trick  j have, 
but  l can’t  help  it;  [tious; 

I’m  evrrco/eu'd  with  mine  own  coumicndu- 
It  i>  determin'd  then  ( shall  be  robb’d  too. 

To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen.  Here,  sir; 
llrav'n  has  provided  you  a simple  guruieiiX. 

To  set  you  udVpray  keep  it  haudso'iier 
Than  you  kept  your  o.vn, 'and  let  me  have  it 
render'd. 

Brush’d  and  discreetly  folded. 

I.e<*.  I thank  you,  sir. 

Diego.  Who  wants  a doublet? 

U toss.  I. 

Diego.  Where  will  you  have  it? 

V Puss.  From  yon,  sir,  if  you  please. 

Diego  Oh,  there’s  the  point,  sir.* 

Phu.  My  honest  friends,  I'm  sorry  for 
your  fortunes; 

But  that’s  but  poor  relief : Here  are  ten  du- 
Aud  to  your  distribution,  holy  sir,  [cats; 

I render  cin,  uud  let  it  be  your  care 
To  see  ’em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 
Diego.  Plain  dealing  now,  my  friends;  and, 
father  Friar, 

Set  me  the  saddle  right!  no  wringing,  Friar, 
Nor  tithing  to  the  church!  these*  are  noduties; 
Scour  me  your  conscience  ! if  the  devil  tempt 
OlF  with  your  cord,  uud  swinge  him ! [you* 
Prior.  You  suy  wr.ll,  sir. 

All.  Ucav’u  kgcp  your  goodness  \ 
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Theod.  Peace  Veep  you  ! Farcw  ell,  friends ! 
Diego.  Farew  ell,  hghl-horse-men ! 

[Exeunt  the  robbed. 
Phi/.  Which  way  travel  you,  sir? 

Inc.  To  the  next  town. 

Theod.  Do  you  want  any  thing? 

Inc.  Only  discretion  to  travel  at  good  hours, 
A nd  some  warm  meat  to  model  ale  this  matter; 
For  I am  most  outrageous,  cruel  hungry. 

Diego.  I have  u stomach  too,  such  as  it  is, 
Would  pose  a right  good  pasty;  I thunk 
Heav’n  for’t. 

Inc.  Cheese,  that  would  break  the  teeth 
of  a new  handsaw, 

I could  endure  now  like  nn  ostrich'7;  or  salt 
That  Carsar  left  in  pickle.  [beef, 

Phil.  Take  no  care; 

We'll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough.  J*  th* 
mean  time,  [u«; 

Keep  you  the  horse-way,  lest  the  fe  llow  miss 
We’ll  meet  you  at  the  end  o’  th'  wood. 
Diego.  Make  haste  then. 

[Exeunt  Diego  and  Inc. 
Theod.  My  pretty  sir,  till  your  necessities 
Be  full  supplied,  soplease  you  trust  our  friend* 
We  must  not  part.  [ships ! 

I.eoc.  You’ve  pull’d  a charge  upon  you; 
Yet  such  a one  as  ever  shall  he  thankful. 
Phil.  You’ve  said  enough.  May  I be.  bold 
to  ask  you, 

What  province  you  were  bred  in  ? and  of 
what  parents?  [luzia, 

Leoc.  You  may,  sir:  I was  born  in  Anda- 
My  name  Francisco,  son  to  don  llcnriques 
l>c  Cardinal. 

Theod.  Our  noble  neighbour  ! 

Phil.  Sou  to  don  Ilcuriqucs?  [sir, 

I know  the  gentleman;  And,  by  your  leave, 
I know  he  has  no  son. 

Leoc.  None  of  his  own,  sir,  [brother 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  Ins 
Don  Sancluo’s  clnldien:  One  of  which  I am, 
And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  you  do,  sir, 

For  neither  has  don  Sauchio  any  son  : 

A daughter,  and  a rare  one,  is  his  heir, 
Which,  tho*  I never  was  so  blest  to  see, 

Yet  1 have  heard  great  good  of. 


Theod.  Urge  no  further ! 

He  is  ashamed,  and  blushes. 

Phil.  Sir, 

If ’t  might  import  you  to  conceal  yourself, 

I ask  your  mercy,  I have  been  so  curious. 
Leoc.  Alas!  1 must  ask  yours,  sir,  for 
these  lies;  Fing 

Yet  they  were  useful  ones;  for  by  theclaim- 
Such  noble  parents,  I believ'd  your  bounties 
Would  shew  more  gracious.  The  plain  truth 
is,  gentlemen, 

T am  don  Sauchio’s  steward’s  son,  n wild  boy, 
That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappiness 
Is  fain  to  seek  the  wars. 

Theod.  This  is  a lie  too, 

It*  1 have  any  car3. 

Phil.  Why? 

Theod.  Mark  his  language, 

And  you  shall  find  it  of  too  sweet  a relish 
Fqr  one  of  such  u breed.  I’ll  pawn  my  hand, 
This  is  no  hoy. 

Phil.  No  hoy?  what  would  you  have  him? 
Theod.  f know  no  boy:  I watch'd  how 
fearfully, 

And  yet  how  suddenly,  he  cur'd  his  lies, 

Tiie  right  wit  of  a woman ; now  I’m  sure 

Phil.  What  are  you  sure  ? 

Theod.  That  *tis  no  boy ; I’ll  burn  in’t. 
Phil.  Now  I consider  better,  and  tale 
counsel, 

Methinks  he  shews  more  sweetness  in  that 
Than  his  fears  dure  deliver.  [face, 

Theod.  No  more  talk  on’t! 

There  hangs  some  great  weight  by  it ; soon 
I’ll  tell  you  more.  [at  night 

Phil.  Come,  sir,  whateer  you  are, 

VVith  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helpi 
In  any.  need  you  have. 

Leoc.  All  my  poor  service  [ers. 

Shall  be  at  your  command,  sir,  and  my  pray* 
Phil.  Let’s  walk  apace;  hunger  will  cut 
their  throats  else.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Pod  or:  go  and  Mare- Antonio  '• ; la* 
chairs  set  out. 

Rod.  Cal)  up  the  master. 


17  Cheese 

I could  endure  now ] What  my  host  means  is  plain  and  easy,  vis.  That  he  could 

digest  cheese  which  would  break  a handsaw's  teeth,  his  stomach  bc*ing  as  strong  as  that  of  an 
ostrich.  But  I believe  no  dictionary  of  our  language  will  furnish  us  with  such  a sense  of  the  word 
endure.  I have  therefore  taken  the  liberty  to  substitute  what  I really  believe  was  the  original 
reading,  r is.  endue,  or  endew.  ’Tis  a term  in  falconry  which  Bloome  explains  thus  : Endew, 
is  when  an  hawk  •digesteth  her  meat,  that  she  not  only  discharge  th  her  gorge  thereof,  but 
likewise  clcanscth  her  pannel.  Sympson. 

We  think  this  variation  too  forced  to  hu\e  place  in  the  text. 

13  Enter  Rodorigo,  Marc- Antonio,  and  a Ship-master.]  But  if  the  latter  entered  with  the 
two  former,  what  occasion  for  Rodorigo’s  ordering  him  to  be  called  up?  The  direction  in  the 
folio  of  1647  is  more  ridiculous  still;  because  these  three  persons  are  placed  at  the  head  of 
the  scene  as  in  the  octavo,  and  yet  the  Master  is  made  to  answer,  within.  Sympsou. 

Mr.  Sympson  is  here  very  severe  on  the  Editors  who  preceded  him,  and  yet  seems  more 
reprehensible  himself;  for  (in  his  edition)  lie  omits  the  Master’s  entrance , yet  mentions  his 
departure;  he  calls  it  * ridiculous’  for  the  first  folio  to  make  him  speak  within , and  yet  allows 
him  to  speak,  though  neither  within  nor  present , 
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Master  fir  if  Ain].  Here,  sir. 

Rod.  Honest  master, 

Give  order  all  the  gnllies  with  this  tide 
•Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us  ; that  the  next 
wind 

We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  port  of  Barcelona,  without  parting. 
Master  [iri'/Ainj.  Your  pleasure's  done,  sir. 
Rod.  Signor  Marc-Antonio, 

Till  meat  be  ready,  let’s  sit  here,  and  pre- 
Our  stomachs  with  discourses.  [pare 

Marc.  What  yoii  please,  sir. 

Rod.  'Pray  you  answer  me  to  this  doubt. 
Marc.  1 f I cun,  sir. 

Rod.  Why  should  such  plants  as  you  are, 
Pleasure’s  children, 

That  owe  their  blushing  years  to  gentle  ob- 
jects, 

Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  full- 
Desire  the  stubborn  wars?  [ness, 

Marc.  In  those  ’tis  wonder,  [honour: 

That  make  their  ease  their  god,  and  not  their 
But,  nohlc  general,  my  end  is  other ; 

Desire  of  knowledge,  sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Discretion  to  my  time,  which  only  shew  s me, 
And  not  my  yours,  a man,  ami  makes  that 
more 

Which  we  call  handsome ; the  rest  is  but 
boy's  beauty, 

And  with  the  hoy  consum’d. 

Rod.  You  argue  well,  sir. 

Marc.  Nor  do  1 wear  my  youth,  as  they 
wear  breeches,  [ger, 

For  object,  hut  for  use ; my  strength  for  dan- 
( Which  is  the  liberal  part  of  man)  not  dalli- 
The  wars  must  be  my  mistress,  sir.  [aucc: 
Rod.  Oh,  signor, 

You’ll  find  her  a rough  wench. 

Mure.  When  she  is  won  once, 

She’ll  shew  the  sweeter,  sir. 

Rod.  You  can  be  pleas’d  though, 
Sometimes  to  take  a tamer  ? 

Marc.  ’Tis  a truth,  sir ; 

So  she  be  handsome,  and  not  ill -condition’d. 
Rod.  A soldier  should  not  he  so  curious. 
Mure.  I can  make  shift  with  any  for  a 
heat,  sir. 

Rod.  Nay,  there  you  wrongyour  youth  too; 
and  however 

You're  pleas’d  t’appcar  to  me,  which  shews 
well,  signor,  [fy; 

A tougher  soul  than  your  few  yeajscan  testi- 
Yet,  my  young  sir,  out  of  mine  own  experi- 
ence 

When  my  spring  was,  I’m  able  toco. ifutc  you, 


And  say,  y’had  rather  come  to  th’  shock  of 
eyes, 

And  boldly  mnrch  up  to  your  mistress*  mouth, 
Than  to  the  cannon's. 

Marc.  That’s  as  their  lading  is,  sir. 

Rod.  There  be  trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  safer. 
Than  where  the  bullet  plays. 

Marc.  There's  it  I doubt,  sir. 

Rod.  You’ll  easily  find  that  faith.  But 
come,  l>e  liberal ; 

What  kind  of  woman  could  you  make  best 
wars  with? 

Marc.  They’re  all  but  heavy  marches. 
Rod.  Fy,  Marc-Antonio! 

Beauty  in  no  more  reverence? 

Marc.  In  the  sex,  sir, 

I honour  it,  and  next  to  honour,  lore  it. 

For  there  is  only  beauty ; and  that  sw  eetness, 
That  was  first  meant  for  modesty,  sever  it, 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not; 

Tis  of  too  rare  a nature,  she  too  gross 

To  mingle  with  it 

Rod.  This  is  a mere  heresy. 

Marc  W hich  makes  'em  ever  mending;  for 
that  gloss 

That  cozens  us  for  beautv,  is  but  bravery, 

An  outward  show  of  things  well  set,  no  more: 
Forheav'nly  beauty  is  us  ileav'n  itself,  sir, 
Too  excellent  for  object,  and  what’s  seen 
Is  but  the  veil  then,  airy  clouds  ‘9;  Grant  this, 
It  may  be  seen,  ’tis  but  like  stars  in  twinklings. 
Rod  'Tvvas  no  small  study  in  their  libra- 
ries 

Brought  you  to  this  experience.  But  what 
think  you  [beauty  ? 

Of  that  fair  red  and  white,  which  wc  call 
Marc.  Why,  ’tis  our  creature,  sir ; wc  give 
it  ’em  [tain 

Because  we  like  those  colours;  else  ’tis  cor- 
A blue  face  with  a motley  nose  would  do  it, 
And  be  as  great  a beauty,  so  we  lov’d  it : 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  beauty, 
Is  a fair  inind. 

Rod.  By  this  rule,  nil  our  choices 
Arc  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod.  Then  all  to  you  seem  equal? 

Marc.  Very  true,  sir, 

And  that  makes  equal  dealing : I love  any 
That’s  worth  love. 

Rod.  llow  long  love  you,  signor? 

Marc.  Till  I have  other  business. 

Rod.  Do  you  never 
Love  stedfastly  one  woman  ? 


•9 v hat  is  seen 

Is  but  the  vail  then,  airy  clouds ; — ] The  monosyllable  then  seejns  not  to  have  anv  good 
authority  for  standing  here,  as  having  nothing  to  which  it  refers,  i suspect  a corruption  as 
well  in  the  sense,  as  in  the  pointing,  and  that  it  stood  originally  thus: 

‘ w hat  is  seen 

1 Is  but  the  vail,  //lift, airy  clouds,’  &c.  Sympsan. 

The  variation  is  not  amiss ; but  the  old  text  is  good  sense,  and  wc  believe  genuine.  Then 
is  very  naturally  placed  here,  and  follows  up  the  argument;  which  is,  * Beauty  is  invisible; 
* what  is  seen  then  is  but  the  veil.’ 

VoL.  II.  3 S 
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Afarc.  Tis  a toil,  sir, 

Like  riding  in  one  road  perpetually; 

It  offers  no  variety. 

Roil.  Right,  youth  ! [think 

lie  must  needs  make  a soldier.  Nor  do  you 
One  woman  can  love  one  man  ? 

Alarc.  Yes,  that  may  he,  [rant, 

Tho’  it  appear  not  often  ; they're  things  igno- 
And  therefore  npied  to  that  superstition 
Of  doting  fondness.  Yet,  of  late  years,  signor. 
That  world's  well  mended  with  'em;  fewer 

are  found  now  [all 

That  love  at  length,  and  to  the  right  mark  ; 
5tir  now,  a^fhetnne  stirs;  fame  and  fashion 
Arc  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that 
'!  hat  wiser  ages  held  anihitiou  : [love 

They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  hy  index; 
By  every  day's  surveying  who  best  promises, 
\Vho  has  done  beat,  who  may  do,  and  who 
mended 

May  couie  to  do  ngaiu;  who  appears  neatest 
Either  in  new-stampt  cloaths,  or  courtesies. 
Done  hut  from  hand  to  mouth  neither;  nor 
love  they  these  tilings 

Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  suc- 
cession 

Beyond  the  next  fair  feather.  Take  the  citv, 
There  they  go  to't  hy  gold-weight,  no  gnm 
from  'em, 

All  they  can  work  hy  fire  and  water  to  ’em, 
Profit  is  all  tiiev  point  at;  if  there  he  love, 
Tis  shevv’d  ye  Ly  so  dark  a light,  to  bear  out 
The  bracks  and  old 'stains  in’t,  that  ye  may 
purchase  [less. 

French  velvet  better  cheap;  all  loves  arc  end* 
Rod.  Tmth,  if  you  have  a mistress, ’would 
she  heard  you ! 

Alarc.  Twcre  but  the  vent’ring  of  my  place, 
or  swearin? 

I meant  it  but  for  argument,  as  schoolmen 
Dispute  high  questions. 

Rod.  What  u world  is  this,  [are, 

When  young  men  dare  determine  wlmt  those 
Age  and  the  best  experience  ne’er  could  aim 
at ! 

Alarc.  They  were  thiek-eye’d  then,  sir ; 
now  the  print  is  bigger, 

And  they  may  read  their  fortunes  without 
Rod.  Did  you  ne’er  love?  [spectacles. 
A lure.  ’Faith,  ye-,  once  after  supper, 

And  the  fit  hehh’till  midnight. 

Rod . Hot,  or  shading  ? 

^fatc  To  s«v  true,  both. 

Rod.  How  did  you  rid  it? 

Alarc.  ihus,  mi  ; 

I laid  my  hum!  upon  my  heart,  and  Mess’d  me, 
And  then  said  over  certain  charms  I’d  1 earn’d 
Against  mad  dogs  (for  love  and  they're  ail 
one) ; 

Last,  thought  upon  a windmill,  and  so  slept/ 
And  w as  wt  jl  ever  after. 

Rod.  A rare  physician  ! 

What  would  your  practice  gain  you  ! 

Mure.  The  wars  ended, 

1 mean  to  use  my  art,  and  have  these  fools 


[Act  2.  Scene  4. 

Cut  in  the  head  like  cats,  to  save  the  king- 
Another  inquisition.  [doin 

Rod.  So  old  a soldier, 

Out.  of  the  wars,  I never  knew'  yet  practis’d. 
Marc,  i shall  incur!  every  day.  But,  noble 
general. 

Believe  this,  hut  ns  this  you  nam’d, discourses. 
Rod.  Oh,  you’re  a cunning  gamester. 

Marc.  Mirths  and  toys 
To  cozen  time  withal ; for,  o’  my  troth,  sir, 

I can  love;  I think,  well  too,  well  enough; 
And  think  ns  well  of  women  as  they  are. 
Pretty  fantastic  tilings, .sonif.  more  regardful, 
And  some  few  worth  a service : I’m  so  honest, 

I wish  ’em  ail  hi  Heaven  ; and  you  know  how 
hard,  sir,  [ihingals. 

Twill  he  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  f»r- 
Rod.  Well,  Marc- Antonio,  I d not  lose  thy 
For  the  best  galley  I command.  [company 
Alarc.  Truth,  general, 

If  these  discourses  please  you,  I shall  fit  you 
Once  every  day. 

Rod.  Thou  const  not  please  me  better. 
Hark,  they  call  [Knock  nit  tun. 

Below  in  dinner  : You’re  my  rabbin  guest; 
.My  bosom's,  so  you  please,  sir. 

Alarc.  Your  poor  servant ! [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  IV. 

Enirr  Host  and  his  117 fc. 

Host.  Let  ’em  have  meat  enough,  woman, 
half  a hen  ; [too; 

There  he  old  rotten  pilcluirds,  put  ’em  off 
’Tis  hut  a little  new  anointing  of  ’em. 

And  a strong  onion,  that  confounds  the  slink. 
Wife.  They  call  for  more,  sir. 

Host.  Knock  a dozen  eggs  down ; 

But  then  beware  your  wenches. 

Wife.  Mure  than  this  too. 

Host.  Worts,  worts,  and  make  ’em  por- 
ridge; pop  ’em  up,  wench; 

But  they  shall  pay  for  cull i.scs. 

Wife.  All  this  is  nothing; 

They  call  for  kid  and  partridge. 

Host.  Well  remember'd ; 

Where’s  the  falconer’s  half  dog  he  left? 

Wife,  h -rinks,  sir; 

Pa-t  all  hope  that  way. 

Host.  Run  it  o’er  with  garlick. 

And  make  a Roman  dish  ou’t. 

Wife  ’Pray  you  he  patient,  [men, 

And  get  provision  in : These  are  fine  geutle- 
And  liberal  gentlemen;  they've  unde  quart  ; 
No  mangy. muleteers,  nor  pinching  posts, 
That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  mu^k-nielons 
And  radishes,  as  big  and  tough  as  rafters. 
Will  you  be  stirring  io  this  business  ? Here’s 
your  brother. 

Mine  old  host  of  l)«suna,  as  wiseas  you  are, 
That  is,  as  knavish  ; if  you  put  a trick, 

Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Host.  I’ll  be  wagging.  [Erif. 

Wife.  Tis  for  your  own  commodity.  Why, 
wenches ! 

Scrv.  [a'iMm.j  Anon  forsooth. 
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Wife.  Who  makes  a fire  there?  and  who 
pets  in  water?  [worship 

Let  Oliver  go  to  the  justice,  and  beseech  Ins 
We  may  have  two  spits  going;  and,  do  you 
hear,  Druce  ? 

Let  him  invite  his  worship,  and  his  wife’s* 
To  the  left  meat  tomorrow.  [worship, 

Enter  Inc  it  bo . 

Inc.  Where’s  this  kitchen? 

Wife  E’en  ut  i he  next  door,  signor.  What, 
We  meet  hut  seldom.  [old  doul 

Inc.  ’Prithee  lie  patient,  hostess; 

And  tell  me  where  the  meat  is. 

Wife.  ’Faith,  master  Baity, 

How  have  you  done?  and  how,  man 

Inc.  Go*d  sweet  hostess, 

What  shall  we  have  to  dinner? 

Wife  How  does  your  woman  ? 

And  a fine  woman  site  is,  and  a pood  woman. 
Lord,  how  you  hear  your  years  ! 

Inc.  Is’t  Veal  or  mutton, 

Beef,  bacon,  pork, kid,  pheasant  ? or  all  these? 
And  are  they  ready  all? 

Wife,  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours:  Lord  ! 
Inc.  Hostess, 

Dear  hostess,  do  but  hear!  I am  hungry. 
Wife  You’re  merrily  dispos'd,  sir. 

Inc.  Monstrous  hungry,  [hither 

And  hunpry  after  much  meat!  I’ve  brought 
Right  worshipful  to  pay  the  reckoning; 
Money  enough  too  w ith  ’em  ; desire  enough 
To  have  the  best  meat,  und  of  that  enough 
too: 

Come  to  die  point,  sweet  wench ; and  so  I 
kiss  thee. 

Wife.  You  shall  have  any  thing,  and  in- 
Ere  you  can  lick  your  ears,  sir.  [stantly, 
Inc.  Portly  meat, 

Bearing,  substantial  stuff,  and  fit  for  hunger, 

J do  beseech  you,  hostess,  first ; then  some 
light  garnish,  frets, 

Two  pheasants  in  si  dish;  if  you  have  ieve- 
( Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  than  appetite) 
They  maybe  look’d  upon,  or  I.trks;  for  fish, 
As  there’s  no  great  need,  so  1 would  not  wish 
you 

To  serve  above  four  dishes;  hut  those  full 
\ou  have  no  cheese  of  Parma?  [ones. 

Wife.  Very  old,  sir. 

Inc.  TFie  less  will  serve  us;  some  ten  pound. 
Wife.  Alas,  sir, 

Me  have  not  half  these  dainties. 


Inc.  Pence,  good  hostess, 

And  make  us  hope  you  have. 

Wife.  You  shall  huve  all,  sir 

lit c.  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

Enter  Diego  and  a Boy. 

Diego.  Where’s  your  master?  [quor 
firms  me  your  master,  Bov  ! 1 must  have  li- 
Fit  for  die  myrmidons ; no  dashing  now, child, 
No  coujurings  by  cuudlc-light!  I kmm  all  ; 
Strike  me  the  oldest  sack,  a piece  that  carries 
Point-blank  to  this  place,  Boy,  and  baiters. 

Hostess,  ’ [reckoning 

I kiss  thy  hands,  thro’  which  many  a round 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 
Wife,  bull  mine  old  brother. 

Diego.  Set  thy  cellar  open. 

For  I must  enter,  and  advance  my  colours. 
I've  brought  thee  dons  indeed,  wench,  dons 
with  ducats,  [ Bacchus, 

And  those  dons  must  have  dainty  wine,  pure 
That-  hiccds  the  life-blood.  What,  is  your 
cure  ended  ? 

Inc . We  shall  have  meat,  man. 

Dago.  Then  we  will  have  wine,  man. 

And  wine  upon  wine,  cut  and  drawn  with 
wine. 

Wife.  Ye  shall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 
Inc.  All  well  then81. 

Diego.  Away,  about  your  business!  you 
with  her, 

For  old  acquaintance  sake,  to  stay  your  sto- 
mach ! [ Ereunt  Wife  and  Jnculeu 

And,  Bov,  he  you  iny  guide,  ad  inferos  ; 
For  I will  make  a full  descent  in  equipage. 
B<n/.  I’ll  shew  you  rare  wine. 

Diego.  Stinging  ^ecr? 

Boy.  Divine,  sir. 

Diego.  Oh,  divine  Boy!  march,  march, 
my  child.  Hare  wine,  boy? 

Bay.  As  any  is  in  Spain,  sir. 

Diego.  Old,  and  strong  too**? 

Oh,  my  fine  boy!  clear  too? 

Boy.  .As  chrystal,  sir,  and  strong  as  truth. 
Diego.  Away,  boy ! 

I am  enamour'd,  and  1 long  for  dalliance. 
Stay  no  where,  child,  not  for  thy  father's 
blessing, 

I charge  thee,  not  to  save  thy  sister’s  honour, 
Xor  to  close  thy  dctin’s  eyes,  were  she  ft- 
dying, 

Till  we  arrive ; and,  for  thy  recompense, 

1 w ill  remember  thee  in  my  will. 

Boy.  You  have  said,  sir.  [Exeunt, 


91  At/,  tcc/l then]  Sympson  reads,  1 All's  well  then/ 

24  Boy.  Ax  any  is  in  Spain,  sir, 

Diego.  Old  und.sU ong  too  / J Sympson  would  read, 

B j /.  * As  any  in  Spain,  sir,  old  and  strong  too.’ 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Host. 

Phil.  INK  IIost«  is  that  apparel  got  you 
spoke  off 

Yoii  shall  have  ready  money. 

Host.  Tis  come  in,  sir; 

He  has  it  on,  sir,  and  I think  it  will 
Be  fit;  and,  o’  my  credit,  it  was  never 
Worn  but  once,  sir,  and  for  necessity 
Pawn’d  to  the  man  I told  you  of. 

Phil.  'Pray  bargain  for’t, 

And  I will  be  the  paymaster. 

Host.  I will,  sir.  [please; 

Phil.  And  let  our  meat  be  ready  when  you 
I mean  as  soon. 

Host.  It  shall  be  presently. 

Phil.  How  far  stands  Barcelona? 

Host.  Biit  two  leagues  off,  sir; 

You  may  be  there  by  three  o'clock. 

Phil.  I'm  glad  on't.  [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 

Enter  Theodosia  and  Leocadia. 

Thiod.  Signor  Francisco,  why  I draw  you 
hither  [me, 

To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not;  for,  trust 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing; 
And  as  you  have  a noble  temper,  start  not 
Into  offence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge, 
And  for  your  special  good,  would  be  inform'd 
Nor  thiuk  me  vainly  curious.  [of; 

Ixoc.  Worthy  sir, 

The  courtesies  you  and  your  noble  brother. 
Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do 
'em,  . 

I mean  in  want,  so  freely  shower’d  upon  me, 
So  truly,  and  so  timely  minister’d, 

Must,  if  1 should  suspect  those  minds  that 
made  'em  *3, 

Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker, 

Or  worse,  a base  believer.  Speak  your  mind, 
sir,  [vant. 

Freely,  and  what  you  please ; I am  your  ser- 
Tluod.  Then,  iny  young  sir,  know,  since 
our  first  acquaintance, 

Ii  oue’d  by  circumstances  that  deceive  not, 

1 clear  some  doubts  I have  (nay,  blush  not, 
signor !) 

I have  beheld  you  narrowly.  More  blushes? 
Sir,  you  give  met  so  much  light,  I find  you 
A thing  confess’d  already.  Yet  more  blushes  ? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  sink  you, 
That  cannot  hide  yourself.  Why  do  you 
shake  so? 

I mean  no  trouble  to  you.  This  fair  band 
Was  never  made  for  hardness,  nor  those  eyes 
(Come,  do  not  bide  ’em)  for  rough  objects. 

I lurk  ye, 


You  have  betray'd  yourself;  that  sigh  con- 
firms me. 

Another  ? and  a third  too?  Then  I see 
These  hoy’s  cloachsdo  but  pinch  you.  Come, 
he  liberal  ; 

You've  found  a friend  that  has  found  you; 

disguise  not 

That  loaden  soul  that  labours  to  be  open. 
Now  you  must  weep,  I know  it,  for  I see 
Your  eyes  down-laden  to  the  lids ; another 
Manifest  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfect: 
Vet  I have  found  a ereater ; tell  me  this, 
Why  were  these  holes  left  open?  there  was 
an  error,  [you? 

A foul  one,  my  Francisco  ! Have  I caught 
Oh,  pretty  sir,  the  custom  of  our  country 
Allows  men  none  in  this  place.  Now  the 
show'r  comes. 

Le<K . Oh,  signor  Theodoro ! 

Theod.  This  sorrow  shews  so  sweetly, 

T cannot  chuse  hut  keep  it  company. 
Taketruce  and  speak,  sir:  And  1 charge vour 
goodness, 

By  all  those  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  virtue, 
By  that  remembrance  these  fair  tears  are 
shed  for, 

If  any  sad  misfortune  have  thus  form’d  you, 
That  cither  care  or  counsel  may  redeem, 
Pam.  purse,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honour  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it, 
And  have  our  labours. 

Leoc.  I have  found  you  noble, 

And  you  shall  rind  me  true  : Your  doubts  are 
certain, 

Nor  dare  1 more  discern  hie;  J am  a woman, 
The  great  example  of  a wretched  woman. 
Here  you  must  give  me  leave  to  shew  my 
sex.—  (credit 

And  now,  to  make  you  know  how  much  your 
Has  won  upon  my  soul,  so ’t  please  your 
patience, 

I’ll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  sad  story. 

Throd.  Sit  down  and  say  on,  lady. 

Lcoc.  I am  born,  sir, 

Of  good  and  honest  parents,  rich,  nnd  noble, 
And,  not  to  lie,  the  daughter  of  don  vSanchio, 
If  my  unhappv  fortune  nave  not  lost  me; 
My  name  call’d  Leocadia,  e’en  the  same 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  special  honour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  pride 
I have  been  often  made  believe  so,  signor; 
But  that’s  impertinent!  Now  to  ray  sorrows: 
Not  far  from  us  a gentleman  of  worth, 

A neighbour,  and  a noble  visitor, 

Had  his  abode,  w ho  often  met  my  father 
In  gentle  sports  of  clince,  and  river-hawking, 
In  course  and  riding;  and  with  him  often 
brought 

A son  of  his,  a young  and  hopeful  gentleman, 


43  Minds  that  made  ’em.]  i,  c.  did  'cm.  Sympson, 
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Nobly  train’d  up,  in  years  fit  for  affection  ; 

A sprightly  man,  of  understanding  excellent, 
Of  speech  n nd  civil  'huviourno  less  powerful; 
And  of  all  parts,  else  my  eyes  lied,  abundant: 
Wegrcw  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaint- 
Nearerinto  affection;  from  affection  [ance 
Into  belief. 

Theod.  Well? 

JLcoc.  Then  we  durst  kiss. 

Theod.  Go  forward  ! [less  man, 

Ijcoc.  But  oh,  tnan,  man,  unconstant,  care- 
Oh,  subtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mischiefs! 
Ob,  Marc- A ntonio,  I may  curse  those  kisses! 
Theod.  What  did  you  call  him,  lady? 

Lcoc.  Marc- Antonio ; 

The  name  to  me  of  misery. 

Theod.  'Pray,  forward ! 

I*oc.  Prom  these  we  bred  desires,  sir;  but 
lose  me,  Ilenv’n, 

If  mine  were  lustful ! 

Theod.  1 believe. 

Leoc.  This  nearness  [honour, 

Made  him  importunate:  When,  to  save  mine 
(Love  having  full  possession  of  iny  powers) 

I got  a contract  from  him. 

Theod.  Scal’d? 

Leoc.  And  sworn  too ; [upon  me. 

Which  since,  for  some  offence  Heav’u  laid 
I lost  amongst  my  monies  in  the  robbery 
(The  loss  that  makes  me  poorest):  This  won 
from  him. 

Fool  that  I was,  and  too  too  credulous, 

1 ’pointed  him  a bye-way  to  my  chamber 

The  next  night  at  an  hour 

Theod.  'Pray  stay  there,  lady  ! — 

And  when  the  night  came,  came  he?  kept  he 
touch  with  you  ? [wishes? 

(Be  not  so  shame-fa- -’d !)  had  ye  both  your 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye? 
Were  ye  in  one  another’s  arms  abed  ? the 
contract  [you? 

Confirm'd  in  full  joys  there?  did  he  lit  with 
Answer  to  that ! ha?  Did  your  father  know 
this. 

The  good  old  man,  or  kindred,  privy  to’t*1? 
And  bad  you  their  consents?  did  that  night's 
Mu’  o you  a mother?  [promise 

Lcoc.  Why  d’you  ask  so  nearly? 

Good  sir,  does  ir  concern  you  any  thing? 
Theod.  No,  lady ; 

Only  t lie  pity  why  you  should  be  us’d  so 
A little  stii  sine.  But  did  he  keep  his  promise? 

Lcoc.  No,  no,  signor; 

Alas,  ho  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it ! 
My  love  was  foul’d,  lime  number’d  to  no  end. 
My  expect  ition  fl  rated ; and  guess  you,  sir, 
What  dor  unto  a .rating  maid  this  was  *5, 
What  a base  break  in; -off? 

Theod.  Ail  » well  then.—  Lady, 

Go  ft. r ward  in  your  story. 

Lcoc.  Not  only  fail’d,  sir, 


(Which  is  a curse  in  love;  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  affections  arc  full-wing’d  and  ready 
To  stoop  upon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
llis  full  hopes  are  in ’s  arms!)  not  only  thus, sir, 
But  more  injurious,  faithless,  treacherous, 
Within  two  days  Fame  gave  him  far  remov’d 
With  u new  love;  which,  inucii  against  my 
conscience. 

But  more  against  my  cause,  which  is  my  hell, 
I must  confess  a fair  one,  a right  fair  one, 
Indeed  of  admirable  sw-eelness,  daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbours; 

The  thief  call’d  Theodosia,  whose  perfection* 
I'm  bound  to  ban  forever,  curse  to  wrinkles. 
As  licav’u  I hope  will  make  ’em  soon,  and 
aches;  [wench, 

For  they  have  robb’d  me,  poor  unhappy 
Of  all,  of  all,  sir,  all  that  w as  my  glory,  [vei. 
And  left  me  nothing  but  these  tears,  and  tra- 
Upon  this  certain  news,  I quit  my  father, 
(And,  if  you  be  not  milder  in  construction, 

I fear  mine  honour  too)  aud  like  a page 
Stole  to  Ossuna;  from  that  place  toSevil; 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  I was  travelling 
When  you  o’er-took  my  misery,  in  hope  to 
hear  of 

dallies  bound  up  for  Italy;  for  never 
Will  I leave  off  the  search  of  tins  bad  man, 
This  filcher  of  affections,  this  love-pedlar ! 
Nor  shall  my  curses  cease  to  blast  her  beau- 
ties, [ture, 

And  make  her  name  ns  wandring  as  her  mv- 
’T’ill,  standing  face  to  face  before  their  lusts, 
I cull  Heav’n's  justice  down. 

Theod.  This  shews  too  angry ; 

Nor  can  it  be  her  fault  she  is  belov’d : 

If  I give  meat,  must  they  that  eat  it  surfeit? 
Lei*.  She  loves  again,  sir,  there’s  the  mis- 
chief of  it, 

And  in  despite  of  me,  to  drown  ray  blessings, 

Which  she  shall  dearly  know 

'Theod.  You  are  too  violent.  [devotion 
Lcoc.  Sb’has  devils  iu  her  eyes,  to  whose 
He  offers  all  his  service. 

Theod.  Who  can  say 

But  she  may  be  forsaken  too?  He  that  once 
wanders  [raise. 

From  such  u perfect  sweetness  as  you  pro- 
lias  lie  not  still  the  same  rule  to  deceive? 
Leoc.  No,  no;  they  are  together,  love  to- 
gether. 

Past  all  deceit  of  that  side;  sleep  together, 
Live,  and  delight  together;  and  such  deceit 
Give  me  in  a wild  desert ! 

Theod.  By  your  leave,  lady, 

I see  no  honour  in  this  cunumg. 

Leoc.  Honour?  [none; 

Irue,  none  of  her  part;  honour?  she  deserves 
’ lis  ceas’d  with  w it  nd  ring  ladies,  such  as  she  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

Theod.  1 could  be  angry, 


Or  kindred  privy  to’t  ?]  I can't  help  Blinking  but  that  or  is  corrupted  for  were.  Syropson. 
Bor. ] i.e.  bulk,  disappointment.  If  the  reader  would  see  an  account  of  the  several 
sorts  of  dors , I will  refer  liun  to  Ben  Jooson,  [WhaUey’a  edit.  vul.  i.  p.  38J,  384.]  Sympson. 
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Extremely  angry  now,  beyond  my  nature, 

[Aside. 

An  ’twere  not  for  my  pity:  What  a man 
J » this,  to  do  tlie'-e  wrongs ! — Believe  me,  lady, 

J know  the  maid,  and  know  she  is  not  with 

him — 

I would  you  knew  she  were  in  Heaven ! 
Theod.  Ami  so  well  know  her,  that  1 think 
you’re  cozen’d. 
leitc.  So  I say,  sir. 

Theod.  \ mean,  m her  behaviour;  for,  trust 
uiy  faith, 

So  much  1 dare  adventure  for  her  credit, 

Hu*  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wrong. 

Levc.  How  run  she  then  delight  in  him? 
Dare*  she  think 

( He  what  she  will,  as  excellent  as  angels) 

My  love  so  fond,  my  wishes  so  indulgent, 
i hat  j must  take  her  prew  rungs3*?  ?foop  at 
that  [heautv, 

$h’  has  tir’d  upon?  No,  sir;  I hold  my 
( Wash  hut  these  sorrows  from  it)  of  a sparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  means  as  equal, 
My  youth  as  much  uuhlowii;  ‘and,  for  Our 

And  weight  of  virtue [worths 

Theod.  Do  not  task  her  so  far. 

By  Hcav’u  she’s  cork,  and  clouds! 
light,  light,  sir,  vapour!  [crafts, 

But  1 shall  find  her  om,  with  nil  her  witch- 
ller  paintings, and  her  pouncing* ; for’ti&art, 
And  only  art  preserves  her,  and  mere  spells 
That  work  upon  his  pow’rs.  Let  her  hut 
shew  roe 

A ruin’d  cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
(And  writes  hut  sixteen  years)  in  spite  of  sor- 
rows, [dows, 

An  uuhatii’d  body,  smiles  that  give  but  sha- 
A nd  wrinkle  not  the  face ! Besides,  she’s  little, 

A demy  dame,  that  makes  no  object. 

Theod.  Nay, 

Then  I must  say  you  err  ; for,  credit  me, 

I think  site’s  taller  than  yourself. 

Leoc.  Why,  let  her! 

It  is  not  that  shall  mate  inc  ; I hut  ask 
My  hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Theod.  (jeu tie  lady, 

Mis  now  ill  time  of  further  argument; 

For  I perceive  your  anger  void  of  counsel, 
Which  1 could  wish  more  temperate. 

Leuc  ’Pray  forgive  me, 

If  1 have  spoke  uncivilly:  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play;  and  I beseech 
you  [torments, 

Impute  it  love’s  offence,  not  mine;  whose 
If  you  have  ever  lov’d,  and  found  my  crosses, 
You  must  confess  are  seldom  tied  to  patience  : 
Yet  I could  wish  I had  said  less. 

Theod.  No  harm  then  ; 

You’ve  made  a lull  amends.  Our  company  * 


You  may  command,  so  please  you,  iu  your 
travels, 

With  ull  our  faith  and  furtherance  ; let  it  be 
l.eoc.  You  make  too  great  an  offer,  [so. 
'Theod.  Then  it  shall  be. 

Go  in,  and  rest  yourself;  our  wholesome  diet 
Will  be  mode  ready  straight.  But  hark  yon, 
Indy ! [fcraace, 

One  tiling  I must  entreat;  your  leave  and  suf- 
That  these  things  may  he  open  to  my  brother, 
For  more  respect  and  honour. 

Leoc.  I)o  your  pleasure.  [means, 

'Theod.  And  do  not  change  this  habit,  by  no 
Unless  you  change  yourself. 

Leoc.  Which  must  not  yet  be. 

Theod.  It  carries  you  conceal’d  And  safe. 
Leoc.  I’m  counsell’d.  [Esit. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  What’s  done  ? 

Theod.  W by.  all  we  doubted ; ’(is  a woman, 
And  of  a noble  strain  too:  Guess! 

Phi/.  1 cannot. 

Theod.  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 
Phil.  Stay;  I think  not.  [eadia, 

Theod.  Indeed  you  have;  ’tis  the  fuirl.cn- 
Daughterunto  doiiSanchk>,  onr  liobloncigli- 
PhiL  Nay?  [Lour. 

Theod.  'Tis  she,  sir,  o’ my  credit. 

Phil.  Leocndia  ? 

Pish  ! Leocndia  it  must  not  he. 

Theod.  It  must  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Phil.  'Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder:  Leo- 
Theod.  'Hie  very  same.  [cadia? 

Phil.  The  damsel  Leocadia? 

I guess’d  it  was  a woman,  and  a fair  one. 

I see  it  thro*  her  shape,  transparent,  plain; 
But  that  it  should  he  she  ! tell  me  directly. 
Theod.  By  Heav’ns,  'tis  she. 

Phil.  By  Heov’n,  then,  ’tis  a sweet  one. 
Theod.  That’s  granted  too. 

Phil.  But  hark  you,  hark  you,  sister  ! 

How  came  she  thus  disguis’d? 

Theod.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too;  [too. 

As  I came,  on  the  self-safe  ground,  so  us’d 
Phil.  Bv  the  same  man  ? 

'Theod.  The  same  too. 

Phil.  As  1 live,  [otic*  ! 

You  lovers  have  fine  fancies,  wondrbus  fine 
Theod.  ’Pray  Ileav’n,  you  never  make  one! 
Phil.  Taith,  I know  not : 

Hut,  in  that  mind  I am.  I’d  rather  cobble; 

M is  a mote  Christian  trade.  ’Pray  tell  me  one 
thing; 

Are  not  you  two  now  monstrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

Theod.  She  is  much  of  me. 

Ami  bus  rail’d  at  inc  most  unmercifully, 

And  to  my  face;  and,  o’ my  conscience. 


*6  Take  her  prCii  iiinps ; stop  ul  that 

Sh’os  tied  upon/ j Mr.  Theobald,  with  whom  I had  the  good  fortune  to  agree,  reads 
stoop  for  stop , which  is  undoubtedly  the  true  lection,  and  is  a term  in  fakoury  that  ucids 
no  explanation.  Si/mpson. 

Very  Jot  lunate  indeed,  since  S’!  OOP  is  the  lection  of  the  first  folio. 
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Had  she  but  known  me,  either  she  or  I, 

Or  both,  had  parted  with  strange  faces, 

She  was  in  such  a fury. 

Phil.  Lcocadia  ? 

Does  she  speak  handsomely  ? 

I'li cud.  Wondrous  well,  sir, 

And  all  she  docs  becomes  her,  e’en  her  anger. 
Phil.  I low  seem’d  she  when  you  fuuud  her? 
Theod . flad  you  seen 
IIow  sweetly  fearfully  her  pretty  self 19 
Bet  ra  v d herself ; how  neat  her  sorrow  shew’d. 
And  in  wliat  handsome  phrase  she  put  her 
story ; 

And  as  occasion  stirr’d  her  how  she  started, 
1 ho’  roughly,  yet  most  aptly,  into  anger; 
Yon  would  liave  wonder’d. 

Phil.  Docs  she  know  you  ? 

Theod.  No, 

Nor  must  not  by  no  means. 

PhiL  How  stands  your  difference  ? 

Theod.  I’ll  tell  you  that  some  litter  time; 
but,  trust  me, 

My  Marc- Antonio  has  too  much  to  answer. 
J hit.  May  I take  knowledge  of  her  ? 
Theod.  Ycs^ she’s  willing, 

Phil.  ’Pray  use  her  as  she  is,  with  all  re- 
spects then ; 

For  she's  a woman  of  a noble  breeding. 
Theod.  You  shall  not  find  me  wanting. 
Phil.  Which  way  bears  she? 

Theod.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Phil.  I om  glad  on’t.  llark  you  ! 

She  keeps  her  shape  ? 

Enter  Jxoeadta. 

Theod.  Yes,  and  I think,  by\tliis  time. 

Has  mew’d  her  old 

Phil.  She’s  here ; By  lleav’n,  a rare  one! 
An  admirable  sweet  one  ! what  an  eye  ! 

Of  wliat  a full  command  she  bears!  how 
gracious  [ver ! 

All  hi  r aspect  shew  s ! Bless  rne  from  a fc- 
J am  not  well  o’  th'  sudden, 
ixoc.  Noble  friends, 

Your  meat  and  all  my  service  waits  upon  ye. 
Phil.  You  teach  us  manners,  lady;  all 
which  service  [too ; 

Must  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  all  too  poor 
B'usli  not  we  know  you;  for,  by  all  our  faiths, 
With  us  your  honour  is  in  sanctuary, 

And  over  shall  be. 

Jxoc.  I do  well  believe  it: 

\VtJI  yon  walk  nearer,  sir?  ~ [Exit. 

Theod.  Sim  shews  ^till  fairer, 

Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer, neater: 
I know  not;  I may  fool  myself,  mid  finely 
Nourish  a wolf  to  eat  mv  heart  out.  Certain, 
As  she  appears  now,  she  appears  a wonder, 
A thing  amazes  me;  what  would  she  do  then 
Tn  woman’s  helps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her, 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy?  Without  all 
doubt, 


She  would  be  held  a miracle;  nor  can  I think 
He  has  forsaken  her,  say  what  she  please; 
l know  Ins  curious  eye  : Or,  say  lie  had. 

Put  case  he  could  be  so  boy-hlind  und  foolish. 
Yet  still  I fear  she  keeps  the  contract  with  her, 
Not  stol’u,  as  she  nflirins,  nor  lost  by  negli- 
gence ; 

She’ll  lose  herself  first,  ’tisher  life  ; and  there 
All  my  hopes  are  dispatch’d.  Oh,  noble  Love, 
That  thou  rouldst  he  without  this  jealousy. 
Without  this  passion  of  the  heart,  how 
hoav’nly 

Would  st  thou  appear  upon  us ! Come  wliat 
may  cotue. 

I’ll  see  tlie  end  on’t:  And  siuce  chance  has 
cast  her 

Naked  into  mv  refuge,  all  I can 

She  freely  shall  command,  except  the  man. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Leonardo  and  Pedro. 

Txo.  Don  Pedro,  do  you  think  assuredly 
The  gullies  will  come  rouud  to  Barcelona 
Within  the?-e  two  days? 

Pedro.  Without  doubt. 

Leo.  And  think  you 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly? 

Pedro.  lie  is,  sir; 

I saw-  him  at  their  settiug  off. 

Leo.  Must  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  water,  as  you  say  ? 

Pedro.  They  must,  sir. 

And  for  fresh  meat  too;  few  or  nonego  by  it. 
Beside,  so  great  a fleet  must  needs  want 
trimming,  [hour 

If  they  have  met  with  foul  seas;  and  nohar- 
Ou  this  side  Spain  is  able,  without  danger, 
To  moor  ’em,  hut  that  haven. 

Leo.  Are  the  wars 
Ilis  only  end? 

Pedro.  So  he  professes. 

Leo.  Bears  he 

Any  command  amongst  ’em? 

Pedro.  Good  regard 

With  all ; which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  ’Pray,  sir,  tell  me, 

And  as  you  are  a gentleman  be  liberal. 
Pedro.  1 will,  sir,  and  most  true. 

Jxo.  Who  saw  you  with  Inin  ? 

Pedro.  None  but  things  like  himself; 
young  soldiers. 

And  gentlemen  desirous  to  seek  honour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  woman  there,  lior  none 
disguis’d  [gunge, 

That  might  be  thought  a woman?  In  hislun- 
Did  he  not  let  slip  something  of  suspicion 
Touching  that  wanton  wav? 

Pedro.  Believe  me,  sir, 

I neither  saw,  nor  could  suspect  that  face 
That  might  be  doubted  woman’s ; yet  I’m 
sure 


s*  TJotv  sweetly  fearful  her  pretty  We  have  ventured  to  assist  this  verse,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a syllabic. 
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Aboard  him  T see  all  that  past:  And  ’tis  im- 
possible 

Among  so  many  high-set  bloods  there  should 
be  [ kle, 

A woman,  let  her  close  herself  within  a coc- 
Bnt  they  would  open  her:  lie  must  not  love 
Within  that  place  alone;  and  therefore  surely 
lie  would  not  be  so  foolish,  had  he  any, 

To  trust  her  there.  For  his  discourse,  ’iwas 
ever 

About  his  business,  war,  or  mirth,  to  make  us 
Relish  a can  of  wine  well ; when  he  spoke 
private, 

Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  service. 
And  hope  of  vour  good  prayers  for  his  health, 
And  so  I gave  him  to  the  seas.  [sir; 

Leo.  1 thank  you. 

And  now  am  satisfied.  And,  to  prevent 
Suspicions  that  may  nourish  dangers,  signor, 
(For  I have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonso 
Chafes  like  a stag  i’tli’  toil,  and  bend*  his  fury 
'Gainst  all, but  his  own  ignorance)  I’m  deter- 
For  pence  sake  and  the  preservation  [min’d, 
Of  my  yct-untouch’d  honour,  and  his  cure, 
Myself  to  seek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back, 
As  testimony  of  an  unsought  injury 
By  either  ot  our  actions  ; that  the  world 
And  he,  if  be  have  reason,  may  sec  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfect  guide,  nor  all  fames 
Founders  of  truths.  In  the  mean  time,  this 
courtesy 

I must  entreat  of  you,  sir;  be  myself  here, 
And  as  myself  command  my  family. 

Pedro.  You  lay  too  much  trust  on  me. 
Leo.  Tis  my  love,  sir. 

I will  not  be  long  from  you.  If  this  question 
Chance  to  be  call’d  upon  ere  my  'return, 

I leave  your  care  to  answer.  So,  farewell,  sir ! 
Pedro.  You  take  a wise  way ; all  my  best 
endeavours 

Shall  lahour  in  your  absence.  Peace  go  with 
you  ! [ Exit  Leo. 

A noble  honest  gentleman,  free-hearted, 

And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving  and  much 
lov’d, 

And  father  of  that  goodness  only  Malice 
Can  truly  stir  against ; w hat  dare  befall 
'Till  his  return  I’ll  answer. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Alphonso  and  Servant . 

Alph.  Walk  off,  sirrah ; 

Bur  ke<p  yourself  within  my  call. 

Se.rv.  I will,  sir. 

Alph.  And  stir  my  horse,  for  taking  cold. 
— Within  there ! [signor ! 

Hon,  people  !you  that  dwell  there ! my  brave 
What,  arc  ye  all  asleep?  is’t  that  time  with  ye? 
I’ll  ring  a little  louder. 

Enter  Pedro.  ' 

Pedro.  Sir,  who  seek  you? 


Alph.  Not  you,  sir.  Where's  your  master? 
Pedro.  I serve  no  man 
In  way  of  pay,  sir. 

Alph.  Where’s  the  man  o*  th’ house  then ? 
Pedro.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  sir 
Alph.  Do  you  stand  here,  sir, 

To  ask  men  questions  when  they  come  ? 

Pedro.  I would,  sir, 

Remg  his  friend,  and  hearing  such  alarms, 
Know  how  men  come  to  visit  him. 

Alph.  You  shall,  sir: 

Tray  tell  his  Mightiness  here  is  a gentleman, 
By  name  Alphonso,  would  entreat  his  con- 
ference 

About  atlairs  of  state,  sir.  Are  you  answer’d? 

Enter  Sauchio  curried. 

Pedro.  I must  he,  sir. 

Sane.  Stay;  set  me  down.  Stay,  signor! 
You  must  stay,  and  you  shall  stay. 

Alph.  Meaning  me,  sir?  [you. 

Sane.  Yes,  you,  sir;  you  I mean;  I mean 
Alph..  Well,  sir  ? 

Why  should  I stay  ? 

Stiuc.  There’s  reason. 

Alph.  Reason,  sir? 

Sane.  Ay,  reason,  sir ; [first. 

My  wrong  is  greatest,  and  I will  lie  serv’d 
Call  out  the  man  of  fame. 

Alph.  How  serv’d,  sir? 

Sane.  Thus,  sir. 

Alph.  But  not  before  me  ? 

Sane.  Before  all  the  world,  sir. 

As  my  case  stands. 

Alph.  I’ve  lost  a daughter,  sir. 

Sane.  I’ve  lost  another,  worth  five  score 
of  her,  sir. 

Alph.  You  must  not  tell  me  so. 

Sane.  I have  ; and,  hark  ye,  [low ; 

Make  it  up  five  score  more.  Call  out  thefel- 
And  stand  you  by,  sir. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  mad  morris. 

Alph.  And  I stand  by? 

Sane.  I say,  stand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  hy,  among  thy  lungs*®? 

Sane.  Turn  presently, 

And  say  thy  prayers  ; thou  art  dead. 

Alph.  I scorn  thee ! [dost ! 

And  scorn  to  say  my  prayers  more  than  thou 
Mine  is  the  most  wrong,  and  my  daughter 
And  mine  shall  first  he  righted.  [dearest, 
Sane.  Shall  be  righted  ? 

Pedro.  A third  inaylive,  I see.  ’Pray  hear 
me,  gentlemen. 

Sane . Shall  be  ? 

Alph.  Ay,  shall  be  righted. 

Sane.  Now  ? 

Alph.  Now. 

Sane.  Instantly  ? 

Alph.  Before  I stir. 

Seme.  Before  me? 


*9  Lungs.]  Probably  this  is  an  accidental  corruption  of  the  word  loons,  (i.  c.  Ion ' people)  de- 
rived from  the  Irish  liun , sluggish.  See  Dr.  Percy's  llcliqucs  of  Antient  Poetry,  Glossary 
to  vol.  i. 
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Alp h.  Before  any. 

Sane.  Dost  thou  consider  what  thou  sayst? 
Hast  thou  friends  here 
Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  persuade  me 
(After  I’ve  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruise*0. 
And  made  thee  spend  thy  state  in  rotten  up- 
pies) 

Thou  canst  at  length  be  quiet?  Shall  I kill 
Divide  thee  like  a rotten  pompinn,  [thee? 
And  leave  thee  stinking  to  posterity  ? 

There’s  not  the  least  blow  i shall  give,  but 
does  this. 

Urge  me  no  further:  I am  first. 

Alph.  I’ll  hang  first ! 

No,  goodmari  Glory,  'tis  not  your  bravadoes, 
Your  punctual  honour,  nor  soldadoship— 
Sane.  Set  me  a little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  sally!—  [tionJI, 

Lin’d  with  yourquirks  of  carriage  anddiscre- 
Can  blow  me  offiny  purpose.  Where’s  your 
credit,  [arguing, 

With  allyourschool-pointsnoiv?  your  decent 
And  apt  time  for  performing?  where  are  these 
toys, 

These  wise  wavs  and  mosthonourablecourses, 
To  takereveuge?  llow  dar’stthou  talk  of  kill* 
*ng. 

Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  hut  squirts, 
When  lechery  has  dry-founder’d  thee? 

Sane.  Nearer  yet f 

That  I may  spit  him  down  ! — Thou  lookest 
like  a man. 

Pedro.  I would  he  thought  so,  sir, 

Sane.  ’Prithee  do  but  take  me, 

And  fliog  me  upon  that  puppy. 

Alph  Do,  for  lleuven's  sake. 

And  see  hut  how  I’ll  hug  him. 

Sane.  Yet  take  warning ! 

Pedro.  'Faith,  gentlemen,  this  is  a needless 
quarrel. 

Sane.  And  d’you  desire  to  make  one  ? 
Pedro.  As  a friend,  sir, 

To  tell  you  all  this  aimer  is  but  lost,  sir; 

For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alph.  No,  no,  sir! 

Pedro.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sane.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here,  sir, 


When  men  are  wrong’d,  and  cotne  for  satis- 
factions? 

Pedro.  It  seems  he  has  done  none,  sir;  for 
his  business, 

Clear  of  those  cares,  hath  carried  him  for 
some  time 

To  Barcelona:  If  he  had  heen  guilty, 

1 know  he  would  have  stay’d,  and  clear’d  all 
difference, 

Either  by  free  confession,  or  his  sword. 

Sane.  This  must  not  be! 

Pedro.  Sure  us  I live,  it  is,  sir. 

Alph.  Sure,  as  we  all  live, 

He’s  run  away  for  ever! — Barcelona? 

Why,  ’tis  the  key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  stole  first  hither. 

Sane.  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Too  gross  to  he  forgiven,  and  too  open, 

He  has  found  the  same  way  back  again:  I 
believe  too 

The  good  grass  gentleman,  for  his  own  ease. 
Has  taken  one  o’  th*  fillies.  Is  not  his  stuft 
sold  ? 

Alph.  I fear  his  worship’s  shoes  too,  to 
escape  us; 

I do  not  think  he  has  a dish  within  doors, 

A louse  left  of  his  lineage. 

Pedro.  You’re  too  w ide,  sir. 

Alph.  Or  one  poor  wooden  spoon. 

Pedro.  Come  in  and  see,  sir. 

Alph.  I’ll  see  his  house  on  fire  first! 
Pedro.  Then  be  pleas’d, 

Sir,  to  give  better  censure. 

Sane.  I w ill  after  him, 

And  search  him  like  conceal’d  land,  hut  I'll 
have  him; 

And,  tho’  I find  him  in  his  shrift,  I’ll  kill  him. 
Alph.  I’ll  bear  you  company. 

Sane.  ’Pray  have  a care  then, 

A most  especial  care,  indeed  a fear, 

You  do  not  anger  me. 

Alph.  I wilt  observe  you  ; 

And  if  I light  upon  him  handsomely * 

Stine.  Kill  but  a piece  of  him ; leave  some, 
For  your  poor  friends!  [Alphouso, 

Pedro.  1 fear  him  not  for  nil  this. 

Alph.  Shall  we  fir*t  go  home, 


3°  One  main  bruist.J  Tilt*  variation  was  recommended  by  Theobald.  The  mention  of  rdtltn 
apples  (esteemed  beneficial  in  bruises)  induces  us  to  think  him  right. 

3‘  Sane.  Li  ltd  vcith  your  i /uirks .]  I have  given  to  the  speakers  here,  what  I think  they  may 
justly  claim,  though  Mr.  Theobald  only  makes  a query  about  it,  viz.  their  proper  speeches, 
which  all  the  former  editions  seem  to  have  confounded;  after — soldadoship — Alphonso  is 
interrupted  by  old  Sanchio,  who  says, 

Set  me  a little  nearer , let  him  hilly — After  which  Alphonso  goes  on  to  complete  his  pas- 
sionate speech  that  was  broke  off  at—  not  your  soldadoship — thus, 

* Lin’d  with  your  quirks  of  carriage,’ 4'C. 

After  which  follows  naturally  enough, 

Sane.  ‘ Nearer  yet.’  Sympson. 

First  folio  reads  thus: 

Sane.  * Set  ine  a little  nearer.* 

Alph.  * Let  him  sally.* 

S.  ‘Lin’d  with,*4‘c* 

Sympson’s  variation,  therefore,  about  which  thus  much  is  said,  is  merely  omitting  the 5.  which 
bv  some  accident  (and  palpably  accident)  was  placed  at  the  beginning  of  the  last  line. 
Vot.II.  3 T 
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(For  it  may  prove  a voyage)  anil  dispose 
Ot  things  there?  lieav'n  knows  what  may 
Sane.  No;  [follow'! 

I'll  kill  him  in  this  shirt  I’ve  on:  Let  things 
Govern  themselves ! I’m  master  of  my  honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more;  let  wife,  and  land, 
Lie  lay**  ’till  I return  ! 

Afph.  I say  Amen  to’t: 

But  what  care  for  our  monies  ? 

Sane.  I’ll  not  spend 

Above  three  shillings,  'till  his  head  be  here; 
h our  is  too  great  a sum  for  all  his  fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  up  instantly. 

A/yh.  Farewell  to  you,  sir ! 

And  it  your  friend  be  in  a feather-bed, 

Sew'd  up  to  shrowd  his  fears,  tell  him  ’tis 
folly; 


For  no  course  but  his  voluntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  pardons.  [ Exeunt. 

Pedro.  These  I think  would  be  * 

Offence  enough,  if  their  own  indiscretions 
Would  suffer  ’em  ; two  of  the  old  seditions! 
When  they  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own 
foes  : 

Were  they  a little  wiser,  I should  doubt  ’em ; 
Till  when,  I'll  ne’er  break  sleep,  nor  suffer 
hunger , reas 

For  any  harm  he  shall  receive:  For  Vis  a* 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  these  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and 
live  still, 

As ’tis  to  tell  live  pound  ; a great  deal  sooner. 
And  so  I’ll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking. 


[Exit. 

39  Lie  lay.]  This  passage  is  a confirmation  of  a correction  I made  in  The  Scornful  Ladv: 
Though  Mr.  Theobald  makes  an  unhappy  query  whether  we  should  not  read,  » lie  fallow ;’ 
But  tins  is  the  same  thing ; lay,  as  you  may  see  in  note  * upon  The  Scornful  Lady,  being 
fallow,  Sympson.  • 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Marc- Antonio  and  a Gentlcmun. 
Marc,  C IR,  this  is  compliment ; I pray  you 
leave  me. 

Gent.  Sir,  it  ismbt. 

Marc.  Why,  I would  only  see 
The  town. 

Gent . And  only  that  I come  to  shew  vou. 
Mart*.  Which  I can  see  without  you. 
Gent.  So  you  may, 

Plainly,  not  safely:  For  such  difference 
As  you  Imve  seen  betwixt  the  sea  and  earth 
When  waves  rise  high,  and  lund  would  beat 
’em  back, 

As  fearful  of  invasion  ; such  we  find 
When  wc  land  lure  at  Barcelona. 

Mure.  Sir [fearing 

Gent.  Beside*,  our  gon'ral  of  the-  gallics, 
Your  hasty  nature,  charg’d  me  not  return 
Without  you  safe. 

Mare.  Oh.  sir,  that  Rodorigo 
B noble,  and  lie  does  mistake  mv temper: 

J here  is  not  in  the  world  n mind'  loss  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs,  or  do  ’em.  lias  he  seen 
ine 

In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleases 

Enter  Eugenia,  with  divert  Attendant*. 

To  call  me  frit hd,  let  slip  n liastv  word? 

’Slight,  sir!  yonder  i?  a lady  veil’d; 

For  properties*  beyond  comparison, 

And  sure  her  face  is  like  the  rest;  we’il  soe’t. 


Gent.  Why,  you  are  hasty,  sir,  already. 
Know  you 

What  *tis  you  go  about? 

J1  tare.  Yes ; I would  see 
The  woman’s  face. 

r Gent.  By  Heav'n,  you  shall  not  do’t! 

You  do  not  know  the  custom  of  the  place: 
To  draw  that  curtain  here,  tho’abe  weremeao, 
Is  mortal. 

Mure.  Is  it?  Earth  must  come  to  earth 
At  last ; and,  by  my  troth,  I'll  try  it,  sir. 
Gent.  Then  J must  hold  you  fast.  Bv  all 
the  faith 

That  can  be  plne’-d  in  man,  ’tis  an  attempt 
More  dangerous  than  death  ; ’tis  death  and 
I know  the  lady  well.  [shame! 

Marc.  Is  she  a lady  ? 

I shall  the  more  desire  to  see  her,  sir. 

(ient.  She  is  Alanso’s  wife,  the  Governor, 
A noble  gentleman. 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go : 

Ifl  can  win  her,  you  and  I will  govern 
J his  town,  sir,  lear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
I hcifc  barbarous  customs  then;  for  every  lady 
Slmll  be  seen  daily,  and  seen  over  too». 
Gent.  Come,  do  not  jest,  nor  let  your 
passions  bear  you 

To  such  wild  enterprizes  ! Hold  you  still; 

1 or,  as  I have  a soul,  you  shall  not  do’t! 

She  is  a lady  of  unblemish’d  fame, 

And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  base. 
Hold  on  your  way;  and  we  a ill  see  the  town, 
Anti  overlook  the  ladies. 

seen  overt  too  ;*  i.  e. 
seems  to  confirm  the 


” Anu  u Tr  '.""  l S:V™P,on  it  probable  we  should  roar 

old"eadmg  "e  * “6U  ,,,eech'  ‘A»d  the  ladic. 
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Marc.  I am  school'd, 

And  promise  you  I will. — But,  good  sir,  see  ! 
She  will  pass  by  us  now:  I hope  i may 
Salute  her  thus  I’ar  off. 

Gent.  ’Sfoot,  are  you  mad? 

Twill  be  as  ill  as  th* other. 

t Attend.  What's  the  matter? 

What  would  that  fellow  have? 

Gent.  Good  sir,  forbear. 

1 Attend.  It  seems  you  arc  new  landed; 
would  you  beg 
Any  thing  here? 

Marc.  Yes,  sir,  all  happiness 
To  that  fair  lady,  as  1 hope. 

Gent.  Marc- Antonio!  [would  beg* 

Marc.  Her  face,  which  needs  no  hiding,! 

A sight  of. 

Gent.  Now  go  on ; for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  tias  from  a tumult. 

1 Attend  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  see  a fitter  object  for  your  eyes, 

Than  a fair  lady’s  face. 

Eag.  For  Heav'n’s  sake,  raise  not 
A quarrel  in  the  streets  for  me ! 

1 Attend.  Slip  m then; 

This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  ? 

1 Attend.  YVe  must,  or  suffer  [speak. 

This  outrage.  Is’t  not  all  your  minds,  sirs? 
AIL  Yes. 

Eug.  Then  I do  beseech  yc,  let  my  lord 

Enter  three  or  four  Soldiers. 

Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me;  for ’tis  not. 

[Exit. 

Gent.  See,  happily  some  of  our  galley  sol- 
Are  come  ashore.  [diers 

1 Attend.  Come  on,  sir ! you  shall  see 
Faces  enough. 

Enter  certain  Townsmen. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 
Our  General ! the  whole  roar  of  the  town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc.  1 have  seen,  sir,  better 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  cover'd ; and  will  yet 
See  that,  or  spoil  yours.  [They  fight. 

Enter  Philippo,  Theodosia , and  Leocadia. 
Phil.  On!  why  start  you  back? 

Theod.  Alas,  sir,  they  are  lighting. 

Ltoc.  Let's  be  gone. — 

Sec,  see,  a handsome  inan  struck  down ! 

Gent,  llo,  General ! 

Look  out!  Autonio  is  in  distress. 

Theod.  Antonio? 

Leoc.  Antonio  ? Tis  he. 

Pod.  [&uf  Ain.]  Ho,  Governor ! — Make  a 
shot  into  the  town ! 

I’ll  part  you.  Bring  away  Antonio  [A  shot. 
Into  iny  cabin.  [Ere.  Attend,  and  Townsmen. 

Gent.  1 will  do  that  office  : 

1 fear  it  is  the  last  that  1 shall  do  him. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Gcnllcmantwith 
More- Antonio. 

3 1 


'Theod.  The  last?  why,  will  he  die? 

Leoc.  Since  I have  found  him, 

Happiness  leave  me,  when  1 leave  him!  [Exit. 

Phil.  YVhy,  Theodosia! 

My  sister ! wake ! Alas,  1 griev’d  but  now 
To  see  the  streets  so  full,  and  now  I grieve 
To  see  them  left  so  empty : I could  wish 
Tumult  himself  were  here,  tiiat  yet  at  least 
Amongst  the  band  I might  espy  some  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  errand  for  a cordial, 

(Jr  aqua-vita,  or  a cup  of  sack, 

Or  a physician.  But  to  talk  of  these 

She  breathes ! Stand  up  ! oh,  Theodosia ! 
Speak  but  as  thou  wert  woht : give  hut  a sigh, 
YVhicIi  is  but  the  most  unhappy  piece  of  life, 
And  I will  ever  after  worship  sadness, 

Apply  myself  to  grief,  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  sorrow] 

Theod.  Oh,  Pnilippo,  help  me ! [arms, 
Phil.  I do : These  are  my  arms,  Philippo 's 
Thv  brother’s  arms,  that  hold  thee  up. 

Theod.  You  help  me 
To  life;  but  I would  sec  Antonio 
That's  dead.  ” [thou  ? 

Phil.  Thou  shalt  see  any  thing.  IIow  dost 
Theod.  Better,  I thank  you. 

Phil.  YVhy,  that’s  well.  Call  up 
Thy  senses,  and  uncloud  thy  cover’d  spirits. 

How  DOW? 

Theod.  Recover’d.  But  Antonio! 

Wlie re  is  he? 

Phil.  YVe  will  find  him.  Art  thou  well? 
Theod.  Perfectly  well,  saving  the  miss  of 
him. 

And  1 do  charge  you  here,  by  our  alliance, 
And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  be- 
twixt us, 

Knew  we  no  kindred;  by  that  killing  fear, 
Mingled  with  twenty  thousand  hopes  and 
doubts, 

YVhich  you  may  think  plac’d  in  a lover's  heart, 
And  in  a virgin’s  too  when  sise  wants  help. 

To  grunt  me  your  assistance  to  find  out 
This  man,  alive  or  dead!  and  1 w ill  pay  you, 
III  service,  tears,  or  prayers,  a world  oi  wealth; 
But  other  treasure  1 have  none.  Alas ! 

You  men  have  strong  hearts;  but  we  feeble 
maids 

Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  he 
To  blind  themselves,  crying  for  what  they  see. 
Phil.  YVhy  dost  thou  charge  me  thus?  Have 
I been  found 

Slow  to  perform,  what  I could  but  imagine 
Thy  wishes  were  ? Have  l at  tuiy  time 
Tender’d  a business  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A vanity  of  thine?  Have  I not  been, 

As  if  I were  a senseless  creature,  made 
To  serve  thee  without  power  of  questioning : 
If  so,  why  fcar’st  thou? 

Theod.  I am  sutisiied.  [cadiu? 

Phil.  Come  then,  let’s  go.— Where's  Leo- 
Theod.  I know  not,  sir. 

Phil.  YV  here’s  Leocud ia ? 

Theod.  I do  not  know  , 
ft 
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Phil.  Leocadia! 

This  tumult  made  the  streets  asdead  as  night; 
A man  may  talk  as  freely ! what’s  become 
Of  Leocadia  ? 

Theod.  She's  run  away. 

Phil.  Be  gone,  and  let  us  never  more  be- 
hold 

Each  other’s  face,  till  wc  mriy,  both  together, 
Fasten  our  eyes  on  her!  Accursed  Ic 
Those  tender  cozening  name*  of  Charity, 
And  Natural  Affection!  they  have  lost 
Me,  only  by  observing  them,  what  cost, 
Travel,  and  fruitless  w ishes,  may  in  vain 
Search  thro*  the  world,  but  never  find  again. 
Theod.  Good  sir,  be  patient ! I have  done 
no  fault 

Worthy  this  banishment. 

Phil.  Yes;  Leocadia, 

The  lady  so  distress'd,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  story,  and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  story  to  yourself ; 

Who  was  content  that  I should  know  hdr  sex, 
Before  dissembled,  and  to  put  herself 
Into  my  conduct;  whom  I undertook 
Safely  to  guard  ; is  in  this  tumult  lost ! 

Th cod.  And  can  I help  it,  sir? 

Phil.  No;  'would  thoucouldst! 

You  might  have  done*  but  for  that  zcal'd  reli- 
gion 

You  women  bear  to  swoonings:  You  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint,  when  somebody  Is  by 
Bound  or  by  uaturc,  or  by  love,  or  service, 
To  raise  you  from  that  well-dissembled  death : 
Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  herself, 
Where  sickness  would  no  more  forbear  than 
And  I w ill  quit  the  rest  for  her.  [here, 
Theod  T know  not  s 

What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  dis- 
But,  by  my  troth,  I did  not.  [semble ; 

Phil.  By  my  troth, 

’Would  I had  tried ! ’would  I had  let  thee  lain, 
And  follow  ’d  her ! , 

Theod.  I w ould  you  had  done  so, 

Rather  than  been  so  angry.  Where's  Antonio? 
Phil.  Why  dost  thou  vex  me  with  these 
questions  ? 

Ill  tell  thee  w here;  he’s  carried  to  the  gallics, 
There  to  be  chain'd,  and  row,  and  beat,  and 
row 

With  knotted  ropes,  and  pizzles;  if  he  swoon, 
He  has  a dose  of  biscuit. 

Theod.  I am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

Phil.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled? 

Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is! 

Theod.  Good  brother, 

Be  not  so  hasty,  uud  I think  I can: 

You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I first 
Told  you  she  was  a woman;  and,  believe  me, 
Soimtlmg  i have  found  out  w hich  makes  me 
think, 

Nay  almost  know  so  well,  that  I durst  swear 
She  follow’d  hurt  Antonio. 

Phil.  \N  hat  do  we 


Enter  theGovernor}  two  Attendants,  and  the 
Townsmen. 

Then  lingring  here  ? We  will  aboard  the  cal- 
And  find  her.  [lies, 

Got.  Made  he  a shot  into  the  town? 

1 Attend.  He  did,  sir. 

Gov.  Call  buck  those  gentlemen. 

1 Attend.  The  Governor 
Commands  you  back. 

Phil.  We  will  obey  him,  sir.  [He  is 
Got.  You  nave  him  cause  to  shoot,  I know 
So  far  from  rush  offence,  and  holds  w ith  ine 
Such  curious  friendship— Could  not  one  of 
you 

Have  call'd  me  while  ’twas  doing?  Such  an 
| Before  my  door  too?  [uproar, 

1 Towns.  By  my  troth,  sir. 

We  were  so  busy  in  the  public  cause, 

Of  our  own  private  falling  out,  that  we  for- 
got it.  [soou 

At  home  we  see  now  you  were  not;  but  as 
As  the  shot  made  us  fly,  we  rati  away 
As  fast  as  we  could  to  seek  your  honour. 
Gov.  Tw  as  gravely  done ! but  no  man  tell* 
the  cause,  [differ. 

Or  chance,  or  what  it  was,  that  made  you 
1 Tonus.  For  my  part,  sir,  if  there  were 
any  that 

J knew  of,  the  shot  drove  it  out  of  my  bead. 
Do  you  know  any,  neighbours? 

All.  Not  we,  not  wc. 

Gov.  Not  we  ? Nor  can  you  tell  ? 

1 Attend.  No  other  cause,  [gallics. 

But.  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  town  and  the 
Gov.  Come  nearer,  gentlemen  ! What  are 
vour  mimes? 

Phil  My  name  Philippo. 

Theod.  And  mine  Theodoro. 

Gov.  Strangers  you  arc,  it  seems. 

Phil.  Newly  arriv'd. 

Gov.  Then  you  arc  they  begun  this  tumult, 
Phil.  No,  sir. 

Gov.  Speak  one  of  you. 

1 Attend.  They  arc  not;  I can  quit ’em. 
Theod.  Yet  wc  saw  part,  and  an  unhappy 
part, 

Of  this  debate;  a long-sought  friend  of  ours 
Struck  down  for  dead,  and  borne  unto  the 
His  name  is  Mnrc-Antonio.  [gallics; 

Phil  And  another 
Of  our  own  company,  a gentleman 
Of  noble  birth,  besides  accompanied 
With  all  the  niffs  of  Nature,  ravish’d  hence 
We  kn  w not  how,  in  this  dissentton. 

Gar  Get  you  home  all,  and  work ; and 
when  1 hear 

You  meddle  with  a weapon  any  more,  [you 
But  those  belonging  to  your  trades.  I'll  lay 
Where  your  best  customers  shall  hardly  find 
you.  [ Exeunt  Townsmen. 

I'm  sorry,  gentlemen,  I troubled  you, 

Being  both  strangers,  by  your  tongues,  and 
looks,  • 

Of  w orth ; To  make  ye  some  part  of  amends. 
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Act  4.  Scene  5.] 

If  there  he  any  thing  in  this  poor  town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command, 
Command  me ! 

Theod.  Sir,  this  wounded  gentleman, 

If  it  might  please  you,  if  your  power  and  love 
Extend  so  far,  I would  be  glad  to  wish 
Might  be  remov’d  into  the  town  for  cure: 
The  gallics  stay  not ; and  his  wound,  I know. 
Cannot  endure  a voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  shall, 

I warrant  you. — Go  call  me  hither,  sirrah. 
One  of  my  other  servants.  [Exit  X Attend. 
Phil.  And  besides, 

The  gentleman  we  lost,  signor  Francisco, 
Shall  he  be  render’d  too? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Gov.  And  lie,  sir,  too.  Go,  sirrah,  bear 
this  ring 

To  Kodorigo,  my  most  noble  friend. 

The  general  of  the  gallies:  Tell  him  this. 

| Whispers  to  his  Servant.  Exit  Servant. 
Theod.  Now  we  shall  have  ’em  both. 

Phil.  I31ost  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this ! blest  be  thy  breath 
For  uttering  it! 

Gov.  Come,  gentlemen,  you  shall 
Enter  my  roof;  and  I will  send  for  surgeons, 
And  you  shall  see  your  friends  here  presently. 
Theod.  His  name  was  Marc-Antonio. 

Gov.  I know  it, 

And  have  sent  word  so. 

Phil.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francisco’s  name  ? 

Gov.  Nor  his.  You’re  truly  welcome; 

To  talk  about  it  more,  were  bnt  to  say 
The  same  word  often  over:  You  arc  welcome. 

[E.icunt. 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Marc-Antonio,  carried  by  tiro  Soldiers; 
Lcocadia  and  the  Servant  following. 
Scrv.  This  is  the  house,  sir. 

Marc.  Enter  it,  I pray  you ; 

For  I am  faint,  altho’  I think  my  wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now ; I thank 
you. 

1 Sold.  Heaven  send  you  health,  sir! 

Se.rv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marc.  My  wound’s  not  in  my  feet;  I shall 
entreat  ’em, 

I hope,  to  bear  me  so  far.  [EriY. 

2 Sold.  How  seriously 

Thc'e  land-men  fled,  when  our  general 
Made  a shot,  as  if  he  Imd  been  a warning 
To  call  ’em  to  their  hall ! 

1 Sold.  I cannot  blame  ’em : 

What  a man  have  they  now  in  the  town 
Able  to  maintain  a tumult,  or  uphold 
A matter  out  of  square,  if  need  be?  Oh, 
The  quiet  burly-btirlies  that  I’ve  seen 
In  this  town,  when  we’ve  fought  four  hours 
together, 

And  not  a man  amongst  us  so  impertinent 


Or  modest  to  ask  why? 

But  now  the  pillars  that  bare  up  this  blessed 
Town  in  that  regular  debate,  and  scrambling. 
Are  dead,  the  more’s  the  pity. 

2 Sold.  Old  Ignatio 
Lives  still. 

1 Sold.  Yes,  I know  him ; he  will  do 
Prettily  well  at  a man’s  liver:  But  where 
Is  there  a man  now  living  in  the  town 
That  hath  a steady  hand,  and  understands 
Anatomy  well  ? If  it  come 

To  a particular  matter  of  the  lungs, 

Or  the  spleen,  why,  alas  ! Ignatio  is  to  seek. 
Are  there  any  such  men  left  as  I [you 
Have  known,  that  would  say  they  would  hit 
lu  this  place  ? Is  there  ever  a good  artist, 
Or  a member-piercer,  or  a small-gut-man, 
Left  in  the  town  ? Answer  me  that. 

2 Sold.  ’Mass, 

I think  there  be  not. 

1 Sold.  No,  I warrant  thee. 

Come,  come;  'tis  time  we  were  at  the  gallies. 

[Eretinh 

Enter  Governor , Eugenia,  Mare- Antonio , 
Philippa. 9 Theodosia , Lcocadia , and  Attend- 
ants. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know-  by  what  I said 
already, 

You  may  command  my  house;  but  I must  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you.  If  the  public  business 
Forc’d  me  not  from  you,  I myself  should  call 
it 

Unmannerly;  but,  good  sir,  do  you  give  it 
A milder  name,  it  shall  not  be  an  hour 
Ere  I return. 

Mare.  Sir,  I was  ne’er  so  poor 
In  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I want  a means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov.  Sir,  within  this  hour.  [Exit. 

Marc.  Is  this  the  lady  that  I quarrclrd  for? 
Oh,  Lust,  if  wounds  cannot  restrain  thy  power, 
Let  shame ! Nor  do  I feel  my  hurt  at  all. 

Nor  is  it  aught;  only  I was  well  beaten. 

If  I pursue  it,  all  the  civil  world, 

That  ever  did  imagine  the  content 
Found  in  the  baud  of  man  and  wife  unbroke, 
The  reverence  due  to  housholds,  or  the  ble- 
That  mriy  be  stuck  upon  posterity,  finish 
Will  catcli  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  my  fore- 
head, 

1 This  is  the  wounded  stranger,  that,  receiv’d 
‘ For  charity  into  a bouse,  attempted’—— 

I will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  bow  do  you  now, 

That  you  walk  off? 

Marc.  Worse,  madam,  than  I was; 

But  it  will  over. 

Eug.  Sit,  and  rest  a while ! 

Marc.  Where  are  the  surgeons? 

Eug.  Sir,  it  is  thrir  manner. 

When  they  have  seen  the  wound,  especially 
The  patient  being  of  worth,  to  go  consult 
(Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room) 
About  the  dressing. 
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Marc.  Madam,  I do  feel 
Myself  not  well. 

Thcod.  Alas  ! 

Leoc.  I low  do  you,  sir? 

Eug.  Will  you  drink  waters  ? 

Marc.  No,  good  madam  ; ’tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,  uor  I think1 
Any  thing  dangerous:  But  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  sit  so  heavy  on  my  con- 
science. 

That  will  perplex  my  niind,  and  stop  my  cure ; 
So  that  unless  1 utter  'em,  a scratch, 

Here  on  my  thumb,  will  kill  me.  Gentlemen, 
I pray  you  leave  the  room,  mid  come  not  in 
Yourselves,  or  any  other,  ’till  I have 
Open’d  myself  to  this  most-honour’d  lady  ! 
Phil.  We  will  not. 

Thcod.  Oh,  bless'd  ! he’ll  discover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Lcoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  lady 
Our  contract. 

[Exeunt  amnes  pnrtrr  Eug.  and  Marc. 
Eug.  I do  believe  he  will  confess  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a lady  in  the  streets; 

But  I forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I perceive 
Myself  grow  worse  and  worse. 

Eug.  Shall  I call  back 
Your  friends? 

Marc.  Oh,  no  ! but,  ere  I do  impart 
What  burthens  me  so  sore,  let  me  entreat  you 
(For  there  is  no  trust  in  these  surgeons) 

To  look  upon  my  wound  ; it  is  perhaps 
My  last  request:  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
(That  must  be  in)  how  far  do  you  imagine 
Jt  will  have  power  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I will. 

Marc.  For  Hcav’n’s  sake,  softly!  Oh!  I 
must  needs  luy 

My  head  down  easily,  whilst  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do,  sir. — 

’Tis  but  on  ordinary  blow;  a child 
Of  mine  has  had  a greater,  and  been  well: 
Are  you  faint-hearted  ? 

Marc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  sigh? 

There  is  no  danger  in  the  world  in  this: 

I w onder  it  should  make  a man Sit  down*5. 

What  do  you  mean  ? why  do  you  kiss  my 
breasts? 

Lift  up  your  head;  your  wound  may  well 
endure  it.  ( fcction 

Marc.  Oh,  madam,  may  I not  express  af- 
(Dying  affection  too,  I fear;  to  those 
That  do  me  favours,  such  ns  this  of  yours? 
Eug.  If  you  mean  so,  ’tis  well : But  what’s 
the  business 

Lies  on  your  conscience? 

Marc.  I will  tell  you,  madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh? 

Marc.  But  I will  tell  you  true, 

Tho’  I do  laugh  : l know,  as  well  as  you, 

My  wound  is  nothing ; nor  the  power  of  earth 


[Act  4.  Scene  ‘2. 

Could  lay  a wound  upon  me  in  your  presence, 
That  I could  feel : But  I do  laugh  to  think 
llow  covertly,  how  fur  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  w ise  men  too,  we  shall  deceive 
’em. 

Whilst  they  imagine  I am  talking  here 
With  that  short  breath  I have,  ready  to  swoon 
At  every  full  poiut;  you  my  ghostly  mother 
To  hear  my  sad  confession  ; you  and  I 
Will  on  that  bed  within,  prepar’d  for  me, 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear  ! 

Thou  wert  but  now  ns  welcome  to  this  house 
As  certain  cures  to  sick  men,  and  just  now 
This  sudden  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infect  it;  if  thou  knew’st 
How  loathsome  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wouldst 
entreat 

These  walls  or  posts  to  help  thee  to  a hurt, 
Past  thy  dissimulation. 

Alurc,  Gentle  madam, 

Cali  ’em  not  in  ! 

Eug.  I will  not  yet;  this  place 
I know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  tongue 
And  ears  ; thou  const  not  force  rae ; there- 
fore henr  me 

What  I will  tell  thee  quickly : Thou  art  born 
To  end  some  way  more  disesteem’d  than  this; 
Or,  w hich  is  worse,  to  die  of  this  hurt  yet. — 
Come,  gentlemen! 

Enter  Lcocadia. 

Aturc.  Good  madam  ! 

Eug.  Gentlemen  ! 

Lcoc.  Madam,  how  is’t?  Is  Marc- Antonio 
well  ? 

Mcthiriks  your  looks  are  alter’d,  and  I see 
A strange  distemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I am  wrought. 

By  that  dissembling  man,  that  fellow,  worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Philippa  and  Theodosia. 

Leoc.  Gentle  madam,  speak 
To  me  alone  ! let  not  them  understand 
II is  fault ! lie  will  repent  it,  I dare  swear. 
Eug  I’ll  tell  it  you  in  privutc. 

Phil.  Marc-Antonio, 

How  do  you  ? 

At  arc.  Stand  further  off,  l pray  you  ; 
Give  me  some  air. 

Thcod.  Good  brother,  will  he ’scape? 

The  surgeons  say  there  is  uo  danger. 

Phil.  ’Scape  ? 

No  doubt  he  will. 

Lcoc.  Alas,  w ill  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all  ? — Madam,  I do  beseech  you 
Let  me  but  speak  to  him,  you  and  these  by, 
And  I dare  almost  promise  you  to  make  him 
Shew  himself  truly  sorrowful  to  you. 
Besides,  a story  1 shall  open  to  you, 

Not  put  in  so  good  words,  but  in  iu»elf 
So  full  of  chance,  that  you  will  easily 


35 1 iconder  it  should  make  a man  sit  dozen.]  So  the  former  editions. 
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Act  4.  Scene  2. 


Forgive  ray  tediousness,  and  be  well  pleas’d 
With  that  so  much  afflicts  me. 

Eug.  Good  sir,  do. 

Leoc.  And  I desire  no  interruption 
Of  speech  may  trouble  me,  ’till  I have  said 
W'hat  I will  quickly  do. 

Theod.  What  will  she  say  ? 

Eug.  Come,  gentlemen,  I pray  you  lend 
your  ears. 

And  keep  your  voices. 

Leoc.  Signor  Marc-Antonio, 

How  do  you  ? 

More.  Oh,  the  surgeons ! 

Lcoc.  Let  me  tell  you. 

Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  dissemble, 
It  is  no  time  to  do  «o ; leave  the  thoughts 
Of  this  vain  world,  forget  your  flesh  and 
blood. 

And  make  your  spirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pass  to  what  it  ought. 

A fare.  You're  not  in  earnest? 

Why,  I can  walk,  sir,  and  am  well. 
tjcoc.  *Tis  true 

That  you  can  walk,  and  do  believe you're  well: 
It  is  the  nature,  as  your  surgeons  say, 

Of  these  wounds,  for  a man  to  go,  aud  talk, 
Nay  merrily,  'till  his  last  hour,  his  minute  : 
For  Heav'd*  sake,  sir,  sit  down  again  ! 

Marc.  Alas, 

Where  are.  the  surgeons? 

Jjoc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come;  ("say , 
If  they  should  dress  you,  you  would  die,  they 
Ere  one  told  twenty.  Trouble  not  your  mind. 
Keep  your  bead  warm,  and  do  not  stir  your 
And  you  may  live  an  hour.  [body, 

Afarc.  Oh,  Heav’ns,  an  hour? 

Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  1 have  done:  TIow 
short 

Then  for  contrition,  and  how  least  of  all 
l or  satisfaction  ! 

Leoc.  Hut  you  desire 
To  satisfy  ? 

Marc.  Hcav'n  knows,  I do  ! 

Lear.  Then  know 

That  I am  lie,  or  she,  or  what  you  will, 
Most  wrong’d  by  you,  your  Lcocadia, 

(I  know  you  must  remember  me) 

More.  Oh,  Ileav'n ! 

Lroc.  That  lost  her  friends,  that  lost  her 
fathe  r’s  house, 

That  lost  her  fame  in  losing  of  her  sex, 

With  these  strange  garments:  There  is  no 
excuse 

To  hinder  ine  ; it  is  within  your  power 
To  give  me  satisfaction  ; you  have  time 
Left  in  this  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I charge  you,  tor  your  conscience 
sake,  [live 

And  for  our  fame,  which  I would  fain  have 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 
That  contract,  which  you  have  both  scal’d 
and  sworn. 

Yet  ere  you  die;  which  must  be  hastily, 
Heav’n  knows. 


Marc.  Alas,  the  stine  of  conscience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults ! Draw  nearer 
all, 

And  hear  what  I,  unhappy  man,  shall  say. 
First,  madam,  I desire  your  pardon  ; next, 
fl  feel  my  spirits  fail  me  !;  gentlemen, 

Let  me  shake  hands  with  you,  and  let's  be 
friends ; 

For  I have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  so  t^ick, 

I know  not  where,  that  every  man  met  hints 
Should  be  mine  enemy;  forgive  me  both  ! 
Lastly,  ’tis  true  (oh,  1 do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  seize  on  me  ! ) that  I was  contracted 
By  seal  and  oath  to  Leocadia; 

(I  must  speak  fast,  because  l fear  my  life 
Will  else  be  shorter  than  my  speech  would  be) 
But  ’tis  impossible  to  satisfy 
You,  Leocadia,  but  by  repentance, 

Tho'  I can  dyingly  and  boldly  say 
I know  not  your  dishonour;  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well: 
But  herein  lies  the  impossibility; 

(Oh ! Theodosia,  Theodosia!) 

I was  betroth’d  to  Theodosia. 

Before  I ever  saw  thee;  Ileav’n  forgive  me  ! 
.She  is  my  wife  this  half-hour  whilst  I live. 

TUcod.  That’s  I,  that’s  I ! I’m  Theodosia. 
Hear  me  a little  now,  who  have  not  suffer’d 
Disgrace  at  all  methiuks,  since  you  confess 
What  I so  long  have  sought  for.  Here  is  with 
Philippo  too,  my  brother.  [me. 

Mure.  1 am  glad  ; 

All  happiness  to  him  ! Come,  let  mr  kiss  thcr, 
Beg  pardon  of  that  maid  for  my  offence  ; 
And  let  me  further,  with  a dying  breath, 

Toil  in  thine  ear  the  rest  of  my  desires. 

Eug.  1 am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn 
If  we  hold  longer  talk.  [women, 

Lroc.  Alas,  there  is 
No  hope  for  me ; that’s  Theodosia, 

And  tiiat  her  brother.  1 am  only  sorrv 
I was  beholding  to  ’em ; I will  search 
Over  the  world,  as  careless  of  my  fortunes 
As  they  of  me,  'till  I can  meet  a curse 
To  moke  these  almost-killing  sorrows  worse ! 

[Evil. 

Therai.  Sir,  ns  I live,  she  lied,  only  todraw 
A just  confession  from  yon,  which  she  hath; 
A happy  one  for  me  ! Ask  of  this  lady, 

Ask  of  mv  brother. 

Eug.  Sir,  she  d;d  dissemble ; 

Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Ehil,  Leocadia’s  gone ! [Exit. 

Thtod.  Rise  up,  and  stir  yourself;  ’tis  but 
amazement 

And  your  imagination  that  afflicts  you; 

Look  you,  sir,  now! 

Marc,  f think  ’tis  so,  indeed. 

Tiieod.  The  surgeons  do  not  come,  because 
they  swear 
It  needs  no  dressing. 

Eug.  You  shall  talk  with  ’em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Marc.  Where’s  your  brother. 

And  Lcocadia? 
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Eug.  Within  belike. 

Mure.  I feel  myself,  methinks,  as  well  as 
ever.  [give 

Eug.  Keep  then  your  mind  so  too;  I do  for- 
The  fault  you  did  to  me ; but  here  is  one 
Must  not  be  wrong’d  hereafter. 

Marc • N either  shall  she  : 


[Act  5.  Scenes, 

When  I make  jests  of  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  lust  play  with  religion  ; when  1 leave 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
Myself  true  sorrow  for  my  passed  deeds; 
May  I want  grace  when  I would  fain  repent, 
Ami  find  a great  and  sudden  punishment! 

[Rjeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Ruler  Philippa,  Diego,  ami  lncubo. 
Phil.  II7HERE is  mine  host?  did  not  lie 
* * sec  him  ueither  ? 

Diego.  Not  1,  i’  faith,  sir. 

Phil.  Nor  the  muleteer?  [sleep, 

Inc.  Nay,  he's  past  seeing,  unless  it  he  in’s 
By  this  time ; all  his  visions  were  die  pots, 
Three  hours  since,  sir. 

Phil.  Which  way  should  she  take  ? 

Nay,  look  you  now  ! d’vou  all  stand  still? 
Good  llcav’n  ! 

You  might  have  lighted  on  him.  Now,  this 
instant!  [him. 

For  love’s  sake,  seek  him  out ! Whoever  finds 
I will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence. 
Get  all  the  town  to  help  that  will  be  hir’d; 
Their  pains  I'll  turn  to  annual  holiday, 

I f it  should  chance  hut  one  bring  word  of  hen 
TYay  you,  about  it ! 

Jnc.  Her,  sir  ? who  do  you  mean  ? 

Phil.  I had  forgot  myself;  the  page,  I 
That  caiue  along  with  us.  [meant, 

Diego.  He*  you  gave  the  cloaths  to  ? 

Phil.  I gave  the  cloaths  to,  rascal? 

Diego.  Nay,  eood  sir  ! 

Phil.  Why  dost  thou  mention  or  upbraid 
my  courtesies, 

Slave? 

Diego.  For  your  honour,  sir. 

Phil.  Wretch ! I was  honour’d,  [’sdeatli! 
That  she  should  wear  'em  (he,  1 would  say) 
Go,  get  nnd  hnd  him  out,  or  never  see  me. 

I shall  betray  my  love,  ere  I possess  it. 

Some  star  direct  me,  or  ill  planet  strike  me  ! 

[Exit. 

Jnc.  Best  to  divide. 

Diego.  I’ll  this  way. 

Jnc.  Arid  I this. 

Diego.  I,  ns  you,  find  him  for  a rial ! 

Inc.  Tis done.  [pie-house; 

Diego.  Mv  course  is  now  dircctiy  to  some 
I know  the  pages*  compass. 

Jnc.  I think  rather 

The  smock  side  o’  th’  town,  the  surer  harbour 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Diego.  If  I do  find  [now. 

The  hungry  haunt,  I take  him  by  the  teeth 
Inc.  1 by  the  tail ; yet  I as  you ! 

Diego.  No  more.  [ Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Phi/ippo. 

Phil.  Dear  Leocadia,  where  canst  thou 
be  fled 

Thus,  like  a spirit,  licncc  ? and  in  a moment? 
What  cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following 
search. 

If  yet  thou  art  a body  ? Sure  she  hath  not 
Ta’en  any  house:  She  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a place  receiv’d  her, 
And  would,  if  she  had  stay’d,  have  help’d  to 
right 

The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her.  Yet  she  must 
Be  enter'd  somewhere,  or  he  found ; no  street, 
Lane,  passage,  corner,  turn,  hath  ’scap’d 
enquiry. 

If  her  despair  had  ravish’d  her  to  air, 

She  could  not  yet  be  rarilied  so. 

But  some  of  us  should  meet  her:  Tho*  their 
eves  [would 

Perhaps  be  lcadcu,  and  might  turn,  mine 
Strike  out  a lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A mist  as  thick  as  ever  darkness  was, 

Nay,  see  her  thro’  a quarry:  They  do  lie, 
Lie  grosly,  that  say  JLove  is  bliud  ; by  him, 
And  He  a v ’n, they  lie ! he  has  a sight  can  pierce 
Thro’  ivory,  as  clear  as  it  were  horn. 

And  reach  his  object. 

Enter  lncubo. 

Ine.  Sir,  he’s  found,  lie’s  found ! 

Phil.  Ila?  where?  But  reach  that  liapp) 
note  again, 

And  let  it  relish  truth,  thou  art  an  angel. 

Inc.  lie’s  litre;  fast  by,  sir;  calling  fora 
To  go  aboard  the  gullies.  [boat 

Phil.  Where,  where?  Hold  thee  ! [Exit. 
Jnc.  He  might  ha’  kept  this  now,  I’d 
nought  to  shew  for’c,  [word : 

If  lie  had  had  the  wit  t’  have  gone  from’s 

These  direct  men,  they  are  no  men  of  fashion; 
Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a very  smelt. 

[/In/. 

SCENE  m.  * 

Enter  Leonardo,  with  a Surgeon. 

Leo.  Upon  your  art,  sir,  and  your  faith 
t’  assist  it,  Lai? 

Shall  I believe  you  then  his  wound’s  not  mor- 
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Surg.  Sir,  ’tis  not  worth  your  question,  less 
your  tear.'  [cept 

Leo.  You  do  restore  mr,  sir;  I pray  y’ac- 
Tliis  small  remembrance  of  a father's  thanks, 
For  so  assur’d  a benefit. 

Surg.  Excuse  me  ! [Iicve 

Leu.  Sir,  I can  spare  it,  and  must  nut  be- 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receive  t;  except 
You’d  lin’  me  think  you  live  not  by  your 
practice. 

Surg.  I crave  your  pardon,  sir;  you  teach 
me  manners.  [require, 

I*o.  I crave  your  love  and  friendship;  and 
As  I have  made  now  both  myself  and  busi- 
ness [me, 

A portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring 
Under  the  person  of  a call’d  assistant, 

To  his  next  opening;  where  i may  but  see 
him, 

And  utter  a few  words  to  him  in  private, 
And  you  will  merit  me:  For  1 am  loth, 

Since  here  1 have  not  to  appear  myself, 

Or  to  he  known  unto  the  Governor, 

Or  make  a tumult  of  my  purpose. 

Surg.  Neither  [you 

I hope  will  be  your  need,  sir:  I shall  bring 
Both  there,  and  off  again,  without  the  ha- 
zard. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Philipoo  and  Leocadia. 

Phil.  Will  you  not  hear  me? 

Leoc.  1 have  heard  so  much  [tonio, 

Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever  ! No,  Marc-An- 
After  thy  sentence,  1 may  hear  no  more : 
Thou  hast  pronounc'd  me  dead! 

Phil.  Appeal  to  Reason  : 

She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief, 
Which  rules  but  in  her  absence:  Hear  me  say 
A sovereign  message  from  her,  which  in  duty, 
And  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  ought  hear. 
Why  do  you  strive  so  ? whither  would  you  liyf 
You  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  from  care, 
You  inuy  from  counsel ; you  may  shift  your 
place. 

But  not  your  person ; and  another  clime 
Makes  you  no  other. 
ljcuc.  Oh! 

Phil.  For  passion’s  sake, 

(Which  I do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
If  you  will  sigh,  sigh  here ; if  you  would  vary 
A sigh  to  tears,  or  outcry,  do  it  here ! 
Noshade,  nodesart,  darkness,  nor  the  grave, 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  1. 
Only  but  hear  me  speak ! 

Leoc.  What  would  you  say  ? 

Phil.  That  which  shall  raise  your  heart, 
or  pull  down  mine, 

Quiet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own; 
We  must  have  both  one  balsam,  or  one 
wound. 


For  know,  lov’d  fair,  since  the  first  provi- 
dence 

Make  me  your  rescue,  I have  rend  you  thro', 
And  with  a wond'ring  pity  looked  on  you ; 

I have  observ’d  the  method  of  your  blood, 
And  waited  on  it  e’en  with  sympathy 
Ufa  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own  ; 

I knew  which  blush  was  Anger’s,  which  was 
Love’s,  [Truth; 

Which  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,  which  of 
And  could  distinguish  honour  from  disdain 
In  every  change ; and  you  are  worth  my  study. 
I saw  your  voluntary  misery 
Sustain’d  in  travel : A disguised  maid, 
Wearied  with  seeking,  and  with  finding  lost ; 
Neglected,  where  you  Imp’d  most,  or  put  by  ; 
I saw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart : 

And  tho’  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righted, 
Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  1 put  off  nature, 
Could  not  be  glad,  where  1 was  bound  to 
triumph, 

My  care  for  you  so  drown’d  respect  of  her; 
Nor  did  1 ouly  apprehend  your  bonds, 

Rut  studied  your  release;  and  for  that  day 
1 lave  I made  up  a ransom, brought  you  health, 
Preservative  ’gainst  chance,  or  injury, 

Please  you  apply  it  to  the  grief;  myself. 
Leoc.  Ilumph!  [a cure. 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such 
Antonio  was  not;  and,  ’tis  possible, 

Pbilippo  may  succeed  : My  blood  and  house 
Are  ns  deep-rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread, 

As  Marc-Antunio’s;  and  in  that  all  seek, 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  precedency : 

As  for  our  thanks  to  Nature,  I may  burn 
Incense  as  much  us  he;  I ever  durst 
Wulk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ne'er  car’d 
Which  side  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  survey  ; I durst  have  told  my  talc 
Tho’  his  discourse  new  ended.  [too, 

Leoc.  My  repulse 

Phil.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which 
makes  me  happy ; 

Nor  think  that  conscience,  fair,  which  is  no 
shame ! 

’ Twas  no  repulse ; it  was  your  dowry  rather 
For  then  ineLhought  a thousand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovel  v,  and  ten  thousand  stories 
Of  constant  virtue,  which  you  t.ieii  out- 
reaclt’d, 

[n  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich: 

Nor  do  I think  you  wretched,  or  disgrac’d. 
After  this  suff'rieg,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need;  but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  business  of  those 
powers, 

Who,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  lur.l  tasks 
Upon,  great  natures,  and  of  noblest  hopes. 
Read  trivial  lessons,  and  half  lines  t > slugs; 
They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mischance. 
Spend  more  than  half  their  agciu  ignorance. 


3*  * Taw  no  repulse,  I was  your  dowry  rather .]  The  sense  sccrus  to  require  us  to  read  cither, 
It  VHUy  or  I wjs;  for  bow  was  he  her  dowry,  or  repulse  i 
Vui..  II.  3 U 
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Leoc,  Tis  well  you  think  so. 

Phil,  You  shall  think  so  too; 

You  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  and  do  so. 

Jjtoc.  Goo<l  sir,  no  more ! you  have  too 
fair  a shape 

To  play  so  foul  a part  in  as  the  tempter: 
kay  that  I could  make  peace  with  Fortune, 
who, 

Who  should  absolve  me  of  my  vow  yet?  ha? 
My  contract  made  ? 

Phil.  Your  contract  ? 

Leoc.  Yes,  my  contract: 

A«n  I not  his?  his  wife? 

Phil.  Sweet,  nothing  less? 

Leoc.  I have  no  name  then  ? 

Phil.  Truly  then,  you  huve  not: 

How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Another’s  husband  ? 

Leoc.  Oh,  tho’  he  dispense 
With  his  faith  given,  I cannot  with  mine. 
Phil.  You  do  mistake,  clear  soul ; his  pre- 
contract 

Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv’n  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  religion,  or  humanity; 

You  rather  sin  against  that  greater  precept, 
To  covet  what’s  another’s;  sweet, you  do: 
Believe  me, who  daren’t  urge  dishonest  things! 
Remove  that  scruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  scale, 
And  weigh  them  with  your  safeties ; Think 
but  whither 

Now  you  can  go;  what  you  can  do  to  live; 
llow  near  you  ha*  barr’d  all  ports  to  yourow-n 
succour, 

Except  this  one  that  I.  hero  open,  love. 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  wcr*  a prey 
To  the  wild  lust  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  like  a temptation, 

And  think  you  want  the  man  you  personate; 
Would  not  regard  this  shift,  which  love  put  on 
As  virtue  forc’d,  hut  covet  it  like  vice; 

So  should  you  live  the  slander  of  each  se*, 
And  be  the  chjjd  of  error  and  of  shame  ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  even  Mare-Antony 
Would  be  call’d  just,  to  turn  a wanderer  off, 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  his  contempt ; 
Where  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  settle 
here, 

Tfierc  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 

Each  current  keeps  his  course,  and  all  suspi- 
cions 

Shall  return  honours.  Came  you  forth  a maid? 
Go  home  a wife;  Alone?  and  in  disguise? 
Go  home  a waited  Leocadia: 

Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm, 
Transform  all  mischiefs,  as  you  are  trans- 
form’d ; 

Turn  yourotfended  father’s  wrath  to  wonder, 
And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a silent  welcome; 
Unfold  the  riddles  you,  have  made.  What 
say  you  i 


Enter  Sanchio  carried,  Alphonso, and  Servant t. 
Now  is  the  time;  delay  is  hut  despair; 

Jf  vou  he  chang’d,  let  a kiss  tell  me  so  ! 

Lear.  I am  ; hut  how,  I rather  feel  than 
know. 

Sane.  Come,  sir;  you’re  welcome  now  to 
Take  off  niv  hood.  [Barcelona. 

Phil.  Who  l>e  these?  Stay;  lets  view  ’em! 
Aiph.  Twas  a Jong  journey;  are  you  not 
weary,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Weary?  I could  have  rid  it  in  mine 
Leoc.  Alas!  [aimour. 

Phil.  What  ail  von,  dear? 

Leix*.  It  is  my  nither. 

Phil.  Your  father?  which? 

Leoc.  He  that  is  earned  : Oh, 

Let  us  make  hence  ! 

Phil.  For  love's  sake,  good  niv  heart ! 
Ln>c.  Into  some  house,  before’  he  see  me. 
Phil.  Dear, 

Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Jaoc.  Oh,  his  wrath  is  tempest. 

Phil.  Sweet,  rake  your  spirit  to  you,  and 
stay.  Be’t  he, 

lie  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit ; and  me 
I’m  sure  lie  less  know  s,  for  he  never  saw  me. 
Alph.  Ha  ! who  is  that?  iny  son  Philippo? 
Phil.  Sir! 

Alph.  Why,  what  make  you  here?  Is  this 
Salamanca?  (too; 

And  that  your  study?  ha?— Nay,  stay  luin 
We’ll  see  him,  by  his  leave. 

Serr.  You  must  not  strive,  sir. 

Alph  No,  no;  come  near. 

• Sane.  My  daughter?  Leocadia? 

Alph.  How,  sir!  your  daughter ? 

Suite.  Yes,  sir;  and  as  sure  [’rim 

As  that’s  your  son.  Come  hither!  What  now? 
( )ut  o’  your  sex  ? breech’d?  Was  it  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  father,  and  thine  houour, 
Unless  th’  hadst  quit  thyself  too  ? 

Phil.  Sir,  what  fault 
She  can  be  urg'd  of”,  I must  take  on  me 
The  guilt  and  punishment. 

Sane.  You  must,  sir?  How 
M you  shall  not,  tho’  you  must?  I deni  not 
With  boys,  sir,  I : You  have  a father  here 
Stall  do  me  right. 

Alph.  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo? 

Art  thou  Marc-An tonio,  sou  to  Leonardo? 
Our  business  is  to  them.  [Lcocadiu  shot  out. 
Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no! 

I’ll  ha* the  business  now,  with  you,  none  else. 
Pray  you  lets  speak  in  private. — Carry  me 
to  him.—  Hum. 

J our  son  s the  ravuher,  sir;  and  here  I Hud 
I hope  you’ll  give  me  cuuse  to  think  you  noble, 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  sword, sir,  as  be- 
comes 

One  gentleman  of  honour  to  another: 


” She  can  be  urg’d  of.]  The  oddness  of  the  construction  here  inclines  me  to  think  that  we 
%hoald  read,  * urg’d  with*  Si/mj>ton. 

Of  often  occurs  in  old  authors  in  the  sense  of  with. 
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All  this  is  fair,  sir ; here's  the  sea  fast  bv ; 
Upon  the  snmis  we  will  determine.  [on't; 
H is  time  1 call  you  to ; let’s  make  no  days 
I'll  lead  your  way.— To  the  scu-side,  rascals! 
Phil.  Sir, 

I would  beseech  your  stay ; be  may  not  fol- 
low you. 

Sane.  No? — Turn. — I'll  kill  him  here 
then.— Slaves,  rogues,  blocks,  [been 
Why  do  you  not  benr  me  to  him?  11a’  you 
Acquainted  with  my  motions,  logs,  so  long, 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  ’em? 

Phil.  Were  you,  air, 

Not  impotent-* — 

Alph.  Hold  your  peace,  boy  ! 

Sane.  Impotent?  [father’s. 

'Death,  I’ll  cut  his  throat  first,  and  then  his 
Alph.  You  must  provide  you  tfien  a sharper 
razor  [sword. 

Than  is  your  tongue;  for  I not  fear  your 
Sane.  ’Heart,  bear  me  to  either  of  ’em  I 
Phil.  'Pray,  sir,  your  patience. 

Enter  Governor  and  Attendants . 

Alph.  Mv  curse  light  on  thee,  if  thou  stay 
Phil.  Hold ! [him! 

Gov.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  gcntlemeu  ? 
wliat  tumult 

Is  this  you  raise  i’  th*  street  ? before  my  door  ? 
Know  you  what  'tis  to  draw  a weapon  here? 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  use  it.  Bear  ine  up  t’  him, 
Thus,  at  a traitor's  heart ! [rogues. 

Alph.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  strike;  some  of  the  people 
disarm  ’em; 

Kill  ’em,  if  they  resist. 

Phil.  Nay,  generous  sir. 

Let  not  your  courtesy  turn  fury  now. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon  ’em  ; take  away  their 
weapons! 

I will  be  worth  an  answer,  ere  we  part. 

Phil.  Tis  the  Governor,  sir. 

Atph.  I yield  myself. 

•Sane.  My  sword  ? What  think’st  thou  of 
me?  ’pray  thee,  tell  me. 

1 Attend.  As  of  a gentleman. 

Sane.  No  more  ? 

1 Attend.  Of  worth, 

And  quality. 

Sane.  An  I should  quit  my  sword, 

There  were  small  worth  or  quality  in  that, 
friend  ; 

'Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality, 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I say  ! 

1 Attend.  The  Governor, 

You  hear,  commands. 

Sane.  The  Governor  shall  pardon  roe. 
Phil.  How  ! Lcocadia  goue  again  ? 

[Euir  Phil. 

Sane.  He  shall,  friend, 


I’  th’  point  of  honour,  by  his  leave;  so  tell 
him : 

His  person  and  authority  1 acknowledge. 
And  do  submit  me  to  it;  hut  mv  sword. 

He  shall  excuse  me,  were  he  fifteen  gover- 
nors ; 

That  and  \ dwell  together,  and  must  yet, 
'fill  iny  hands  part,  assure  him. 

Gov.  I say,  force  it ! 

Sane.  Stay,  hear  me ! Hast  thou  ever  read 
Caranza3*?. 

Understandest  thou  honour,  noble  Governor  ? 
Gov.  For  that  we’ll  have  more  lit  dispute. 
Sane.  Your  name,  sir  ? 

Gov.  You  shall  kuow  that  too,  but  on 
colder  terms;  [it. 

Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take 
Sane.  Force  m v sword  from  me  ? This  is  ait 
Gov.  Bring  ’em  awa*y  l [affrout. 

Sane.  You’ll  do  me  reparation  ? [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  I have  tor  ever  lost  her,  and  am  lost. 
And  worthily;  my  tameness  hath  undone  me! 
She’s  gone  hence,  ashnin’d  of  me ; yet  I seek 
Will  she  be  ever  found  to  me  again,  [her  : 
Whom  she  saw  stand  so  poorly,  and  dare  no- 
thing [drawn 

In  her  defence  here,  when  I should  have 
This  sword  out,  like  a meteor,  and  have  shot  it 
In  both  our  parents'  eyes,  and  left  ’em  bliud 
Unto  their  impotent  angers?  Oh,  I’m  worthy. 
On  whom  this  loss  and  scoru  should  light  to 
death ; 

Without  the  pity  that  should  wish  me  better. 
Either  alive,  or  iu  my  epitaph.  [.Eur^ 

Enter  Tjeonardo  and  Murc-Antimia. 

Leo.  Weil,  son,  your  father  is  too  near  him- 
self, 

And  hath  too  much  of  nature,  to  put  off 
Any  affection  that  belongs  to  you: 

I could  have  only  wish’d  you  had  acquainted 
Her  father,  whom  it  equally  concerns, 

Tho*  you’d  presum’d  on  me ; it  might  have 
open’d 

An  easier  gale  and  path  to  both  our  joys: 

For  thi/  I am  in  >ue  of  those  flinty  fathers. 
That,  when  their  children  do  but  natural 
things, 

Turn  rock  and  offence  straight,  yet,  Marc- 
All  are  not  of  my  quarry.  [Antonio, 

Mure.  Tis  my  tear,  sir ; 

And  iV  hereafter  I should  e’er  abuse 
So  great  a piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Attend.  We  must  entreat  you,  gentlemen, 
to  lake 

Another  room;  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  some  business. 


*Caronza.]  Caranw  was  nn  author  who  wrote  a Treatise  on  the  Duello;  he  is  often  men- 
tioned m our  Author  and  Kou  Jo, .son  with  ridicule.  See  Every  Man  iu  hi.  Humour,  and 
The  New  lun,  by  the  latter.  R. 
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Enter  Governor,  Sanehio , A/phonso , and 
Attendants. 

Marc.  We  will  give  him  way.  [believe), 
Suite.  I will  have  right,  sir,  on  yon  (that 
If  there  be  any  marshals  court  in  Spain. 
Gov.  For  that,  sir,  wc  shall  talk. 

Sane.  Pox  ! do  not  slight  me, 

Tho*  I’m  without  a sword. 

Gov.  Keep  to  your  c hair,  sir. 

Sane.  Pox  ! If  t’mc  fall,  and  hurl  my  chair, 
slaves,  at  him! 

Gov.  You’re  the  more  temper’d  man,  sir  ; 
let  me  entreat 

Of  you,  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out. 
j/ph.  Fell  out?  1 know  not  how,  nor  do  I 
care  much; 

Put  here  we  came,  sir,  to  this  town  together. 
Both  in  one  business,  ami  one  wrong,  engag’d, 

To  seek  one  Leonardo,  an  old  Genoese 

1 ha  said  enough ; there ! would  you  more  ? 
— False  father 

Of  a false  son,  call'd  Murc-Antonio,  [lather, 
Who  had  stolehoth  our  daughters;  and  which 
Conspiring  with  his  son  m treachery, 

It  seem'd,  to  fly  our  satisfaction. 

Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  town, 
Here  to  take  ship  for  Italy  ! 

Leo.  You  heard  [falshood: 

More  than  was  true  then,  by  the  fear,  or 
And  tho’  I thought  not  to  reveal  myself 
(Pardon  ray  manners  in’t)  to  you,  for  some 
Important  reasonsjyet,  being  thuscharacter  d 
And  challeng’d,  know  t dare  appear,  and  do, 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Marc.  I say  he’s  not  worthy 
The  nnmc  of  man,  or  any  honest  preface. 
That  dares  report  or  credit  such  a slander. 

Do  you,  sir,  say  it? 

A/ph.  Sir,  I do  say  it. 

Gov.  Hold ! 

Is  this  your  father,  signor  Marc-Antoniof 
You’ve  ill  requited  me,  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him 
service. 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Ixo.  Twas  not  his  fault,  sir. 

Eug.  Where’s  my  lord  ? 

Gov.  Sweetheart! 

Eug.  Know  you  these  gentlemen  ? they  arc 
all  the  fathers 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears,  my  dove. 

Sane.  Sir,  I say  nothing : 1 do  want  a sword; 
And  ’till  l have  a sword  I will  say  nothing. 
Eug.  Good  sir,  command  these  gentlemen 
their  arms ; 

Entreat  ’em  as  your  friends,  not  as  your  pri- 
Whcre  he  their  swords?  [soners. 

Gov.  Restore  each  man  his  weapon. 

Sane.  It  seems  thou  hast  not  read  Caranza, 

fellow : 


[Act  5.  Scene  4. 

I must  have  reparation  of  honour. 

As  well  as  this;  I find  that  wounded. 

Gov.  Sir, 

T did  not  know  your  quality ; if  I had, 
'Tislike  I should  have  done you  more  respects. 
Sane.  It  is  sufficient,  by  Cnranza’s  rule. 
Eug.  I know  it  is,  sir. 

Sane.  Have  you  rend  Caranza,  lady  ? 

Fug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the 
He  was  my  kinsman.  [dud, 

Sane.  Lady,  then  you  know, 

By  the  right  noble  w ritings  of  your  kinsman. 
My  honour  is  as  dear  to  ine  as  the  king's. 
Eug.  Tis  very  true,  sir. 

Sane.  Therefore  I must  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  first  dependance^. 
Eug.  What!  ha*  you  more? 

Gov.  None  here,  good  signor. 

Sane.  I will  refer  me  to  Caranza  still. 
Eug.  Nay,  love,  I prithee  let  me  manage 
With  whom  is’t,  sir?  [this! 

Sane.  With  that  false  man  Alpbonso. 

Eug.  Why,  he  has  th*  advantage,  sir,  in 
Sane.  But  l [legs. 

In  truth,  and  hand,  and  heart,  and  a good 
sword. 

Eug.  But  how  if  lie  won't  stand  you,  sir? 
A/ph.  For  that, 

Make  it  no  question,  lady;  T will  stick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare 
Sane.'  Oh,  would  thou  wouldst ! 

A/ph.  I’ll  do  it! 

Sane.  Let  me  kiss  him. 

I fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Why,  gentlemen, 

If  you’ll  proceed  according  to  Caranza, 
Methinks  an  easier  way  w ere  two  good  chairs: 
So  you  would  be  content,  sir,  to  l.c  hound, 
’Cause  lie  is  lame:  I’ll  fit  you  with  like  wea- 
pons, 

Pistols  and  poniards,  and  cv’n  end  it,  if 
The  difference  between  you  be  so  mortal 
It  cannot  be  ta’en  up. 

Sune.  Ta’en  up  ? take  off 
This  head  first ! 

A/ph.  Come,  hind  me  in  a chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  dove? 

Eug.  Let  me  alone;  [done. 

And  set  ’em  at  their  distance:  When  you’ve 
Lend  me  two  poniards;  I’ll  have  pistols  ready 
Quickly.  [Exit- 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  She's  not  here.— Marc-Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Leocndia  ? 

Marc.  Not  I,  brother. 

Phil.  Brother,  let’s  speak  with  you.  You 
were  false  unto  her. 

Marc.  I w as,  but  have  ask’d  pardon : Why 
d’you  urge  it  ? 

Phil.  You  were  not  worthy  of  he  r ! 

Marc.  May-bc  I w as  not ; 

But  ’tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  so. 


j9  My  first  dependanec.]  Dependance  is  here  used  technically,  in  the  language  of  the  duello. 
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Act  5.  Scene  4.] 

Phil.  My  sister 
Is  not  so  fair 

Marc.  It  skills  not. 

Phil.  Nor  so  virtuous. 

Mure.  Yes,  she  must  be  ns  virtuous. 

Phil.  I would  fain 

Marc.  What,  brother? 

Phil.  Strike  you. 

Marc.  I shall  not  bear  strokes, 

Tlio*  I do  these  strange  words. 

Phil.  Will  you  not  kill  me? 

Marc.  For  what,  good  brother? 

Phil.  Why,  for  speaking  well 
Oi  Leocadia. 

Mure.  No,  indeed. 

Phil.  Nor  ill 
Of  Theodosia? 

Enter  Eugenia , Leocadia,  Theodosia , and 
Servant  with  two  pistols. 

Marc.  Neither. 

Phil.  Fare  you  well  then  ! [too 

Lev,  Nay, you  shall  have  as  noble  seconds 
Asever  duellists  had.  Give ’em  their  weapons: 
Now,  St.  Jago! 


Sane.  Are  they  charg’d? 

Eug.  Charg’d,  sir? 

I warrant  you. 

Alph.  ’Would  they  were  well  discharg’d  ! 
Sane.  I like  a sword  much  better,  I confess, 
Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  stay  you?  Shull  I 
mend  your  mark  ? 

Strike  one  another  thorough  these? 

Phil.  My  love! 

Alph.  My  Theodosia  ! 

Sane.  I ha’  not  the  heart. 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why,  here  is  a dcpcndancc  ended. 
Unbind  that  gentleman.  Come,  take  here  tor 
you  [feast 

Your  sons  and  daughters,  and  be  friends!  A 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  frav. 
Lovers,  take  you  your  own  ; and  all  forbear, 
Under  my  roof,  cither  to  blush  or  fear! 

My  love,  what  any  you?  could  C'aranzahim- 
Carry  a business  better?  [self 

Gov.  It  is  well. 

All  are  content,  I hope;  and  wc  well  eas’d. 
If  they  for  whom  we’ve  done  all  this  be 
pleas’d.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE: 

A TRAGEDY. 


TJic  Commendatory  Versus  bv  Gardiner  attribute  this  Plav  to  Flrtclirr  alone.  It  was  re- 
vived in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  If.  ns  Langhaine  asserts;  ami  a prologue,  then  spoken 
before  it,  was  printed  ill  a liook  called  Covent-Garden  Drollery,  p.  1 *.  Since  that  time 
we  believe,  it  Ims  been  entirely  banished  from  the  stage.  'I  bis  Tragedy  was  first  printed 
in  the  folio  of  1017. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Ferranti,  Tyrant  of  "Sophs. 

Virolet,  a nuble  Gentleman , studious  of  bis 
Country's  freedom. 

CamTlu^I  Confederates  with  Virolet. 
R'iNVeke,  a Villain , Captain  if  the  Guard. 
ViLLlo,  a Court  Fool. 

CasTRUCCU),  u Parasite. 

PaNDULIMIO,  Father  to  Virolet. 

Duke  of  Sesse,  Enemy  to  Ftrrandt  pro- 
scribed, ami  turned  Pirate. 

Asc.w  io,  Nephew  to  Fcrrund. 

Boy,  Servant  to  Virolet. 


Master. 

Gunner. 

.Boatswain. 

Chirurgcon. 

Sailors. 

Doctor. 

Citizens. 

Guard , Soldiers,  and  Servants. 

Juliana,  Jirst  Wife  to  Virolet. 

Maktia,  Daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Scsse, 
second  Wife  to  Virolet. 


SCENE,  Naples. 


ACT  I. 


Enter  Virolet  and  Boy. 

Virolet . T>OY ! 

^ Hoy.  Sir? 

Vir.  if  my  wife  seek  me,  tell  her  that 
Designs  of  weight,  too  heavy  tor  her  know- 
Exact  my  privacy.  [ledge, 

Boy.  . shall,  sir. 

Vir.  Do  then; 

And  leave  me  to  myself.  • 

Boy.  Tis  a raw  morning, 

And,  would  you  please  to  interpret  that  for 
duty  [wish 

Which  you  may  construe  boldness,  I could 
(To  arm  yourself  against  it)  you  would  use 
More  of  my  service. 

Vir.  I have  heat  within  here, 

A noble  heat,  good  boy,  to  keep  it  off ; 

J shall  not  freeze.  Deliver  my  excuse, 

And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Boy.  That  is  prevented; 

My  lady  follows  )ou. 


Vir.  Since  I must  he  cross’d  then. 

Let  her  perform  that  office. 

Boy.  1 obey  you.  [ Frit. 

Vir.  ’Prithee  to-bed  : To  be  thus  fond** 
more  tedious 
Than  if  I were  neglected. 

Jul.  Tis  the  fault  then 
Of  love  and  duty,  which  J would  fall  umbr, 
Ratlitr  than  want  that  care  which  you  may 
challenge 

As  due  to  my  obedience. 

Vir.  1 confess 

This  tenderness  argues  a loving  wife, 

And  more  deserves  my  heart’s  best  thanks 
than  anger. 

^ et  1 must  tell  you,  sweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  affection,  if  you  would  engross  me 
To  vour  delights  alone. 

Jul.  1 am  not  jealous: 

If  my  embraces  have  distasted  you, 

( As  ( must  grant  you  every  wav  so  wortliv 
I hat  ’tis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deserve  you, 
Much  less  in  miserable  me,  that  want 
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Those  graces  some  more  fortunate  arc  stor’d 
Willi) 

Seek  any  whom  you  please,  and  I will  study, 
With  niv  best  sei  vice,  to  deserve  those  f avours 
That  shall  yield  you  contentment. 

Vir . You’re  mistaken. 

Jut.  No,  I am  patient,  sir;  und  so,  pood 
I will  not  he  offensive.  [morrow  ! 

Vir.  Hear  my  reasons; 

Jut.  Tho’  in  your  life  a widow’s  hed  re- 
ceives me, 

For  your  sake  I must  love  it.  May  she  prosper 
That  shall  succeed  me  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Last  longer  to  her  ! 

Vir.  By  the  love  I bear, 

First  to  my  .country's  peace,  next  to  thyself, 
(To  whom  compar’d,  my  life  1 rate  at  nothing) 
Stood  here  a lady  that  were  the  choice  abs- 
tract 

Of  all  the  beauties  Nature  ever  fashion’d. 

Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compar’d  to  thee, 
Thus  as  thou  art,  obedient  and  loving, 

I should  contemn  and  loath  her! 

Jut.  I do  believe  you. 

How  1 am  hlcss’d  in  my  assur’d  belief 
This  is  unfeign’d  ! Anri  why  this  sadness  then? 
Vir.  Why,  Juliana? 

Believe  nierthcsc  my  sad  and  dull  retirements, 
Mv  often,  nay,  almost  continued  fasts, 

(Sleep  banish’d  from  my  eyes,  all  pleasures 
strangers) 

Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  cause 
That  may  arrive  at w oman.  Mumldst  thou  be 
(As  Chastity  forbid!)  false  to  my  bed, 

1 should  lament  my  fortune,  perhaps  punish 
Thy  fulshood,  and  then  study  to  forcet  thee: 
But  that  which,  like  a never-emptied  spring, 
Feeds  high  the  torientof  my  swelling  grief, 

Is  what  my  country  sutlers;  there’s  a ground 
Where  sorrow  may  be  planted,  and  spring  up 
Thro’  yielding  rage,  and  womanish  despair. 
And  yet  not  shame  the  owner. 

Jut.  I do  believe*  it  true; 

Yet  I should  think  myself  a happy  woman, 

If,  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 

I might  or  give  to  you,  or  else  receive, 

A little  lawful  comfort. 

Vir.  Thy  discretion 

In  this  may  answer  for  me : Look  on  Naples, 
The  country  where  «c  both  were  horn  und 
Naples,  the  Paradise  of  Italy,  [bred ; 

As  that  is  of  the  earth;  Naples,  that  was 
The  sweet  ic treat  of  all  the  worthiest  Ro- 
mans, 


When  they  had  shar’d  the  spoils  of  the  whole 
world ; 

This  flourishing  kingdom,  whose  inhabitants, 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv’d  like  petty  kings; 
Made  subject  now  to  such  a tyranny, 

As  that  fair  city  that  receiv’d  her  name 
From  Constantine  tUcGreat,now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  intidels,  may  forget  her  own, 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miseries; 

So  far  iu  our  calamities  we  transcend  her: 
For  since  this  Arragoniau  tyrant,  Ferranti, 
Seiz’d  mi  the  government,  there's  nothing  left 

IIS 

That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  afflictions. 
Jut.  And  baldly  those;  the  king’s  strange 
cruelty 

Equals  all  precedents  of  tyranny. 

Vir.  Equals,  say  you '? 

He  has  out-gone  the  worst  t Compar’d  to  him, 
Nor  Phalaris,  nor  Dionysius, 

Caligula,  nor  Nero  can  be  mention’d. 

They  yrit  as  kings  abus’d  their  regal  power, 
This  ns  a merchant;  all  the  country’s  fat 
I le  wholly  does  engross  unto  himself : 

Our  oils  he  buys  at  his  owft  price,  then  sells 
them 

To  us  at  dearer  rates;  our  plate  and  jewels, 
Under  a feign’d  pretence  of  public  use. 

He  borrows;  which  denied,  his  instruments 
force. 

The  races  of  our  horses  he  takes  from  us*. 
Yet  keeps  them  in  our  pastures;  rapes  of 
matrons, 

And  virgins,  arc  too  frequent;  never  man 
Yet  thank’d  him  for  a pardon  ; for  religion, 
It  is  a thing  lie  dreams  not  of. 

Jut.  I’ve  heard 

(Iiow  true  it  is  1 know  rot)  that  lie  sold 
The  bishopric k of  Tweut  to  a Jew, 

For  thirteen  thousand  ducats. 

Vir.  1 was  present, 

And  saw  the  money  paid.  The  day  would 
leave  me 

Ere  I could  number  out  his  impious  actions, 
Or  what  the  miserable  subject  sutlers: 

And  can  you  entertain, in  such  a lime, 

A thought  of  dalliance  r Tears,  and  sighs, 
and  groans, 

Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jut.  They  indeed  are 
The  only  w eapons  our  poor  sex  can  use. 
When  we  are  injur’d ; and  they  may  become 
us: 

But  for  men,  that  were  born  free,  men  of  rank, 


1 Equall,  sai/yav?]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

* The  races  of  our  horses  he  takes  from  u*> 

Yet  keeps  them  in  our  pastures.]  Seward  supposes  the  word  races  corrupt,  and  ray*, 
1 The  old  folio  reads  ruses,  so  that  the  present  reading  is  probably  only  a con  jecture.  But 

* as  it  has  possession  1 would  not  disturb  it,  only  offer  the  following  conjectures  to  the 
‘ reader’s  choice.  The  choicest , or  the  bravest,  or  the  rarest , or  the  rueets  of  our  hor>cs. 

* 'Fhe  Neapolitan  horses  arc  light ; and  if  this  la-t  is  not  thought  too  stiff,  it  seems  to  bid  fair 

* for  having  been  the  original.’  There  is  something  rather  hard  in  the  text;  but  the  P«**t 
set  ms  to  mean,  that  I he  tyrant  takes  from  his  subjects  the  aw  of  the  horses,  which  he 
obliges  them  to  maintain.  The  labour  of  a horse  uiuy  in  poetry  be  called  his  race. 
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Act  1.] 

(That  would  be  register’d  fathers  of  their 
country, 

And  to  have  on  their  tombs,  in  golden  letters, 
The  noble  stile  of  4 Tyrant-killers'  written) 
To  tveep  like  fools  and  women,  and  not  like 
wise  men 

To  practise  a redress,  deserves  a name 
Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

Vir.  Thy  grave  reproof. 

If  what  thou  dost  desire  were  possible 
To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it 
As  wise  as  loving;  but  if  you  consider, 

With  what  strong  guards  this  tyrant  is  de- 
fended, 

Itutfians,  and  male-contents  drawn  from  ail 
quarters, 

That  only  know  to  sene  his  impious  will; 
The  citadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  city;  the  invincible  strength 
Nature,  by  Art  agisted,  gave  this  castle; 

And  above  all  his  fear;  admitting  no  man 
To  see  him,  but  unarm’d,  it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a weapon; 

You  must  confess,  unless  our  hands  were 
cannons. 

To  batter  down  these  walls;  our  weak  breath 
mines, 

To  blow  bis  forts  up;  or  onr  curses  lightning, 
To  force,  a passage  to  him,  and  then  blast 
him; 

Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 
Weep  our  misfortiyies. 

Jul.  Walls  of  brass  resist  not 
A noble  undertaking;  nor  can  Vice 
Raise  any  bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place 
Where  Virtue  seeks  to  enter:  Then  to  fall 
In  such  a brave  attempt,  were  such  an  honour 
That  Brutus,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  my  dead  father  in  you,  and  my  bro- 
thers. 

Nay,  ail  the  ancestors  I am  deriv'd  from, 

(As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  these) 

I d rather  wear  a mourning  garment  for  you. 
And  should  be  more  proud  of  my  widowhood, 
You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  country, 

I han  if  1 were  assur’d  I should  enjoy 
A perpetuity  of  life  and  pleasure 
With  you,  die  tyrant  living. 

fir.  Till  this  minute,  [woman, 

1 never  heard  thee  speak  ! Oh,  more  than 
Ami  more  to  lie  beluv'd  ! can  I find  out 
A cabinet  to  lock  a secret  in, 

Of  equal  trust  to  thee?  All  doubts  and  fears, 

1 hat  scandalize  your  sex,  be  far  from  me  ! 
'ihou  shall  partake  my  near  and  dearest 
counsels, 

And  further  them  with  thine. 

Jul.  1 w ill  be  faithful. 

Fir.  Know  then,  this  day  (stand  Heav’n 
propitious  to  us) 

Our  libe  rty  begins. 

Jul.  In  Ferrand’s  death? 


Vir.  'Tis  plotted,  love,  and  strongly;  and, 
believe  it, 

For  nothing  else  could  do  it,  ’twas  the  thought 
How  to  proceed  in  this  design,  and  end  it, 
That  made  strange  my  embraces. 

Jul.  Curs’d  be  she 

That's  so  indulgent  to  her  own  delights, 

That,  for  their  satisfaction,  would  give 
A stop  to  such  a glorious  enterprise ! 

For  me,  I would  not  for  the  world  1 had  been 
Guilty  of  such  a crime : Go  on,  and  prosper! 
Go  on,  my  dearest  lord  ! I love  your  honour 
Above  my  life;  nay,  yours.  My  prayers  go 
with  you ; 

i Which  I will  strengthen  with  my  tears.  The 
wrongs 

Of  tliis  poor  country,  edge  your  sword  ! oh, 
may  it 

Pierce  deep  into  this  tyrant’s  heart ! and  then 
When  you  return,  bath'd  in  his  guilty  blood. 
I'll  wash  yon  clean  with  fountains  of  true  joy. 
Rut  who  are  your  assistants?  tho*  I am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I could  wish 
You  had  no  sharer  in  it.  [/OtocA. 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 

They  come ; however  you  command  my  bo 
To  them  I would  not  have  you  seen.  [ som, 
Jul.  I’m  gone,  sir. 

Be  confident;  ami  may  my  resolution 
Be  present  with  you  ! [.Ex//. 

Vir.  Such  a masculine  spirit, 

With  more  than  woman’s  virtues,  were  a 
dower 

To  weigh  down  a king’s  fortune. 

Enter  Briasonet,  Camilla , and  Ranrcrr. 

Hr  is.  Good  day  to  you! 

Cam.  You  arc  an  early  stirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  face 
Bring  you  along;? 

Ronv.  If  1 stand  doubted,  sir, 

As  by  your  looks  I guess  it,  you  much  injure 
A man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves,  this  country. 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  do ; one  that  hates 
The  prince  by  whom  it  suffers,  and  as  deadly ; 

< )ne  that  dares  step  ns  fnr  to  gnin  my  freedom. 
As  any  he  that  breathes;  that  wears  a sword 
As  sharp  as  anv's. 

Cam.  Nay,  no  more  comparisons. 

Ran v.  What  you  but  whisper,  I dare  speak 
aloud,  [too, 

Stood  the  king  by;  have  means  to  put  in  act 
What  you  but  coldly  plot:  If  this  deserve  then 
Suspicion  in  the  best,  the  boldest,  wisest, 
Pursue  your  own  intents;  I'll  follow  mine; 

And  if  I not  o*ut-strip  you « 

Bits.  Be  ns>ur’d,  sir, 

A c onfidence3  like  this  can  never  be 
Allied  to  treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durst  speak  so  much. 

But  one  that  is,  like  us,  a sufferer, 

And  stands  as  we  affected  ? 


3 A conscience  Ufa:  this , &c.j  That  this  passage  is  corrupt  will  net  admit  of  a doubt.  We 
have  ventured  to  substitute  the  word  confidence  for  conscience. 
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Fir.  You  are  C07en’d, 

And  all  undone!  Ev’ry  intelligencer 
Speaks  treason  with  like  licence.  Is  not  this 
Konvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been 
train'd 

In  Ferrand’s  school,  a man  in  trust  and  fn- 
Rewnrded  too,  and  highly?  [vour, 

Com.  Grant  all  this, 

The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is 
now,  - foil, 

A man  disgrac’d,  and  with  contempt  thrown 
Will  spur  him  to  revenge,  as  swift  as  they 
That  ne  ver  w ere  in  favour. 

Fir.  Poor  and  childish ! [certain; 

Bns.  His  regiment  is  cast,  that  is  most 

And  his  command  i’th’ castle  given  away. 

Com.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Fir.  Grosser  still ! What  shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  flock 
To  a know  n wolf,  tho’  he  put  on  the  habit 
Of  n most  faithful  dog,  and  bark  like  one, 
As  this  but  only  talks? 

Com.  Yes,  he  has  means  too.  [know  it! 

Fir.  I know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men,  I 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  master1,  by  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

.7? onv.  You’re  too  suspicious,  [per: 

And  I have  borne  too  much,  beyond  my  tent- 
Take  your  own  ways!  I’ll  leave  you. 

Fir.  You  may  stay  now  ; [for. 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  fish’d 
But  one  word,  gentlemen:  Have  you  disco- 
To  him  alone  our  plot?  [ver’d 

Brit/  To  him,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  devotion. 

Fir.  Worse  and  worse ! 

For  w ere  he  only  conscious  of  our  purpose, 
Tho*  with  the  breach  of  hospitable  law  s, 

In  mv  own  house  I'd  silence  him  for  ever: 
But  what  is  past  my  help  is  past  my  care. 

I have  a life  to  lose. 

Com.  Have  better  hopes. 

Ronv.  And  when  you  know,  with  what 
charge  I have  further'd 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  w ill  swear  me 
Another  man;  the  guards  I have  corrupted, 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblest  youths, 
Attir’d  like  virgins,  such  as  hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  sad  cells,  prepar’d  amasque, 
As  done  for  the  king’s  pleasure. 

Fir.  For  his  safety 
I rather  fear;  and  as  a pageant  to 
Usher  our  ruin. 

iRonv.  We,  as  torch-bearers, 


[Act  1: 

Will  wait  on  these;  but  with  such  art  and 
cunning 

I have  convey’d  sharp  poniards  in  the  wax, 
That  wc  may  pass,  tno’  search’d,  thro’  all  his 
guards 

Without  suspicion,  and  in  all  his  glory 
Oppress  him,  and  with  safety. 

Cam.  ’Tis  most  strange 

Fir.  To  be  effected. 

Ronv.  You  arc  doubtful  still.  [if  you 
Brit.  But  we  resolv’d  to  follow  him ; and 
Desist  now,  Virolct,  we’ll  say  ’tis  fear, 
Rather  than  providence. 

Cam.  And  so  we  leave  you [Errant. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  To  vour  wise  doubts,  and  to  my  bet- 
ter counsels. 

Oh ! pardon  me,  my  lord,  and  trust  inc  too ; 
Let  me  not,  like  Cassandra,  prophesy  truths, 
And  never  be  believ’d,  before  the  mischief; 

I have  heard  all,  know  thisRonvere  a villain, 
A villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  ruin,  only  to  make  wav 
To  his  hopes  in  my  embraces ; at  niore  leisure, 
I will  acquaint  you  w herefore  I conceal’d  it 
To  this  last  minute;  if  you  stay,  you’re  lost, 
And  all  prevention  too  late.  I know, 

And  ’tis  to  me  known  only,  a dark  cave 
Within  this  house,  a part  of  my  poor  dower, 
Where  you  may  lie  conceal’d,  as  in  the  center, 
’Till  this  rough  blast  be  o’er.  W here  there  is  air, 
More  than  to  keep  in  life,  Ferrand  will  find 
So  curious  his  fears  arc.  [you ; 

Fir.  Tis  better  fall 

Than  hide  my  head  now,  (’twas  thine  own 
My  friends  engag’d  too.  [advice) 

Jul.  You  stand  further  bound, 

Than  to  weak  men  that  have  betray’d  them- 
selves, 

Or  to  my  counsel,  tho’  then  just  sfhd  loyal: 
Your  fancy  hath  been  good,  but  not  your 
judgment 

In  choice  of  such  to  side  you.  Will  you  leap 
From  a strep  tower,  because  a desp’rate  fool 
Does  it, and  trusts  the  wind  to  save  his  hazard? 
There’s  more  expected  from  you;  all  men’s 
eyes 

Are  fix’d  on  Virolct,  to  help,  not  hurt  them: 
Make  gdod  their  hopes  and  ours!  You  have 
sworn  often, 

That  you  dare  credit  me,  and  allow’d  me  wise, 
Altho’  a woman;  e’en  kings  in  great  actions 
Wait  opportunity,  and  so  must  you,  sir, 

Or  lose  your  understandings. 


4 His  master , betraying.]  I have  inserted  by  in  tjic  text  against  the  authority  of  all  the 
editions.  This  passage  is  deficient  without.  Sympson* 

$ Lose  your  understanding. J This  place  scorns  to  want  an  helping  hand.  I would  propose 
reading  undertaking.  4 Kings  wait  opportunity  to  perform  their  designs  in,  ami  so  must  you, 
‘ otherwise  you  w ill  lose  your  undertaking.’  For  ’tis  not  the  understanding  but  undertaking 
which  would  be  lost.  Sympson. 

The  text  is  right,  and  only  means,  * It  would  be  madness  to  think  you  must  not,  like 
c others,  be  guided  by  the  opportunity.’  His  answer  confirms  this,  4 Lose  your  under- 
standing’ may,  without  violence,  be  taken  in  this  sense. 
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Act  1.] 

Fir.  Thou  art  constant; 

I an  uncertain  fool,  a most  blind  fool : 

Be  thou  my  guide. 

Jul.  If  f tail  to  direct  you, 

For  torment  or  reward,  when  I am  wretched, 
May  constancy  forsake  ine ! 

Fir.  I’ve  iny  safety.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ccutruccio  and  Villio . 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus? 

Cast.  Peace,  thou  art  a fool.  [ship, 

Vil.  But  i f I were  a flatterer,  like  your  wor- 
I should  be  wise,  and  rich  too: 

There  are  few  else  that  prosper,  bawds  ex- 
Thcy  hold  an  equal  place  there.  [cepted, 
Cast.  A shrewd  knave ! 

But  oh,  the  king,  the  happy  king  ! 

Vil.  Why  happy? 

In  bearing  a great  burthen  ? 

Cast.  What  bears  he, 

That’s  borne  on  princes’  shoulders? 

Vil.  A crown’s  weight,  [ore 

Which  sets  more  heavy  on  his  head  than  th’ 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  mines,  of  which  ’tis 
made.  . [that  heavy 

Cast.  Thou  worthily  art  his  fool,  to  think 
That  carries  him  i’  th’  air : The  rev’renre  due 
To  that  most  sacred  gold  makes  him  ador’d, 
His  footsteps  kiss’d ; his  smiles  to  raise  a 
beggar  6 

To  a load’s  fortune ; and,  when  he  but  frowns, 

The  city  quakes 

Vil.  ~Or  the  poor  cuckolds  in  it, 

Coxcombs  I should  say.  1 am  of  a fool 
Grown  n philosopher,  to  hear  this  parasite. 
Cast.  The  delicatcs  he’s  serv’d  with,  see 
and  envy — 

Vil.  I'd  rather  have  an  onion  with  a sto- 
Than  these  without  one.  [uiach, 

Cast.  The  celestial  inusick, 

Such  as  the  motion  of  the  eternal  spheres 

[ Mustek. 

Yields  Jove  when  he  drinks  nectar 

Vil.  Here’s  a fine  knave! 

Yet  hath  too  many  fellows. 

Cast.  Then  the  beauties, 

That  with  variety  of  choice  embraces 

[These  pass  over. 

Renew  his  age 

Vil.  Help  him  to  crouch  rather, 

And  the  French  cringe;  they’re  excellent 
surgeons  that  way. 

Cast.  Oh,  majesty  J lei  others  think  of  Hea- 
While  I contemplate  dice.  [veil, 

Vil.  This  is  not  atheism, 

But  court  observance. 

Cast.  Now  the  god  appears, 

Usher’d  with  earthquakes. 

Vil.  Base  idolatry  ! [Flourish. 

Enter  Fcrrand  yG  uard,  Women,  and  Servants. 
Fer.  These  meats  are  poison’d  ! hang  the 
cooks  J — No  note  more,  [To  the  inusick. 


On  forfeit  of  your  fingers ! do  you  envy  me 
A minute’s  slumber?— What  are  these? 

1 Guard.  The  ladies 
Appointed  by  your  majesty. 

Fer.  To  th’  purpose  ! 

For  what  appointed  ? 

1 Guard.  For  your  Grace’s  pleasure. 

Fer.  To  suck  away  the  little  blood  is  left 
me. 

By  my  continual  cares!  I am  not  apt  now: 
Enjoy  them  first,  taste  of  my  diet  once ; 

And,  your  turns  serv’d,  for  fifry  crowns 
a-piece 

Their  husbands  may  redeem  them. 

Women.  Great  sir,  mercy  ! 

Fer.  I’m  deaf.  Why  stare  you?  Is  what 
we  command 

To  be  disputed  ? Who’s  this?  Bring  you  the 
T’  upbraid  me  to  my  face?  [dead 

Cast.  Hold,  emperor ! t 
Hold,  mightiest  of  kings!  I am  thy  vassal. 

Thy  foot-stool,  that  durst  not  presume  to 
On  thy  offended  face.  [look 

Fer.  Castruccio,  rise. 

Cast.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  eye  con- 
sume me, 

Nor  hear  that  musical  tongue  in  dreadful 
That  speaks  all  mercy.  [thunder, 

Vil.  litre’s  no  flattering  rogue  ! 

Cast.  Fcrrand,  that  is  the  father  of  his 

The  glory  of  mankind [people, 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  more ! 

And  while  I tell  ray  troubles  to  myself, 

Be  statues  without  motion  or  voice : 

Tho’  to  he  flatter’d  is  an  itch  to  greatness, 

It  now  offends  me. 

Vil.  Here’s  the  happy  man  ! 

But  speak  who  dares. 

Fer.  When  I was  innocent, 

I yet  remember  I could  eat  and  sleep, 

Walk  uuaflrightcd ; but  now  terrible 
To  others,  iny  guards  can’t  keep  fear  from  me; 

It  still  pursues  ine;  oh,  my  wounded  con- 
science ! 

The  bed  I would  rest  in  is  stuff'd  with  thorns; 
The  ground’s  strew’d  o’er  w ith  adders,  and 
with  aspicks, 

Where-e’er  i set  my  foot:  But  I am  in. 

And  what  was  got  with  cruelty,  with  blood 
Must  be  defended.  Tho’  this  life’s  a hell, 

I fear  a worse  hereafter.  Ha.! 

Enter  Rqpvtre  and  Guard. 

Ronv.  My  lord ! 

Eer.  Welcome,  Ronvcrc!  welcome,  my 
golden  plummet, 

With  which  I sound  mine  enemies’  depths 
and  angers! 

Hast  thou  discover’d  ? 

Ronv.  All  as  you  could  wish,  sir, 

The  plot,  and  the  coutrivers;  was  made  one 
Of  the  conspiracy. 

Fer.  lsviroletin?  *•>  , 


6 His  smiles  to  raise  a beggar. J Sympson  reads,  * His  smiles  do  raise  a beggar.* 
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RnnT.  The  head  of  all : He  only  scented  me; 
And,  from  his  fear  time  I play’d  false,  is  lied; 
The  rest  l have  in  fetters. 

Fcr.  Death  and  hell ! 

Next  to  my  mortal  foe,  the  pirate  Sessc, 

I aim'd  at  him  ! He’s  virtuous,  and  wise, 

A lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  country’s; 
Dangerous  to  sueli  as  govern  by  the  sword. 
And  so  to  me. — No  track  which  way  he  went  ? 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ronv.  There’s  some  hope  left ; 

But  with  a rough  hand  to  be  seiz’d  upon. 
Fcr.  Whatis’t? 

Ronv.  If  any  know  or  where  he  is, 

Or  which  way  Fie  is  fled,  it  is  his  wife: 

Iler,  with  his  father,  I have  apprehended, 
And  bronchi  among  the  rest. 

Fcr.  T was  wisely  order’d  : 

Go  fetch  them  in,  and  let  tny  executioners 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack.  [Exit  Ronv. 

til.  I take  it,  signor, 

This  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter,  or  me 
To  fool  in. 

Cast.  Thou  art  wise  in  this:  Lets  off; 

It  is  unsafe  to  be  near  Jove  when  he 
Begins  to  thunder. 

I'll.  Good  morality!  [Eicunt  HI. $ Cost. 
Fer.  I that  have  pierc d into  the  hearts  of 
men ; 

Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks 
Secrets,  whose  least  discovery  was  death; 
Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  iny  life,  the 
Of  a weak  woman’s  faith.  [fortress 

Enter  Ronrcre , Guard , and  Executioners 
with  a rack,  Camitio,  Brissonet , Rundul- 
pho,  and  Juliana. 

Cam.  Whatever  we  suffer,  [ever 

The  weight  that  loads  a traitor’s  heart,  sit 
Heavy  on  thine ! 

Bhs.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee, 

Fall  thou  by  others ! 

Ronv.  Pish  ! poor  fools,  your  curses 
Will  ne’er  reach  me. 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  Virolct’s  life. 

Father,  this  is  a glorious  stage  of  murder! 
Here  are  flue  properties  too7,  and  such  spec- 
tators 

As  will  expect  good  action  ! To  the  life 
Let  us  perform  our  parts;  and  wc  shall  live 
When  these  are  rotten.  'Would  we  might 
begin  once ! 

Arc  you  the  master  of  the  company? 

Troth,  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer.  She  does  deride  me.  [lable 

Jul  Thee  and  thy  power  ! If  one  poor  syl- 
Could  win  me  an  assurance  of  thy  favour, 

1 would  not  speak  it;  I desire  to  he 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty, 


[Act  1. 

To  whet  which  on,  know,  Ferrand,  I alone 
Can  make  discovery  where  my  Virolctis, 
Whose  life  1 know  thou  aim’st  at:  But  if 
tortures 

Compel  me  to’t,  may  hope  of  Ilcav'n  forsake 
I dare  thy  worst.  [me ! 

Fer.  Are  we  contemn’d? 

Jul.  Thou  art, 

Thou  and  thy  ministers  ! My  life  is  thine; 
But  iu  the  death  the  victory  shall  be  mine. 
Rand.  We’ve  such  a mistress  here  to  teach 
us  courage, 

That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fcr.  Youai  e slow  ! | She  is  put  on  the  rack. 
Begin  the  scene.  Thou  miserable  fool. 

For  so  i’ll  make  thee 

Jul.  Tis  not  in  thy  reach  ; [ed. 

I’m  happy  in  my  sufferings,  thou  mostw  retch- 
Fcr.  So  brave  ? i’ll  tame  you  yet.  Pluck 
harder8,  villains! 

Is  she  insensible?  no  sigh  nor  groan? 

Or  is  she  dead  ? 

Jul.  No,  tyrant!  tho*  I suffer 
More  than  a woman,  beyond  flesh  and  blood, 
Tis  in  a cause  so  honourable^  that  I scorn. 
With  any  sign,  that  may  express  a sorrow, 
To  shew  I do  repent. 

Fer.  Confess  yet,  and 
Tiion  shalt  be  safe. 

Jul.  ’Tis  wrapt  up  in  tny  soul. 

From  whence  thou  cansl  not  force  it. 

Fer.  1 will  be 
Ten  days  a-kiliing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thousand ; 

My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ronv.  Tis  a miracle  ! 

She  tires  the  executioners,  and  me. 

Ftr.  Unloose  her;  1 am  conquer’d.— I 
must  take 

Some  other  way. — Reach  her  my  chair,  in 
Of  her  invincible  fortitude.  [honour 

Ronv.  Will  you  not 
Dispatch  the  rest? 

Fer.  When  I seem  merciful, 

Assure  thyself,  Ronvere,  l am  most  cruel. — 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  sex,  and  of  this  nation, 
That  hast  chang’d  my  severity  to  mercy, 
Not  to  thyself  alone,  blit  to  thy  people, 

(In  which  1 do  include  these  men)  my  cnc- 
Unbind  them.  [mies! 

Rand.  This  is  strange ! 

Fcr.  For  your  intent 

Against  my  fife,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 

I only  ask  one  sen  ice. 

Cam.  Above  hope  ! [Sesse, 

Fer.  There  rides-a  pirate  near,  the  Duke  of 
My  enemy  and  tins  country’s,  that  in  bonds 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Ascanio : Free  this 
friend, 


7 properties  ] A term  much  used  at  the  play-huuscs  fur  the  hahits  aud  implements 

necessary  for  the  representation.  Sympsun. 

* Pluck  hard,  villains.]  1 he  measure  here  as  well  ns  sense  call  for  the  alteration,  w hich 
both  Mr.  ihcoludd  aud  myself  had  lighted  on,  aud  which  I have  thought  proper  to  stand  in 
tjie  text.  Sympsou. 
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Act  4.] 

Or  bring  the  pirate’s  head,  beside*  your  par- 
don, 

And  honour  of  the  action,  your  reward 
Is  forty  thousand  ducats:  And  because 
I know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wise. 

Be  he  your  general.  As  pledge  of  your  faith, 
That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man 
And  this  most  constant  matron  stay  with  me, 
Of  whom,  as  of  myself,  I will  be  careful. 

She  shall.direct  you  where  her  husband  is. 
Make  choice  of  any  ship  you  think  most 
They  are  rigg’d  for  you.  [useful ; 

[Exeunt  Guard,  with  Juliana  and 
Pandulpho. 

Bris,  We  with  joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  king  Ferrand  mer- 
ciful. [Exfunf  Bris . and  Cam. 
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Bonn.  The  mystery  of  this,  my  lord  ? or 
Chang’d  in  your  nature  ? [arc  you 

j Her.  I’ll  make  thee  private  to  it: 

The  lives  of  these  weak  men,  and  desperate 
woman,  ' [them ; 

Would  no  way  have  secur’d  me,  hud  1 took 
*Tis  Virolet  I aim  at ; he  has  power, 

And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  Sesse, 
And  he  prove  conqueror,  I am  assur’d 
They’ll  find  no  mercy;  if  that  they  prove 
victors, 

I shall  recover,  with  my  friend,  his  head 
I most  desire  of  all  men. 

Ron v.  Now  I have  it.  [all; 

Ter.  I’ll  make  thee  understand  the  drift  of 
So  wc  stand  sure,  thus  much  for  those  that 
fall!  [£.rcsinf« 


ACT  U. 


Enter  Boat  strain  and  Gunner. 

Boats.  T AY  her  before  the  wind ; up  with 
her  canvas, 

And  let  her  work  ! the  wind  begins  to  whistle. 
Clap  all  her  streamers  on,  and  let  her  dance, 
As  if  she  were  the  minion  of  the  ocean ! 

Let  her  bestride  the  billows  ’till  they  roar. 
And  curl  their  wanton  heads!  llo,  below 
there  ! 

Sailors  [within].  Ho,  ho  ! 

Boats.  Lay  her  North-East,  and  thrust  her 
mizen  out; 

The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind 
courts  us. 

Oh,  for  a lusty  sail  now',  to  give  chase  to  ! 
Gun.  A stubborn  bark,  that  would  bnt 
bear  up  to  us, 

And  change  a broadside  bravely  ! 

Boats.  Where’s  the  Duke? 

Gun.  I have  not  seen  him  stir  to-dav. 
Boats.  Oh,  Gunner,  [lour! 

What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  va- 
And  to  his  friends,  what  gentleness  and 
bounty ! 

Iiow  long  have  we  been  inhabitants  at  sea 
Gun.  Some  fourteen  years.  [here? 

Boats.  By  fourteen  lives  I swear  then, 
This  element  ne’er  nourish’d  such  a pirate, 
•So  great,  so  fearless,  and  so  fortunate, 

So  patient  in  his  want,  in  art  so  valiant ! 
How  many  sail  of  well-mann’d  ships  before  us, 
As  the  bonito  does  the  Hying  fish. 

Have  we  pursued  and  scour’d,  that,  to  out- 
strip us,  [on ! 

They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  shirts 
What  gallics  have  we  bang’d,  and  sunk,  and 
taken,  [fiance, 

Whose  only  fraughts  were  fire  and  stern  de- 
And  nothing  spoke  but  bullet  in  all  these! 
How  like  old  Neptune  have  I seen  our  gene- 
ral 


Standing  i’  th’  poop,  and  tossing  his  steel  tri- 
dent, [him ! 

Commanding  both  the  sea  and  winds  to  serve 
Gun.  His  daughter  too  (which  is  the  ho- 
nour, Boatswain, 

Of  all  her  sex)  that  martial  maid 

Boats.  A brave  wench  ! [begun. 

Gun.  llow  oftentimes,  a fight  being  new 
Has  she  leap’d  down,  and  took  my  linstock 
from  me, 

And  crying,  * Now  fly  right,*  fir’d  all  my 
chasers ! 

Then,  like  the  image  of  the  warlike  goddess. 
Her  target  brac’d  upon  her  arm,  her  sword 
drawn. 

And  anger  in  her  eyes,  leap’d  up  again. 

And  bravely  hail’d  the  bark;  I’ve  wonder’d, 
Boatswain, 

That  in  a body  made  so  delicate, 

So  soft  for  sweet  embraces,  so  much  fire, 

And  manly  sou),  not  starting  at  a danger 

Boats.  Her  noble  father  got  her  in  his  fury, 
And  so  she  proves  a soldier. 

Gan.  This  too  I wonder  at, 

Taking  so  many  strangers  as  he  does, 
lie  uses  them  with  that,  respect  and  coolness. 
Not  making  prize,  but  only  borrowing 
What  inay  supply  his  waut ; nor  that  for 
nothing ; [of. 

But  renders  back  what  they  may  stand  in  need 
And  then  parts  lovingly:  Where,  if  lie  take 
His  countryman,  that  should  be  nearest  to 
him, 

And  stand  most  free  from  danger,  he  sure 
paysfor’t;  [hark, 

lie  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  ransacks  the. 
Then  give*  her  up  a bonfire  to  his  fortune. 
Boats.  The  wrongs  he  has  receiv’d  from 
that  dull  country  [elty; 

(That’s  ail  I know)  have  purchas’d  all  his  cru- 
Wc  fare  the  better.  Chcerly,  checrly,  boys ! 
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[Act  2. 


The  ship  runs  merrily;  my  captain’s  melan- 
choly, 

And  nothing  cures  that  in  him  hut  a sea-fight : 
I hope  to  meet  a sail,  hoy,  and  a right  one. 
Gun.  That's  my  hope  too;  I’m  ready  for 
the  pastime. 

Boats.  1’  th’mcan  time,  let’s  bestow  a song 
upon  him, 

To  shake  him  from  his  dumps,  aud  bid  good 
day  to  him. 

Ho,  in  the  hold  ! 

Enter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Here,  here. 

Boats.  To  th*  main-top,  Boy ! 

An  thou  ken’st  a ship  that  dares  defy  us, 
Here’s  gold. 

Boy.  I’m  gone.  [Exit. 

Boats.  Come,  sirs,  a quaint  levet, 

[Trump,  a level. 
To  waken  our  fyrave  general ! Then  to  our 
labour  ! 

Enter  Duke  of  Sesse  (/three),  and  Mnrtia  like 
an  Amazon. 

Duke.  I thSIik  you,  loving  mates,  I thank 
i you  all ! 

There’s  to  prolong  your  mirth;  and  good  mor- 
row to  you ! 

Mart.  Take  litis  from  me  ; you’re  honest, 
valiant  friends, 

And  such  we  must  make  much  of.  Not  a 
sail  stirring? 

Gun.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 

Boats.  Without  doubt,  lady, 

The  wind  standing  so  fair  and  full  upon  us, 
We  shall  have  sport  auon.  But,  ilbble  ge- 
neral, 

Why  are  you  still  so  sad  ? You  take  our  edge 
Y'ou  make  us  dull  and  spiritless.  [off; 

Duke.  I’ll  tell  ye, 

Because  I will  provoke  ye  to  be  fortunate ; 
For  wheu  you  know  my  cause,  ’twill  double 
arm  you : 

This  woman  never  knew  it  yet,  my  daughter; 
Some  discontents  she  has. 

Mart.  ’Pray,  sir,  go  forward. 

Duke.  These  fourteen  years,  I’ve  stored 
it  here  at  sea**, 

Where  the  most  curious  thought  could  never 
find  it.  [mates. 

Boats.  Call  up  the  Master,  and  all  the 

Enter  (below)  Master  and  Sailors . 

Duke.  Good  morrow ! 

Master.  Good  morrow  to  our  general,  a 
good  oue ! 

And  to  that  noble  lady  all  good  wishes  ! 

Mart.  I thank  you,  Master. 


Duke.  Mark  me  ! thus  it  is  then; 

Which  f did  never  think  to  have  discover’d, 
'Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  hut,  to  sa- 
tisfy [then. 

My  faithful  friends,  thus  I cast  off  my  bur- 
in  that  short  time  I was  u courtier, 

And  follow’d  that  most  hared  of  all  princes, 
Ferrand,  the  full  example  of  all  mischiefs, 
(Cotnpell’d  to  follow  to  my  soul  a stranger) 
It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  chess, 
For  some  few  crowns  with  a minion  of  this 
king,  • [sure  ; 

A mean  poor  man,  that  only  serv'd  his  plea- 
Kemovmg  of  a rook,  we  grew  to  words, 
From  this  to  hotter  anger:  To  he  short, 

I got  a blow. 

Mart . How,  how,  my  noble  father! 
Duke.  A blow,  my  girl ; which  I had  soon 
repaid, 

And  sunk  the  slave  for  ever,  had  not  odds 
I hrust  in  betwixt  us.  I went  a way  disgrac’d — 
Mart.  For  honour’s  sake,  not  so,  sir ! 
Duke.  For  that  time,  wench ; 

But  call’d  upon  him,  like  a gentleman,  [lour, 
By  many  private  friends;  knock’d  at  hts  va- 
Courteu  his  honour  hourly  to  repair  me; 
And  l ho*  lie  were  a thing  my  thoughts  made 
slight  on, 

And  only  worth  the  fury  of  iny  footman, 

Still  1 pursued  him  nobly 

Mart,  Did  he  'scape  you?  [coldly? 
My  old  brave  father,  could  von  sit  down  so 
Duke.  Have  patience,  and  know'  all.  Pur- 
sued him  fairly, 

Till  I was  laugh’d  at,  scorn’d,  iny  wrongs 
jnade  May-games ; 

Bv  him  unjustly  wrong’d  should  be  all  justice; 
The  slave  protected  : Yet  at  length  I found 
hint,  [buried, 

Found  him,  when  he  suppos’d  all  had  been 
And  what  I had  receiv’d  durst  not  be  ques- 
tion’d ; ' 

And  then  he  fell,  tinder  my  sword  he  fell, 
Forever  sunk;  his  poor  life,  like  the  air 
Blown  in  an  empty  bubble, hurst,  and  left  him, 
No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raise  him. 

But  then  began  my  misery  ! I fled. 

The  king's  frowns  following,  and  my  friends’ 
despair: 

No  hand  that  durst  relieve;  my  country  fenr- 
Basely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a tyrant,  fful, 
Which  made  his  had  will  worse,  stood  still 
and  wonder’d, 

Their  virtues  bed-rid  in  ’em.  Then,  my  girl, 
A little  one,  I snatch’d  tlice  from  thv  nurse, 
The  model  of  thy  father’s  miseries, 

And  some  small  wealth  was  fit  for  present 
carriage. 

Anil  got  to  sea,  where  I profess’d  my  anger, 


9 I have  stored  it  here  at  «•«.]  Thus  the  octavo,  and  it  inay  be  right;  the  edition  of  1047 
gives  it  thus,  ♦ — 

‘ I’ve  stoed  here  at  sea.* 

I conjecture  we  should  read  with  a small  addition,  slowed.  So  a little  lower  the  Master  says 
1 Down  with  ’em,  stow  ’em  in.*  Sampson. 
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Act  2.] 

And  ft ill  do,  whilst  that  base  ungrateful  coun- 
try, 

And  that  had  king,  have  blood  or  means  to 
quench  me. 

Now  ye  know  all. 

Master.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all: 

Go  on,  and  do  all  still,  and  still  be  fortunate! 
Mart.  Had  you  done  less,  or  lost  this  noble 
anger, 

You  had  been  worthy  then  men’sempty  pities, 
And  not  their  wonders.  Go  on,  and  use  your 
justice, 

And  use  it  still  with  that  fell  violence 
It  first  appear’d  to  you ! If  you  go  less, 

Or  take  a doting  incrcy  to  protection, 

The  honour  of  a father  I disclaim  in  you, 

Call  bark  all  duty,  nod  will  be  prouder  of 
The  infamous  apd  base  name  of  a whore, 
Than  daughter  to  a great  duke  and  a coward. 
Duke.  Mine  own  sweet  Martia,  no;  thou 
know'st  my  nature; 

It  cannot,  must  not  be. 

Mart.  I hope  it  shall  not. 

But  why,  sir,  do  you  keep  alive  still  young 
Ascanio,  prince  of  Kossana,  king  Ferrand's 
Most  beloved  one,  you  took  two  months  ago? 
Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  bung'd  ? 

Duke . I’ll  tell  thee,  girl : 

It  were  a mercy  in  my  nature  now, 

•So  soon  to  break  the  thread  of  his  afflictions’0; 
I am  not  so  far  reconcil’d  yet  to  him, 

To  let  him  die  ; that  were  a benefit. 

Besides,  I keep  him  as  a bait  and  diet, 

To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  king: 

I look  each  hour  to  hear  of  his  armadas; 
And  a hot  welcome  they  shall  have. 

Mart.  But  hark  you ! 

If  you  were  over-sway  *d  with  odds 

Duke.  I find  you:  x fing, 

I would  not  yield ; no,  girl ; no  hope  of  yield- 
Nor  fling  myself  one  hour  into  their  mercies, 
And  give  the  tyraut  hope,  to  gain  his  kingdom. 
No;  I can  sink,  wench,  and  makeshift  to  die; 
A thousand  doors  are  open,  I shall  hit  one. 

I am  no  niggard  of  my  life;  so  it  go  nobly, 
All  ways  are  equal,  and  all  hours,  1 care  not. 
Mart.  Now  you  speak  like  my  father  ! 
Muster.  Noble  general, 

If  by  our  means  they  inherit  aught  but  bangs, 
The  mercy  of  the  mam-yard  light  upon  us! 
No; 

We  can  sink  too,  sir,  and  sink  low  enough, 
To  pose  their  cruelties  to  follow  us;  [way, 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that 
A thousand  cowards  suck  his  bones! 


Gun.  Let  the  worst  come, 

I can  unbreech  a cannon,  and  without  much 
help 

Turn  her  into  the  keel ; and  when  sh’  has 
split  it, 

Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers, 
And  so  good  night,  I think  ! 

Master.  We’ve  liv’d  all  with  you, 

And  will  die  with  you,  general. 

Duke.  1 thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Boy  [above].  iA  sail,  a sail! 

Muster.  A chearful  sound  ! 

Boy.  A sail ! 

Bouts.  Of  whence  ? of  whence,  Boy  ? 

Boy.  A lusty  sail ! 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  sea  before  her, 

And  foams  i’  th’  mouth. 

Boats.  Of  whence? 

Boy.  I ken  not  yet,  sir. 

Duke.  Oh,  may  she  prove  of  Naples ! 
Master.  Prove  the  devil, 

We’ll  spit  out  fire  as  thick  as  she. 

Boy.  Hoy ! 

Master.  Brave  Bov?  [Master; 

Boy.  Of  Naples,  Naples;  I think  of  Naples, 
Methinks  I see  the  arms. 

Master.  Up,  up  another, 

And  give  more  certain  signs  ! [Exit  Sailor. 
Duke.  All  to  your  business! 

And  stand  but  right  and  true 

Bouts.  Hang  him  that  halts  now  ! 

Boy.  Sh’  has  us  in  chase. 

Master.  We’ll  spare  her  our  main-top-sail; 
She  shall  not  look  us  loug,  we  are  no  starters. 
Down  with  the  fore-sail  too ! we’ll  spoon  be- 
fore her.  [honour 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my 
Load  me  but  these  two  minions  in  the  chase 
there 11 ; 

And  load  ’em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair 
welcome, 

And  be  thine  eye,  and  level,  ns  thy  heart  i:  f 
Gun.  JVIadam,  I’ll  scratch  ’em  out ; I’ll  piss 
’em  out  else. 

Sailor  [above].  Hoy ! 

Duke.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sailor.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples  ! 

I see  her  top-flag,  how  she  quarters  Naples.  / 
I hear  her  trumpets. 

Duke.  Down  ! She’s  welcome  to  us ! 

[Exeunt  Master , Boats.  Gun.  Sailors. 
Every  man  to  his  charge  ! Man  her  i*  th’bow 
well,  .[sparing. 

And  place  your  rakers  right  »*.  Daughter,  be 


•®  Break  the  bed  of  his  afflictions .]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 

" in  the  chape.j  The  chape  of  a sword  is  no  news,  but  l fancy  that  of  a ship  will  be 

so  to  every  curious  reader.  Chase  is  applicable  ei^icr  to  the  prow  or  stem  of  a ship,  and  'tis 
no  matter  in  which  of  these  acceptations  we  understand  it  here.  Sympson. 

We  have  no  doubt  but  Sympson  has  here  hit  on  the  right  word,butnot  on  its  true  accepta- 
tion ; for  no  part  of  a vessel,  we  believe,  bears  the  name  of  the  chase.  The  chase,  in  the  sea 
dialect,  is  a vessel  pursued. 

Place,  your  rakers,]  t.e.  the  guns  with  which  the  enemy’s  vessel  is  to  be  raked.  Falkner, 
in  his  Marine  Dictionary,  says, 1 Raking  a ship  is  the  act  of  cannonading  a ship  on  the  stern, 

‘ or 
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Mart.  I swear  I’ll  be  above,  sir,  in  the 
thickest, 

Ami  where  most  danger  is  I’ll  seek  for  honour. 

They  have  begun!  hark,  how  their  trumpets 
call  us ! 

Ilark,  how  the  widc-mouth’d  cannons  sing 
amongst  us ! 

Ilark,  how  thev  sail!  out  of  our  shells  for 
shame,  sir! 

Duke.  Now  fortune  and  my  cause ! 

Murt.  Be  bold  and  conquer ! [Ereunt. 

[Charge,  trumpets  and  shot  within. 


Enter  Master  and  Boatswain. 

Master. They’ll  board  usoncc again; they’re 
tough  and  valiant. 

Boats.  Twice  we  have  blown  ’em  into  tit* 
air  like  feathers, 

And  made  ’em  dance. 

Master.  Good  boys ! fight  bravely,  manly  ! 
They  come  on  yet;  clap  in  her  stern,  aud 
yoke  ’em ,5. 


Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  You  shall  not  need ; I have  provi- 
sion for  ’em ; 

Let  ’em  board  once  again ; the  next  is  ours. 
Stand  bravely  to  your  pikes;  away,  he  valiant! 
I have  a second  course  of  service  for  ’em, 
Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  bark  ache,  boy ! 
The  Duke  fights  like  a dragon.  Who  dares 
be  idle?  [Er 

[Charge,  trumpets , pieces  go  off. 

Enter  Master , Boatswain  following. 
Master.  Down  with  ’em  ! stow  ’em  in  ! 
Boats.  Cut  their  throats  ! 

*Tis  brotherhood  to  fling  ’em  into  th’  sea. 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  so  is  his  lovely  daughter 
Martia.  We  have  the  day  yet. 


Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  'Pox  fire  ’em  ! [flew. 

They  have  Rtnoak’d  us;  never  such  plums  yet 
Boats.  They’ve  rent  the  ship,  and  bor’d  a 
hundred  holes ; 

She  swims  still  lustily. 

• Master.  She  mude  a brave  fight;  and 
She  shall  be  cur’d,  and  make  a braver  yet. 
Gun.  Bring  us  some  cans  up;  lam  hot  as 
fire. 

Enter  Boy  with  three  cans. 

Boats.  I am  sure  I am  none  o’  th*  coolest. 
Gun.  My  cannons  rung  like  bells.  Here's 
to  my  mistress ! 

The  dainty  sweet  brass  minion  split  their  fore- 
She  never  fail’d.  [mast; 

Master.  Ye  did  all  well  and  truly, 

Like  faithful  honest  men. 


[Act  2. 

Boats.  But  is  she  rich,  Master? 

[Trumpet,  flourish. 

Enter  Duke,  Martia , Virolet , and  Sailort. 
Master.  Rich  for  my  captain’s  purpose 
howsoever, 

Aud  we  are  his.  How  bravely  notv  he  shews, 
Ifeatcd  in  blood  and  anger  ! How  do  you,  sir? 
Not  wounded  mortally,  I hope? 

Duke.  No,  Master; 

But  only  wear  the  livery  of  fury. — 

I’m  hurt,  and  deep. 

Master.  My  mistress  too? 

Mart.  A scratch,  man ; [sir, 

My  needle  would  ha'  done  ns  much. — Good 
Be  provident  and  careful ! 

Duke.  ’Prithee,  peace,  girl ; 

This  wound  is  not  the  first  blood  I have 
blush’d  in.  [ye, 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men;  my  thanks  among 
That  speaks  not  what  my  purse  means,  but 

my  tongue,  soldiers. 

Now,  sir,  to  you  that  sought  me  out,  that 
found  me, 

That  found  me  what  I am,  the  tyrant’s  tyrant; 
You  that  were  imp’d,  the  weak  arm  to  hi* 
You’re  welcome  to  vonr  death  ! [fotly, 

Fir.  I do  expect  it ; [it. 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  hut  wait 
Duke.  Thou  bor’st  the  face  once  of  a noble 
gentleman, 

Rank'd  in  the  first  file  of  the  virtuous, 

By  every  hopeful  spirit  skew'd  and  pointed 
Tliy  country’s  love ; otic  that  advanc’d  her 
honour, 

Not  tainted  with  the  base  and  servile  uses 
The  tyrant  ties  men’s  souls  to.  Tell  me,  Viro- 
let, [credit— 

If  shame  have  not  forsook  thee,  with  thy 
Vir.  No  more  of  these  racks!  what  I am, 
I am. 

I hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confessions; 
Nor  if  I shew  ill,  will  I seem  a monster, 

By  making  my  mind  prisoner!  Do  your  worst; 
When  I came  out  to  deal  with  you,  I cast  it. 
Only  those  base  inflictions  fit  for  slaves, 

Because  I am  a gentleman 

Dulie.  Thou’rt  none ! 

Thou  wast  while  thou  stood’st  good;  thou’rt 
now  a villain, 

And  agent  for  the  devil! 

Vir.  That  tongue  lies ! 

Give  me  my  sword  again,  and  stand  all  arm’d ; 
I’ll  prove  it  on  yc  all,  I am  a gentleman, 

A man  as  fair  in  honour — Rate  your  prisoners? 
How  poor  and  like  a pedagogue  it  shews, 
How-  far  from  nobleness!  *Tis  fair,  you  may 

kill  us;  guage 

But  to  defame  your  victory  with  foul  lan- 


* or  head,  so  as  that  the  balls  shall  scour  the  whole  length  of  her  decks  ; which  is  one  of  the 
4 most  dangerous  incidents  that  can  happen  in  a naval  action.* 

•a  Yoke  'em.]  Sympson  supposes  this  corrupt,  and  imagines  we  should  read  4 rake  ’em.’ 
4 Yoke  ’em’  may  mean, 1 lying  alongside  of  ’em,’  so  as  to  fight  with  small  arms;  upon  which 
the  Gunner  says,  * You  sliali  not  need;  1 have  provision  for  ’em/ 
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Duke.  Go  fling  him  overboard.  I'll  teach 
you,  sirrah 

Vir.  You  can’t  teach  me  to  die.  I could 
kill  you  notv 

With  patience,  in  despising  all  your  cruelties, 
And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Duke.  Away,  I say  ! [language, 

Mart.  Stay,  sir;  h*  hasgiv’nyou  such  hold 
I am  not  reconcil’d  to  him  yet;  and  therefore 
lie  shall  not  have  his  wish  observ'd  so  nearly, 
To  die  when  he  please;  I beseech  you  stay, 
Duke.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt.  [sir. 
Mart.  Carry  him  to  th'  bilboes, 

And  clap  him  fast  there,  with  the  prince. 
Vir.  l>o,  lady ; 

For  any  death  you  give  I’m  bound  to  bless 
you.  [Exeunt  Viroltl  and  Sailors. 
Mart.  Now  to  your  cabin,  sir,  (’pray  lean 
upon  me)  [you. 

And  take  your  rest;  the  surgeons  wait  all  for 
Duke.  Thou  muk’st  me  blush  to  see  thco 
bear  thy  fortunes. 

Why,  sure  I have  no  hurt;  I have  not  fought 
Master.  You  bleed  apace,  sir.  [sure? 
Mart.  You  grow  cold  too. 

Duke.  1 must  be  rul’d.  No  leaning! 

My  deepest  wounds  scorn  crutches. 

All.  A brave  general ! 

[ Flourish  trumpets,  cornets.  Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Stiilors. 

1 Sailor.  Will  they  not  moor  her? 

2 Sailor.  Not  ’till  we  come  to  th’  fort ; 
This  is  too  weak  a place  for  our  defences. 
The  carpenters  are  hard  at  work ; she  swims 

well, 

And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  ship  wc 
Burns  there,  to  give  us  light.  [took 

1 Sailor.  She  made  a brave  fight. 

2 Sailor.  She  put  u«  all  in  fear. 

1 Sailor.  Beshrew  mv  heart,  did  she. 

Her  men  are  gone  to  Candy ; they  are  pep- 
Ail  but  this  prisoner.  [per’d, 

2 Sailor.  Sure  he’s  a brave  fellow. 

1 Sailor.  A stubborn  knave,  but  we  have 
pull'd  his  bravery. 

[ Virol,  and  Ascan.  discovered  in  the  bilboes. 
Look,  how  he  looks  now  ! Come,  let’s  go  serve 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water.  [his  diet, 

2 Suitor,  ile'il  grow  fat  on’t.  [ Ex.  Suitors. 
Asia.  I must  confess  I have  endur’d  much 

Ev'n  almost  to  the  ruin  of  my  spirit;  [misery, 
But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction, 

To  find  /ny  friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  wc  serv'd  our  country, 

Or  honesties,  as  we  have  serv’d  our  follies. 
We  had  not  been  here  now. 

Asc.  ’Tis  too  true,  Virolct.  [safety 
Vir.  And  yet  my  end  in  veut'ring  for  your 


Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrond’s  will,  a base 
one ! [tion, 

Some  service  for  mine  own,  some  for  my  na- 
Some  for  my  friend  ; but  I am  rightly  paid. 
That  durst  adventure  such  a noble  office. 
From  the  must  treacherous  command  of  mis- 
You  know  him  now.  [chief : 

Asc.  And  when  I nearer  knew  him,  [me. 
Then  when  I waited,  Heav’n  be  witness  with 
(And,  if  1 lie,  my  miseries  still  load  me  !) 
With  what  tears  i have  woo’d  him,  with  what 
prayers,  [dangers, 

What  weight  of  reasons  I have  laid,  what 
(Then,  when  the  people's  curses  flew  like 
storms,  [him) 

And  every  tongue  was  whefted  to  defame 
To  leave  his  doubts,  his  tyrannies,  his 
slaughters, 

Ill’s  fell  oppressions  ! I know  I was  hated  too. 
Vir.  And  all  mankind  that  knew  him. 
These  confessions  [may: 

Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  Heav’n  they 
Let's  study  to  die  well;  we’ve  liv’d  like  cox- 
combs. [too! 

Asc.  That  rtiy  misfortune  should  lose  you 
Vir . Yes  ; [ter ; 

And  not  only  ine,  but  many  more,  and  bet- 
For  my  life,  'tis  not  this;  or  might  I save 
yours,  [me  go ! 

And  some  brave  friends  I have  engag’d,  let 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  T wish  for  ; 
But  wc  most  hang,  or  drown  like  whelps. 
Asc.  No  remedy  ? 

Vir.  On  mv  part,  I expect  none.  I know 
the  man, 

And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick 
I know  his  nature.  [too; 

Asc.  A most  cruel  nature! 

Vir.  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up;  I can- 
not blame  him.  [scorner, 

Asc.  He  has  a daughter  too,  the  greatest 

And  most  ins  niter  upon  misery 

Vir.  For  those,  they’re  toys  to  laugh  at, 
not  to  lead  men. 

A woman’s  mirth  or  anger,  like  a meteor, 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  be- 
hind it ; 

Our  miseries  would  seem  like  masters  to  us, 
And  shake  our  manly  spirits  into  fevers, 

If  wc  respected  those  ; the  more  they  glory, 
And  raise  insulting  troubles  on  our  ruins, 
The  more  our  virtues  shine  in  patience. 
Sweet  prince,  the  name  of  Death  was  never 
terrible  [rent 

To  him  that  knew  to  live;  nor  the  loud  tor- 
Of  alt  afflictions,  singing  as  they  swim, 

A call  of  heart,  but  to  a guilty  conscience: 
Whilst  wc  stand  fair1*,  tho’  by  a two-edg'd 
storm 


14  Whilst  rce  stand  fair ; but  bp  a Izcn-rdg'd  storm.]  So  reads  the  first  folio;  the  text  is 
from  Hit*  second. — *1  ho  imacc  meant  to  be  conveyed  in  this  and  the  two  following  lines  is 
intelligible;  but  there  is  some  contusion  (perhaps  corruption;  in  the  expression:  How  can 
they  fait , whilst  they  stand  fair  l Though  is  preferable  to  but,  in  the.  present  text;  yet 
pt  rlittps  something  is  lost,  signifying,  liiat  1 whilst  we  flourish,  out  state  is  particularly 
4 honourable  ; but  if  wc  even  i'ali,  even  our  full  is  glorious.’ 
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We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  roses, 

Bent  to  the  earth,  we  bear  our  native  sweet- 
Atc.  Good  sir,  go  on.  [ness. 

Vir.  When  we  are  little  children, 

And  cry  and  I'ret  for  every  toy  come&£TOSs  us, 
How  sweetly  do  we  shew  when  sleep  steals 
on  us!  [cr ,**, 

Wheu  wc  grow  great,  but  our  affection  great- 
Aud  struggle  with  this  stubborn  twin,  born 
with  us. 

And  tug  mid  pull,  vet  still  we  find  a giant: 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  sleep 
Our  everlasting  sleep,  he'd  make  us  idiots. 
The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  nnyi 
Are  more  than  lives;  and  tlio’  their  tombs 
want  tongues,  [losses, 

Vet  have  they  eyes  that  daily  sweat  their 
And  such  a tear  from  stone  no  tune  can  value. 
To  die  botl^ young  and  good  ure  Nature's 
curses,  1 

As  the  world  says;  askTruth,  they’re  boun- 
teous blessings;  [tuts, 

lor  then  we  reach  at  IIcav*n,  in  our  full  % ir- 
And  fix  ourselves  new  stars,  crowu’d  with 
our  goodness. 

Ate.  You’ve  double  arm'd  me. — Hark  ! 
what  uoise  is  this? 

mu  sick  v ithln,  IwU'i/s. 
What  horrid  noise?  Is  the  sea  pleas'd  to  sing 
A hideous  dirge  to  our  deliverance? 

Vir.  Stand  fast  now. 

[ Within  strange  cries,  horrid  no  Ur,  trumpets. 
Asc.  I am  fix’d. 

Vir.  We  fear  yc  not  ; [him. 

Let  death  appear  in  all  shapes,  we  Simla  on 

Enter  Martia. 

Ate.  The  lady  now  ! 

Yir.  The  face  o’  ill*  masque  is  alter’d. 

Ate.  What  will  she  do  ? 

Vir.  Do  what  she  can,  I care  not. 

Ate.  She  looks  on, you,  sir. 

Vir . Rather  she  looks  thru’  me; 

But  vet  siie  stirs  me  not. 

Ziart.  Poor  wretched  slaves, 

Why  do  ye  live?  or,  if  ye  hope  for  mercy, 
Why  do  uot  yc  howl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
With  lamentations,  cries,  aud  base  submis- 
Worthy  our  scorn  ? fsious, 

Vir.  Madam,  you  are  mistaken  ; 

Wc  are  no  slaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  For- 
tune; [tain 

And  if  she  had  her  eyes,  and  durst  be  ccr- 
Ortuin  ourfriend,  I would  not  bow  unto  her; 

1 would  not  cry,  nor  ask  so  base  a mercy: 

If  you  see  any  thing  in  our  appearance, 
Worthy  ytrtir  sex’s  softness  and  your  own 

glory. 

Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it ! 
We  cannot  beg. 

Mart.  I’ll  make  you  beg  and  bow  too. 

Vir.  Madam,  for  what? 

But  our  atfi  ctions  greater.]  Affection , as 
Kith  us,  which  mould  wo  he  us  idiots , if  we  gr\v 
tyranny  bv  the  sleep  of  deutlu  Seward; 


Mart.  For  life  •,  and,  when  you  hope  it. 
Then  w ill  I laugh  and  triumph  on  your  base- 
ness. [*»  favour, 

Asc.  Madam,  ’tis  true,  there  may  be  such 
And  wc  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  with  honour; 
And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank 
you, 

Tim*  it  be  death;  but  when  wc  beg  a base 

And  beg  it  of  your  scorn [life, 

I'ir.  You're  cozen'd,  woman; 

Your  handsomcMics*  may  do  much,  bat  not 

But  for  your  glorious  bate [this  way; 

Mart.  Are  yc  so  stubborn  ? 

’Death,  I w ill  make  you  bow  ! 

Vir.  It  must  be  in  your  bed  then ; 

There  vou  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mart.  Why,  1 can  kill  thee. 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handsomely, 

It  may  be  l can  thank  you;  ctse 

Mart  So  glorious? 

Asc.  IIci?  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  wool  thou?  ^ 

Vir.  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  life’s  sake  ? 

Via.  No;  I know  your  subtilty. 

Mart.  For  honour's  sake  ? 

Vir.  1 will  not  be  a pageant; 

My  mind  was  ever  firm,  aud  so  1*11  lose  it. 
Mart.  I’ll  starve  thee  to  it ! 

Vir.  I’ll  starve  myself,  nud  cross  it. 

Mart.  I’ll  lay  thee  ou  such  miseries 

Vir.  I’ll  wear  ’em,  pets* 

And  w itli  that  w antonness  you  do  your  bract- 
Mart.  I’ll  be  a month  a-hilhug  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  lady ! * 

I’ll  be  a month  a-dying  then:  What’s  that? 
There’s  many  u calenture  outdoes  your  cru- 
elty. # # (body, 

Mari.  How  might  I do  in  killing  of  his 
To  save  his  noble  mind?  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  a Sailor , with  a ruh  cap  and  mantle. 
Sailor.  Madam  ? 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man,  and  leave  those 
things  behind  you;  [I ‘iroltt  released. 
And  so  away  ! — Now  put  Yiu  on. 

[Eiit  Sailor. 

Vir.  To  what  end? 

Mart.  To  my  end,  to  my  will. 

Vir.  I w ill. 

Mart.  1 thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I’ll  do  more; 
I'll  tell  you, 

I am  a servant  to  your  courtesy. 

And  so  far  will  be  woo’d;  but  ii  this  triumph 
Be  only  aim'd  to  make  your  mischief  glorious, 
Lady,  you’ve  put  a richer  shroud  upon  uit, 
Which* ray  strong  mind  shall  sutler  hi. 

Mait.  Come  hither, 

And  all  thy  brav'ry  put  into  thy  carriage  ; 
lor  I admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 

I read,  or  passion,  is  the  stubtorn  tain  barn 
: way  to  it,  rather  than  free  ourselves  from  its 
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Act  a.] 

A sc.  Take  heed,  my  friend  ! 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  scorn’d  St  my  cruelty ; 
I know  thou  dost. 

Vir.  1 never  fear’d  nor  flatter'd. 

Hurt.  No  ; if  tlmu  hadst  th'  had st  died, 
and  1 had  gloried.  [or, 

I suffer  now ; ami  tliou,  which  art  my  prison* 
Hast  nobly  won  the  free  power  to  despise  me. 
1 love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  nobleness; 
And,  for  thy  manly  sufferance, am  thy  servant. 
Vir.  Good  lady,  uiock  me  not. 

Hurt.  By  Ileav'n,  I love  thee!  [thee  ! 
And,  by  the  soul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with 
Thy  mind,  thy  mind,  thy  brave,  thy  manly 
mind,  [fortune, 

(That,  like  a rock,  stands  all  the  storms  of 
And  beats  'em  roaring  hack,  they  cannot 
reach  thee) 

That  lovely  mind  I dote  on,  not  the  body: 
That  mind  has  rohh’d  me  of  my  liberty; 
That  mind  has  darken’d  all  my  bravery. 

And  into  poor  despis’d  things  turn’d  my 
angers.  [me ; 

Receive  me  to  your  love,  sir,  and  instruct 
Receive  me  to  your  lied,  and  marry  me  ; 

I’ll  wait  upon  you,  bless  the  hour  I knew  you  ! 
Fir.  Is  this  anew  way? 

Matt.  If  you  doubt  my  faith, 

First,  take  your  liberty,  (i’ll  make  it  perfect) 
Or  any  thing  within  inv  power. 

Vir.  f love  you:  [riage? 

But  how  to  recompense  your  love  vvi.h  mar- 
Alas,  I have  a wife. 

Mart.  Dearer  than  I am? 

That  will  adventure  so  much  for  your  safety? 
Forget  her  father’s  wrongs,  quit  her  own 
honour, 

Pull  on  her,  for  a stranger’s  sake,  all  curses? 
Vir.  Shall  this  prince  have  his  freedom 
too?  else  all 

I Jove  is  gone,  ail  my  friends  perish. 

Mart,  lie  shall. 

Vir.  What  shall  I do? 

Mart.  If  thou  despise  my  courtesy, 

When  I nto  dead  for  grief  1 am  forsaken, 
And  no  soft  hand  left  to  assuage  your  sor- 
rows, [cities ! 

Too  laic,  but  too  true,  curse  your  ow u cru- 
Asc.  Be  wise,  if  she  be  true  ! no  thread  is 
left  else,  * 

To  guide  us  from  this  labyrinth  of  mischief; 
Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 

Vir.  Thus  then  I take  you; 

I bind  you  to  my  life,  my  love! 

Mart.  I take  you,  [vnnt. 

And  with  the  like  bond  tie  my  heart  your  scr- 


We’re  now  almost  at  harbour;  within  this 
hour,  ( ready, 

Tn  the  dead  watch.  I'll  have  the  long-boat 
And  when  l give  the  word,  be  sure  you  enter. 
I’ll  set  ye  furnish’d  both  immediately, 

And  like  yourselves lti;  some  trusty  man  shall 
wait  you ; 

The  watch  I'll  make  my  own ; only  my  love 
Requires  a stronger  vow,  which  I’ll  adinini- 
Betore  we  go.  [stcr 

Vir.  I’ll  take  it,  to  confirm  you.  [fetters. 
Mart.  Go  in;  there  arc  the  keys,  unlock  his 
And  nnn  yc  nobly  both.  I’ll  he  with  you 
And  so,  tlii< loving  kiss.  [presently; 

Asc.  Be  constant,  lady.  [Eceunt. 

Enter  Duke  (by  torch-light  )t  Muster  and 
Surgeoit  with  him. 

Sing,  You  grow  so  angry,  sir,  your  wound 
goes  backward.  [you) 

Duke.  I’m  angry  at  the  time,  (at  none  of 
That  sends  but  one  poor  subject  for  revenge : 
I would  have  all  the  court,  and  ail  the  vil- 
lainy 

Was  ever  practis’d  under  that  foul  tyrant 
Fenand‘7,  and  all  to  quench  my  wrath! 
Muster.  Ik*  patient ; 

Your  Grace  may  find  occasion  every  hour 
(For  certain  they  will  seek  you)  to  satisfy, 
And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Duke.  ’Death,  they  dare  not ! [hunger, 
They  know  that  I command  Death,  feed  Ins 

And  when  I let  him  loose 

Surg.  You’ll  never  heal,  sir, 

If  these  extremes  dwell  in  you;  you  ase  old, 
And  burn  your  spiritsont  with  this  w il«J  anger. 
Duke.  Tliou  lit  st!  i am  not  old;  1 ain  as 
lusty 

And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou 

Muster.  No  more  of  that ! [art 

Duke.  And  dare  seek  out  a danger, 

And  hold  him  at  the  sword’s  point,  when  thou 
tremblest 

And  creep’st  into  thy  box  of  salv  es  to  save 

thee. | to-night! 

Oh,  Master,  I have  had  a dreadful  dream 
Methought  the  ship  was  all  on  fire,  and  my 
lov’d  daughter,  [suddenly 

To  sav'e  her  life,  leap’d  into  th*  sea;  where 
A stranger  snatch’J  her  up,  and  swuui  aw  ay 
with  hen 

Muster.  ’ f was  but  the  heat  o’tli*  fight,  sir. 
Boats,  [within.]  Look  out ! what  is  that  ? 
Sailor  [au/Aitt].  The  long-boat,  as  [ live  ! 
Bouts.  Ho,  there,  i’th’ long-boat!  ho! 
Sailor.  She  claps  oa  ail  her  oars  *8. 


,€  And  like  vourself.]  The  grammar  of  this  passage  requires  a change  of  numbers  to  keep 
M artia  from  uttering  nonsense.  Sympson. 

»7  ]Vus  ercr  practis'd  under  that  foul  Ferrand 

Tvrant.J  1 liese  two  last  words  have  changed  their  places;  we  must  read  as  I have 
altered  the  place.  Sympsun. 

,fc  She  dups  on  all  her  oars. J These  words  stand  in  the  first  copy  ns  a stage-direction  ; but 
are  not  inserted  at  all  in  the  two  following  editions.  Sympson,  we  think  with  judgctucnr, 
supposes  they  were  originally  a part  of  the  text. 
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Duke.  What  noise  is  that? 

Matter.  I hear,  sir [£rif. 

Boats.  The  devil,  or  his  dam.  Hail  her 
again,  boys. 

Sailor.  The  long-boat ! ho,  the  long-boat ! 
Duke.  Why  the  long-boat? 

Where  is  the  long-boat? 

Bouts.  She’s  stole  off. 

Enter  Master. 

Duke.  Who  stole  her? 

Oh,  my  prophctick  soul! 

Master.  Your  daughter’s  gone,  sir, 

The  prisoners,  and  six  sailors:  Rogues! 
Duke.  Mischicl ! six  thousand  plagues  sail 
with  ’em  ! 

They’re  in  her  yet ; make  out. 

Master.  We’ve  ne'er  a boat. 

Enter  Gunner . 

Gunner.  Who  knew  of  this  trick  *•? 

Duke.  Weigh  anchors,  and  away! 

Boats.  We  ha’  no  wind,  sir; 

They’ll  heat  us  with  their  oars. 

Duke.  Then  sink  ’em,  Gunner ! 

Oh,  sink  ’em,  sink  ’em,  sink  ’em,  claw  Vm, 
As  ever  thou  hast  lov’d  me  ! [Gunner, 
Gun.  I’ll  do  reason; 

But  i’ll  be  hatig’d  before  I hurt  the  ladv. 

[fcril. 

Duke.  Who  knew  of  this? 

f A piece  or  two  go  off. 
Master.  We  stand  all  clear. 

Duke.  What  devil 


Put  this  base  trick  into  her  tail  ? My  daugh- 
ter, 

And  run  away  with  rogues ! I hope  she’s  sunk, 
[/I  piece  or  t wo  go  off. 
Or  torn  to  pieces  with  the  snot.  Rots  hud  her! 
The  leprosy  of  w hore  stick  ever  to  her  ! 

Oh,  she  has  ruin’d  my  revenge  1 


Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  She’s  gone,  sir ; 
l cannot  reach  her  with  my  shot. 

Duke.  Rise,  winds ! 

Blow  ’till  vc  burst  ihcair,  and  swell  the  se;is, 
That  they  may  sink  the  stars ! Oh,  dance 
her,  dance  her!  (her. 

She’s  impndcntly  wanton;  dance  her,  dance 
Mount  her  upon  your  surges,  cool  her,  cool 
her! 

She  runs  hot  like  a whore ; cool  her, cool  her! 
Oh,  now  a shot  to  sink  her  ! — Come,  cut  ca- 
bles ! 

I will  away;  and  where  site  sets  her  foot, 
Aliho'it  be  in  Fernmd’s  court,  I’ll  follow  her ; 
And  such  a father’s  vengeance  shall  she  suf- 
fer— 

Dare  any  man  stand  by  me  ? 

Muster.  All,  all. 

Boats.  All,  sir. 

Gun.  And  the  same  cup  you  taste 

Duke.  Cut  cablet  then ; j [is, 

For  1 shall  never  sleep,  norlnow  what  peace 
Till  1 have  pluck’d  her  heart  out. 

Suitor  [vil/m*].  All  o’uiain  there  ! 

[£rcau* 


•s  Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  trick?]  This  speech  seems,  both  from  the  te*t  and  measure,  to 
be  (though  wc  have  not  ventured  to  remove  it)  an  accidental  interpolation.  It  is  die  Duke's 
speech  a little  after. 


ACT  III. 


Enter  Terr  and,  Ronvere,  Castruecio , Villio, 
and  Guard. 

Ronv.  VOU  arc  too  gentle,  sir. 

A [Flourish  cornets. 

Per..  You  are  too  careless! 

The  creatures  1 have  made  no  way  regard  me: 
Why  should  I give  you  names,  tides  of  ho- 
nour, 

Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houses, 

For  your  advancement  draw  ail  curses  on  me, 
Wake  tedious  winter-nights  to  make  them 
That  for  me  break  no  slumber?  [happy 
Ronv.  What  we  can, 

We  dare  do. 

Fcr.  Why  is  your  sovereign’s  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whose  fall  your 
honours, 

Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  ail 
must  suffer) 

No  better  guarded  ? Ob,  my  cruel  stars. 


Hint  mark’d  me  ont  a king,  raising  me  on 
This  pinnacle  of  greatness,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blasting ! 

Villio.  What  think  you  now,  Castruecio? 
Is  not  this  a merry  life? 

Gust.  Still  thou  art  cozen’d : 

It  is  a glorious  royal  discontentment! 

How  bravely  it  becomes  him  ! 

Fcr.  To  be  made 

The  common  butt,  for  every  slave  to  slioot  at ! 
N o peace,  no  rest  I lake,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  heart!  Why  do  I live,  or  seek  then 
To  add  a day  more  to  these  glorious*  roubles? 
Or  to  what  end,  when  all  I can  arrive  at. 

Is  hut  the  summing  up  of  fears  and  sorrows? 
What  power  has  my  command,  when  from 
my  bosom 

Ascanio,  my  most  dear  and  lov’d  Ascanio, 
Was  snatch’d,  spite  of  n»y  will,  spite  of  my 
succour, 
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And  by  mine  own  proud  slave  retain’d  most 
miserable  ? 

And  still  that  villain  lives  to  nip  my  pleasures, 
Jt  being  not  within  ray  power  to  reach  him. 
Honv.  Time  may  restore  all  this:  And 
would  you  hear 

Whose  counsel  never  fail’d  you 

Fcr.  Tell  me  no  more ! 

I faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  my  cares, 
And  yield  myself  most  wretched. 

Itonv.  On  my  knees 

I beg  it,  mighty  sir,  vouchsafe  me  bearing. 
Fcr.  Speak,  speak;  and  1 thus  low,  such 
is  my  fortune, 

Will  hour  what  thou  eanst  say. 

Villio.  Look  but  on  this; 

Uns  not  a man  that  has  but  means  to  keep 
A hawk,  a greyhound,  and  a hunting  nag. 
More  pleasure  than  this  king? 

Cast.  A dull  fool  still ! 

Make  me  a king, and  let  me  scratch  with  care, 
And  see  who’ll  have  the  better;  give  me  rule, 
Command,  obedience,  pleasure  of  a king, 
And  let  the  devil  roar:  The  greatest  corrosive 
A king  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling, 
And,  bandied  to  the  height,  more;  dear  delight. 
Than  other  men’s  whole  lives,  let  ’em  be  safe 
too. 

Villio.  Think  of  the  mutinous  people. 
Cast.  Hang  the  people  ! 

Give  me  the  pleasure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all, 
Enjoy  their  wives  and  states  at  my  discretion, 
And  peg  ’em  when  1 please,  let  the  slaves 

mumble. 

Villio.  Hut  say  they  should  lie  vex’d,  and 
rise  against  thee  ? 

Cost.  Let  ’em  rise,  let  ’em  rise;  give  me 
the  bridle  here, 

And  see  if  they  can  crack  my  girths:  Ah,  Villio, 
Coder  the  sun  there’s  nothing  so  voluptuous 
As  riding  .of  this  njonster,  ’till  he  founder.' 
Fer.  Who’s  that  so  loud  ? 

Cast.  I’m  dumb. — Is  not  this  rare? 

Kings*  looks  make  Pythagoreans;  is  not  this 
A happiness,  Villio? 

Villio.  Yes,  to  put  to  silence 
A fawning  sycophant. 

Fcr.  Thou  speak’st  truth  in  all ; 

[To  Ronvere. 

And  mercy  is  a vice,  when  there  needs  rigor. 
Which  I with  all  severity  will  practise; 

And  since,  as  subjects  they  pay  not  obedience, 
They  shall  be  forc’d  as  slaves:  I wdl  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and,  with  the  means, 
my  fears. 

Go  you,  the  fatal  executioners 
Of  rav  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim, 
That  from  this  hour  I do  forbid  all  meetings, 
All  private  conferences  in  the  city: 


To  feast  a neighbour,  shall  he  death;  to  talk. 
As  they  meet  in  the  streets,  to  hold  discourse 
By  writing,  nay  by  signs.  See  this  perform’d. 
And  I will  cali  your  cruelty,  to  those 
That  dare  repine  ai  this,  to  me  true  service. 

1 Guard  Tiiis  makes  for  us. 

*2  Guurd.  Ay.  nuw  we  have  employments; 
If  we  grow  not  rich,  ’twere  lit  we  sh  nild  be 
beggars.  [Exit  Guard. 

Fcr.  Ronvere  ? 

Runv.  My  lord? 

Cust.  Thou  enemy  to  majesty. 

What  think’st  thou  of  a king'0? 

ViUio.  As  of  a man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

i'ast.  Of  a thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  empire  with  the  gods. 
Observe  but  with  how  little  breath  he  shakes 
A populous  city,  which  would  stand  umuov’d 
Against  a whirlwind. 

Villio.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Cast.  For  me,  l do  profess  it, 

Were  / offer'd  to  he  any  thing  on  earth, 

I would  he  mighty  Fer  rand. 

Fcr.  Ha!  who  names  me? 

Deliver  thy  thoughts,  slave,  thy  thoughts, 
and  truly, 

Or  be  no  more ! 

Cast.  They  rather  will  dt  sen  e 
Your  favour,  than  your  fury.  1 admire 
(As  who  docs  not,  that  is  a loyal  suhjei  t?) 
Your  wisdom,  power,  your  p<  r feet  happiness. 
The  most  hless’d  of  mankind. 

Fcr.  Didst  thou  but  feel 
The  weighty  sorrows  that  sit  on  a crown,  * 
Tho’  thou  shouldst  lind  one  in  the  streets, 
Castruccio,  [l,p: 

Thou  wouldst  not  think  it  worth  the  taking 
But  since  thou  art  enamour’d  of  my  fortune. 
Thou  shalt  ere  long  taste  of  it. 

Cast.  But  one  day, 

And  then  let  me  expire! 

Fcr.  Go  to  my  wardrobe. 

And  of  the  richest  things  1 wear  cull  out 
What  thou  thiuk’at  lit.  Do  you  attend  him, 
sirrah. 

Vil.  1 warrant  you  I shall  be  at  his  elbow; 
The  fool  will  never  leave  him. 

Cust.  Made  for  evi  r ! 

| Fit l with  Vil.  A shout  within. 

Fcr.  What  shout  is  that?  Draw  up  our 
guards. 

Euler  Virolcty  Ascaniu,  and  a Servant . 

Runv.  Those  rather 
Speak  jov  than  danger. 

Vir.  Bring  her  to  my  house ‘9; 

I would  not  have  her  seen  here. 


What  think* st  thou  of  a kingdom?]  Verse  and  context  equally  require  us  to  read  king 
for  kingdom. 

»»  Ron.  Bring  her  to  my  house , 

I wan'd  not  have  her  seen  here.’]  This  is  evidently  a direction  of  Virolct’s  relating  to 
Martia,  and  to  him  it  should  be  restored.  Seward. 


Digitized  by  Google 


5.14 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


Fer.  My  A«canio ! 

The  mo^t  desir’d  of  :tll  nu  n,  If  r me  die 
In  these  embraces.  How  vert  thou  redeem’d? 
Jsc.  Sir,  this  is  my  pieservcr. 

Fer.  At  more  leisure 

I will  enquire  the  manner,  and  the  means : 

T cannot  spare  mi  much  rime  now  from  my 
More  strict  embrace*.  Virolet,  welcome  too! 
This  service  weighs  down  your  intended 

treason. 

You  long  have  been  mine  enemy;  learn  now 
To  he  my  friend, and  loyal;  1 ask  no  more, 
And  live  as  free  ns  I errand.  Let  Inin  have 
The  folly  thousand  crowns  1 gladly  promis’d 
For  my  Ascani./s  freedom;  and  deliver 

I I is  father  and  his  wife  to  him  in  safety. 
Something  hath  pass’d  which  I am  sorry  for, 
But  ’twill  not  now  be  help’d.  Cuine,  n»y 

Ascnnio, 

And  reap  the  harvest  of  my  winter-travels. 
My  best  Ascauio,  my  most-lov’d  Ascanio  ! 

[ Flourish  comets.  E.rc.  Fcr.  and  Asmnio. 
Vir.  My  lord,  all  former  passages  forgot, 
I am  become  a suitor. 

Ronv.  To  me,  Virolet? 

Vir.  To  you  ; yr.t  w ill  not  beg  the  courtesy, 
But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Ronv.'  To  the  purpose. 

Vir.  The  forty  thousand  crowns  the  ling 
hath  given  me, 

I will  bestow  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I may  have  liheity  for  a divorce 
Between  me  and  iny  wife. 

Ron v.  Your  Juliana? 

That  for  you  hath  endur’d  so  much,  so  nobly? 
Vir.  The  more  my  sorrow;  but  it  must  be  so. 
Root.  I will  not  hinder  it. — Without  a bribe, 
For  mire  own  ends,  I would  have  further’d 
I will  uve  all  my  power.  [this. — 

Vir.  * l*is  all  I ask. — 

Oh,  my  curs’d  fate,  that  ever  man  should  hate 
Himself  for  being  bclov’d  ! or  be  compell'd 
To  cast  away  a jewel  kings  would  buy, 

Tho’  with  the  loss  of  crow  a and  monarchy  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke , Master, Boatswain,  and  Gunner. 
Duke.  How  do  I look? 

Muster.  You  are  so  strangely  alter’d, 

We  scarce  can  kuow  you ; so  young  again, 
and  utterly 

From  that  you  were,  figure,  or  any  favour, 
Your  friends  cannot  discern  you. 

Duke.  I have  none,  [me  ! 

None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  kuow 
You’re  finely  alter’d  too. 

Boats.  To  please  your  humour : 


[Act  1 

But  \*e  may  pass  without  disguise ; our  living 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

Gun.  This  Jew  sure, 

That  alter'd  you,  is  a mad  knave. 

Duke.  Oh,  a most  excellent  fellow ! 

Gun.  How  lie  has  mew’d  your  head,  has 
robh’d  the  snow  off, 

And  run  your  heard  into  a peak  of  twenty ! 
Boats.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  fact*. 
Muster.  Most  rarely ! 

Boats.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  your 
eyes  as  sparkling, 

As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a lady’s  saddle, 
lias  he  not  set  your  nose  awry? 

Duke.  The  better. 

Bouts.  I think  it  be  the  better,  but  ’ti» 
awry  sure; 

North  and  by  Fast,  ay,  there’s  the  point  it 
stands  in  y 

Now  half  a point  to  the  Southw  ard. 

Duke.  I could  laugh, 

But  that  uiy  business  requires  no  mirth  now: 
Thou  art  a merry  fellow.^ 

Bouts.  I would  the  Jew,  sir, 

Could  steer  my  head  right;  for  I’ve  such  4 
swimming  in’r, 

Ever  since  I went  to  sea  first 

Master.  Take  wine,  ami  purge  it. 

Bouts.  l\e  had  a thousand  pills  of  sad, a 
thousand, 

A thousand  pottle-pills, 

Gun.  J ake  more. 

Boats.  Good  doctor, 

Your  patient  is  easily  persuaded. 

Muster.  Mcthinks  this  Jew 
If  he  were  truly  known  to  found*  r*d  courtier*, 
And  decay’d  ladies, that  have  lost  their  fleeas 
On  ev’ry  bush,  the  next  fair  open  weather, 
He  might  pick  a pretty  living. 

Boats.  1 Ip-  best  of  all  our  gallants  now  he 
glad  of  him ; [der, 

For,  if  you  mark  their  marches,  they  are  ten* 
Soft,  soft,  and  tender ; then  but  observe  tlicur 
bodies,  fgeon, 

And  you  shall  find  them  cemented  by  a sur- 
Or  some  physician,  for  a year  or  two, 

And  then  to  th’  tub  again,  for  a new  pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Citizens  nt  opposite  doors , saluting 
ajar  off. 

Duke.  What  are  these? 

Stand  close  and  mark. 

Bouts.  These  are  no  men  ; they’re  motion*. 
Duke.  What  sadaud  ruthful  faces! 
Boats.  How  they  duck  ! 

This  senseless,  silent  courtesy,  mcthinks, 


Muster.  The  next  fair  open  weather 
Mrthinks  this  Jim, 

Jf  he  were  truly  known  to  founder'd  courtiers, 

And  decay'd  ladies , that  have  lost  their  jleccrs 

On  every  hush,  he  might  pick  a pretty  Ibnng.]  The  transposition  of  the  words, 
•The  next  fair  open  weather,’  has  confounded  the  sense  of  this  passage  in  ail  the  editions, 
— Sympson  puts  a period  at  weather. 
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Shews  like  two  Turks  saluting  one  another, 
Upon  two  French  porters’  backs. 

Duke.  They  are  my  countrymen,  [rant. 
Ami  tins  some  forc’d  infliction  from  the  tv- 
What  are  you?  why  is  this?  why  move  thus 
silent, 

As  if  you  were  wand  ring  shadows?  why  so  sad? 
Your  tongues  seal’d  up?  Are  ye  of  several 
countries, 

You  understand  not  one  another? 

Gun.  That's  an  Englishman  ; 
lit:  looks  ns  tho*  h*  had  lost  his  dog. 

Duke.  Your  habits 

Shew  yc  all  Neapolitans;  and  your  faces 
Deliver  you  oppressed  tilings : Speak  boldly  ! 
Do  you  groan  and  labour  under  this  stiff yoke? 
Muster.  They  shake  their  heads  and  weep. 
Duke.  Oh,  misery ! 

Give  plenteous  sorrows  and  no  tongues  to 
shew  ’em  ? 

This  is  a studied  cruelty. 

1 Cit.  Begone,  sir,  [self. 

(It  seems  you  arc  a stranger)  and  save  your- 

2 Cit.  You  wonder  here  at  us;  as  much 
we  wonder 

To  hear  you  sjieak  so  openly  and  boldly, 

The  king’s  command  being  publish’d  to  the 
contrary : 

Tis  death  here,  above  two  to  talk  together; 
And  that  must  be  but  common  salutation 
neither, 

Short,  and  so  part. 

Bwtt.  How  should  a man  buy  mustard, 

If  he  be  forc’d  to  stay  the  making  of  it? 

S-tUl.  \ nut hin. \ Clear  all  the  streets  before 
the  king ! 

1 CU.  Get  off,  sir, 

And  shift  as  we  must  do.  [.Ehcitnl  Citizens. 
Duke.  I’ll  see  bis  glory.  [ Flourish. 

Master.  Stand  fust  now,  and  like  men. 

| Colours. 

Enter  Custmccio  (as  King,  with  a Guard ) 
end  Vitho. 

Cast.  Begin  the  game , sir. 

Ami  pluck  me  down  the  row  of  houses  there! 
They  hide  the  view  o'th’  hill ! and  sink  those 
"I  heir  ships  arc  foul,  ami  stink,  [merchants ; 
Master.  This  is  a sweet  youth  ! 

Cast.  All  that  are  taken  in  assemblies, 
Their  hou«es,  and  their  wives,  their  wealths, 
are  forfeit, 

Their  lives  ut  your  devotion.  Villains,  knaves, 
I’ll  make  you  bow  and  shake ! I’ll  make  you 
kneel,  rogues!— 

IIow  brave  ’tis  to  be  a king ! 

Gun.  Here’s  fine  tumbling! 

Cast.  No  man  sliall  sit  i’  tb*  temple  near 
another. 

Boats.  Nor  lie  with  fits  own  wife. 

Cast.  Ad,  upon  pain 
Of  present  death,  forget  to  write. ! 


Boats.  That’s  excellent ; 

Carriers  and  footposts  wiii  he  arrant  rebels. 
Cast.  No  character,  or  stamp,  that  may 
deliver 

This  man’s  intention  to  that  man  i’th’countrv. 
Gun.  N«v*  an  you  cut  off,  * Afteriny  hearty 
commendations. 


‘ Your  friend  and  Oliver,’  no  more  ! 

'Cast.  No  man  smile,  foing, 

And  wear  afaceof  mirth!  That  fellow’s  ctm- 
And  hides  a double  heart;  he's  your  prize; 
smoke  him. 


Enter  Virolet , Ronvere,  Ascanio,  and  Mart ta9 
pussing  aver. 

Duke.  What  base  abuse  is  this?— Ila!  ’tis 
her  face  sure. 

Mv  prisoners  withhertoo? — Bylleav’n,  vile 
Now  is  my  time  ! [whore  ", 

Master.  Do  what  you  will. 

Duke.  Stay,  hold  yet! 

My  country  shell  be  serv'd  first ; let  her  go ! 
We’ll  have  an  hour  for  her,  to  make  her  trem- 
ble. 

Now  slu  w ourselves,  and  bless  you  with  your 
valours.  „ 

Guard.  Here’s  a whole  plump  of  rogues. 
Duke.  Now  for  your  country ! 

[ Exeunt  Virolet , A c. 
Cost.  Away  with  ’em,  and  hang  ’em  ! know 
I sav  no  mercy ! [no  mercy, 

Duke.  Be  it  so  ; upon  ’em  ! 

Guard.  Treason,  ‘ reason,  treason  ! 

Bouts.  Cut  the  slaves  to  giggcts ! 

Gun.  Down  with  the  bullhccfs! 

Duke.  Hold,  hold,  I command  you  ! God*, 
look  litre ! 

Cast.  A miserable  thing;  lam  no  king.  sir. 
Dw/re.' Sirrah,  your  fools  face  luis  preaerv ’d 
your  life. 

Wear  no  more  king’s  coats ; you  have  scap'd  a 
Boats.  Is’t  not  the  king?  [scouring. 

Duke.  No,  ’tis  a prating  rascal. 

The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Cast.  Yes,  sir,  1 ain 
A puppy. 

Boats.  I beseech  you  let  me  hang  him; 

I’ll  do’t  in  my  belt  straight. 

Cast.  As  you’re  honourable  ! 

It  is  enough,  you  may  hang  ine. 

Gun.  I li  hang  a squib  at  hia  tail  [rard. 
That  shut!  blow  both  his  buttocks,  like  a pe- 
Cust.  Do  any  thing;  but  do  not  kill  me, 
gentlemen. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Boats  Let’s  flea  hint, 

And  have  him  fly-blown ! 

Cit.  Away,  ami  save  your  lives! 

The  king  himself  is  coining  on:  If  you  stay. 
You’re  lost  for  ever!  Let  not  so  much  noble- 
Wilfully  perish.  [ness 


*>  Wild  whore.']  I have  n small  suspicion  here  that  tilde  is  the  true  reading,  hut  I have  not 
ventured  to  di'.turb  the  text.  Syupson, 
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Thike.  How  near? 
a C -it.  He's  here  behind  you. 

Duke.  We  thank  you.  Vanish!  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ferrattd  and  Ronvere.  Flourish 
cornets. 

Fer.  Double  the  guards,  and  take  in  men 
that  dare ! 

These  slaves  are  frighted.  Where  are  the 
proud  rebels  ? [’em  ? 

To  what  protection  fled?  What  villain  leads 
Under  our  nose  disturb  our  rest? 

Ronv.  We  shall  bear;  [tors 

For  such  a search  I’ve  sent,  to  hunt  the  trai- 
ler. Vet  better  men,  I say  ! We  stand  too 
open.  [glory  ? 

IIow  now,  Cnstruccio?  I low  d’  you  like  our 
Cast  I must  confess,  'twas  somewhat  more 
than  my  match,  sir. 

This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  mv  body; 
But  if  it  were  l’th’  castle,  or  some  strength, 

Where  I might  have  tny  swinge* 

Vil.  You  have  been  swing’d,  brother; 

How  these  delights  have  tickled  you!  You 
itch  yet. 

Will  you  walk  out  again  in  pomp  ? 

Cast.  Good  fool ! 

Vil.  These  rogues  must  be  rebuk’d,  they 
arc  too  saucy,  [sir, 

These  peremptory  knaves.  Will  you  walk  out, 
And  take  the  remnant  of  your  coronation  ? 
The  people  stay  to  see  it. 

Fer.  Do  not  vex  him  ; 

II’  has  grief  enough  in’s  bones.  You  shall  to 
tlf  citadel. 

And  like  myself  command;  There  use  your 
But  take  heed  to  vour  person.  [pleasure; 

Vil.  The  more  danger, 

Still  the  more  honour,  brother. 

Cast.  If  I reign  not  then,  [fool, 

And  like  a king — And  thou  shalt  know  it, 
And  thou  shall  feel  it,  fool. 

Vil.  Fools  still  are  free  men  ; 

I’ll  sue  for  a protection,  ’till  thy  reign's  out. 

Fer.  The  people  have  abus’d  the  liberty 
I late  allow’d  ; 1 now  proclaim  it  straiten 
No  men  shall  walk  together,  nor  salute; 

For  they  that  do  shall  die. 

Ronv.  You  hit  the  right*',  sir; 

That  liberty  cut  off,  you’re  free  from  practice. 
Fer.  Renew  my  guards. 
llonv.  I shall. 

Fer.  And  keep  strict  watches. 

One  hour  of  joy  I ask  ! 

Ronv.  You  shall  have  many. 

[£.riujif.  Flourish  cornets. 

Enter  Pandnfpho  and  Juliana , led  bit  tu  o of 
the  Guards , us  not  J/ctJnlfy  recovered. 

1 Guard.  You're  now  at  liberty,  in  your 
own  house,  lady. 

And  here  our  charge  lakes  end. 


Pand.  Tis  now  a custom, 

We  must  e’en  wooe  those  men  deserve  worst 
of  us;  [drink! 

And  so  we  thank  your  labours;  there’s  to 
For  that  and  mischief  are  your  occupations, 
And  to  mean  well  to  no  inau  your  chief ’»t 
harvests. 

2 Guard.  Yon  give  liberally;  we  hope, 
sir,  cre’t  he  long. 

To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  bounty; 
And  so  we  leave  you. 

Pand.  Do,  for  I dote  not  on  ye. 

Jul.  But  where's  my  husband  ? What  should 
I do  here,  [ty, 

Or  what  share  have  I in  this  joy  call’d  Liber- 
Without  his  company?  Why  did  you  flatter 
me,  [nour’d? 

And  teh  me  lie  was  return’d,  his  service  ho- 

J Guard.  He  is  so,  and  stands  high  in  the 
king's  favour, 

His  friends  redeem’d,  and  his  own  liberty. 
From  which  yours  is  deriv’d,  conlirin’d;  liii 
service 

To  his  own  wish  rewarded  : So  farewell,  lady! 

[Exeunt  Guard. 

Pand.  Go  persecute  the  good,  and  hunt, 
ye  hell-hounds, 

Ye  leeches  of  the  time,  suck  'till  ye  burst, 
slaves ! 

How  does  my  girl  ? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort. 

Pond.  Sit  down,  and  take  some  rest. 

Jut.  My  heart’s  whole,  father; 

That  joys  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Virolct, 

My  dear,  my  life,  has  conquer’d  his  afflictions, 

Pand.  Those  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody 
will  that  did  this. 

That  durst  upon  thy  tender  body  print 
These  i haracters  of  cruelty,  hear  me,  Hea- 
ven ! 

Jul.  Oh,  sir,  be  sparing. 

Pand.  I’ll  speak  it,  tho’  I burst; 

And  tho’  the  air  had  ears,  and  serv’d  die 
tyrant,  [justice! 

Out  it  should  go.  Oh,  hear  inc,  thou  great 
The  miseries  that  wait  upon  their  mischiefs, 
Let  them  he  numberless!  and  no  eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  souls  are  louden,  and  in 
labour, 

And  wounded  thro*  and  thro’  with  guilt  and 
horror,  [em ! 

As  mine  is  now  with  grief!  let  men  laugh  at 
Then,  when  their  monstrous  sins,  like  earth- 
quakes, shake  ’em, 

And  those  eyes,  that  forgot  Hcav’n,  would 
look  upward, 

(The  bloody  Inrums  of  the  conscience  heating) 
I.et  Mercy  flv,  and  day,  struck  into  darkness. 
Leave  their  blind  souls,  to  hunt  out  their  own 
honors ! 

Jul.  Enough,  enough!  we  must  forget, 
dear  father; 


*•  You  hit  the  right,  sir.]  Hie  most  usual  expression  is  white,  but  I have  been  unwilling  to 
make  any  alteration,  St/mpson. 
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For  then  we’re  glbrions  forrosof  Heaven**, 
and  live, 

When  we  can  suffer,  and  as  soon  forgive.— 
But  where's  my  lord?  Me  thinks  I’ve  seen 
this  house, 

And  have  been  in’t  before. 

Fund.  Thine  own  bouse,  jewel. 

JuL  Mine,  without  him ; or  his,  without 
my  company, 

1 think  it  cannot  be ; i t was  not  wont,  father. 
Pond.  Some  business  with  the  king  (let  it 
be  good,  Heav’n !) 

Bunins  hiui  sure. 

Enter  Bo'/. 

. Jut.  It  must  be  good  and  noble; 

For  all  men,  that  he  treats  with,  taste  of 
virtue : [nour’s, 

His  words  and  actions  are  his  own,  and  IIo- 
Nut  bought,  nor  compeli’d  from  him. 

Fand  IIeie’5  the  Boy; 

He  can  confirm  us  more.  How  sad  the  child 
looks ! [master? 

Come  hither,  Lucio ; how,-  and  where’s  thy 
Jul.  Spctik,  gentle  Boy. 

Fund.  Is  lie  return’d  in  safety?  [rable, 
Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  know'st  is  misc- 
Our  hopes  und  happiness  declin’d  for  ever, 
Study  a sorrow  excellent  us  thy  master. 

Then  if  thou  canst  live,  leave  us. 

Boy.  Noble  madam. 

My  lord  is  safe  return’d ; safe  to  bis  friends, 
and  fortune, 

Safe  to  his  country;  entertain’d  with  honour;  ■ 
Is  here  within  the  house. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me ! [mind. 

Buy.  But  such  a melancholy  bangs  on’s 
And  111  his  eyes  inhabit  such  sad  shadows! 

But  what  the  cause  is 

Fund.  Go  tell  him  we  are  here,  Boy; 

The  re  must  be  no  Cart  sc  now, 

Jul.  Hast  thou  forgot  me? 

Boy.  No,  noblest  hidy.  t 

, Jul.  'Jell  hint  1 am  here;  [him, 

T*  II  him  his  wife  is  here;  sound  my  name  to 
And  thou  shalt  see  him  start:  speak  Juliana , 
And,  like  the  sun  lh.it  labours  thro’  a tem- 
pest. 

How  suddenly  he  will  disperse  his  sadness! 

Fund.  Go,  1 comma ud  thee,  instantly  ; 

And  charge  him  mi  his  duty  — — 

Jul.  On  his  love,  Boy. 

I’d  faiu  go  to  him. 

Fand.  Away,  away;  youVe  foolish. 


Jul.  Bear  all  my  service,  sweet  Boy 

Fand.  Art  thou  here  still  ? 

Jul.  And  tell  him  what  thou  wilt  that  shall 
become  thee.  [ Exit  Boy. 

Fund.  I*  th’  house,  and  know  we’re  here  i 
Jul.  No,  ho,  he  did  not ; 

I warrant  you  he  did  not:  Could  you  think 
His  love  had  less  than  wings,  (liad  lie  but 
seen  me) 

His  strong  affection  any  thing  but  fire, 
Consuming  all  weak  lets  ami  rubs  before  it. 
Till  he  had  met  iny  flame,  and  made  one 
body  ? 

If  ever  Heaven’s  high  blissing*  met  in  one 
And  there  erected  to  their  holy  uses  [man, 
A sacred  mind  fit  for  their  services. 

Built  all  of  polish’d  honour,  ’twas  in  this  mail: 
Misdoubt  him  not. 

Fand.  I know  he’s  truly  noble ; 

But  why  this  sadness,  when  the  general  caust 
It  eon  ires  a jubilee  of  joy  ? 

Jul.  I know  not. 


Enter  Virolet  and  Boy.  , 

Pand.  ’Prtfy  Heav’n  you  find  it  not! 

Jul.  I hope  I shall  not. 

Oh,  here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  hap- 
piness!—  [ncrly; 

He  stays  and  thinks;  we  may  betoouuman- 
'Fray  give  him  leave.  [ They  stand  off% 

Fand.  1 do  not  like  this  sadness. 

Vir.  Oh,  hard  condition  of  iny  misery  ! 
Unheard-of  plagues!  tfhen  to  behold  that 
woinft’n, 

That  chaste  and  virtuous  woman,  that  pre- 
serv’d me. 

That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  my  afflictions, 
Must  be  more  terrible  than  nil  iny  dangers! 
Oh,  Fortune,  thou  hast  robb’d  me  of  my 
making, 

The  noble  building  of  a man  demolish’d, 

And  flung  me  headlong  on  a sin  so  base 
Man  and  mankind  contemn;  e’en  beasts 
abhor  it; 

A sin  mure  dull  than  drink,  a shame  bevond 
it;  , " [it, 

So  foul,  and  far  from  faith,  I dare  not  name 
But  it  w ill  cry  itself  out  loud,  Ingratitude. 
Your  blessing,  sit ! 

Fand.  You  have  if  in  abundance; 

So  i>  our  joy  to  see  you  safe. 

Vir.  My  dear  one! 

Jul.  IF  has  not  forgot  me  yet : Oil,  take 
me  to  you,  sir! 


41  Fair  then  1 rc’re  glorious  forms  of  Hearn ; und  live.]  If  we  arc  glorious  forms  of  Heaven, 
then  we  live  such  to  be  sure  ; though  by  live  here  joined  to  ere  one  would  imagine  the  Poets 
designed  to  affix  different  senses  to  these  two  verses,  and  lie  understood  thus,  — we  must 
forget,  for  then  we  not  only  arc,  but  continue  or  remain  to  be,  * glorious  forms  of  Heaven 
alien,*  &c.  Yet  1 suspect  (and  Mr.  Seward  too)  that  the  line  might  be  wrote  originally  thus: 
* For  then  uc  glorious  forms  of  Heav’n  live;* 

life  here  answering  to  flic  Latin  vav,  which  oftentimes  is  no  more  than  sum.  Sympson. 

The  proposed  line  is  n vile  one.  Lire  in  the  text  is  used  emphatically,  and  the  meaning  of 
this  line  and  the  next  is,  * We  then  truly  enjoy  life,  when  we  pardon  injuries,  as  lleavcn 
* forgives  our  iniquities.’ 

vot.  a.  3 z 


Digitized  by  Google 


638  THE  DOUBLE 

J'ir.  Must  this  be  added  to  encreasc  my 
misery,  [goodness? 

Tlmt  she  must  weep  for  jov,  and  lose  that 
My  Jtiliauu,  e'en  the  best  of  wotneo, 

Ol  wives  the  pcrfectcst ! Let  me  speak  this, 
And  with  a modesty  declare  thy  virtues, 
Chaster  than  crystal  on  the  Scythian  clifts’3, 
The  more  the  pioud  winds  court,  the  more 
the  purer. 

Sweeter  in  thy  obedience  than  a sacrifice ; 
And  in  thy  mind  a saint,  that  even  yet  living, 
Producest  miracles  ; and -women  daily, 

With  crooked  and  lame  souls  creep  to  thy 
goodness,  [ample*. 

Which  having  touch'd  at,  they  become  ex- 
The  fortitude  of  all  their  sex  is  fable*4, 
Compar'd  to  thiuc ; and  they  that  fill’d  up  glo- 
And  admiration,  in  the  age  behind  us,  [ry, 
Out  of  their  celebrated  urns  are  started, 

To  stare  upon  the  greatness  of  thy  spirit ; 
Wond'ring  what  new  martyr  Heaven  lias 
begot,  [stories : 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  case  their 
Being  all  these,  and  excellent  ill  beauty, 

(For  noble  tilings  dwell  in  the  noblest  build- 

_ inS») 

Thou  hast  undone  thy  husband,  made  him 
A miserable  man,  my  Juliana,  [wretched  ; 
Th'  hast  made  thy  Virolct. 

Jul.  Now  goodness  keep  me  ! 

Oh,  uiy  dear  lord [ing? 

Pand . She  w roug  you  ? what’s  die  menu- 
Weep  not,  but  speak,  I charge  you  on  obe- 
dience ; 

Your  father  charges  you  ! She  make  you  mi- 

That  you  yourself  con  less [scrable? 

Vir.  I do,  that  kills  me  ; 

And  far  Jess  I have  spoke  her  than  her  merit. 
Jul.  It  is  some  siu  of  weakness,  or  of  ig- 

Tor  sure  my  w ill [ norance ; 

Vir.  No,  ’tis  a sin  of  excellence. 

Forgive  me,  ileav'n,  tlmt  1 profane  thy  bless- 
ings ! 

Sit  still,  FI!  shew  you  all.  [ierd. 

Fund.  What  ineaii9  this  madness  ? 

(For  sure  there,  is  no  taste  of  right  man  in  it.)' 
Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  preservation  ? 

Or  bps  the  greatness  ef  the  deed  he  has  done 
Made  him  forget  for  whom,  and  how,  he  did 
it,  [fit  ? 

And  looking  down  upon  us,  scorn  the  bene- 
Well,  Virolct,  if  thou  best  proud,  or  trea- 
cherous— 


MARRIAGE.  [Act  5. 

Jul.  He  cannot,  sir,  he  cannot;  he  will 
shew  us, 

And  with  tiiut  reason  ground  his  words 

Enter  Virolct , Martin,  Itonverc,  and  Luu  i/cr. 
Pand.  He  comes. — 

What  masque  is  this?  what  admirable  beauty? 
'Pray  Ileav'n  his  heart  be  true! 

Jul.  A goodly  woman  ! 

Vir.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  and  tell  me  with- 
out flattery; 

As  you  are  nobly  honest,  speak  the  truth! 
What  think  you  of  this  lady? 

Jul.  She's  most  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  beauty,  tell  me,  (it's  a 
sweet  one) 

Without  more  setti  ug-off,  as  now  it  is. 
Thanking  no  greater  mistress  than  mere  Na- 
S tagger  a constant  heart?  [lure, 

Pond.  She’s  full  of  wonder! 

But  vet,  yet,  Virolet 

Vir.  ’Pmy  by  your  leave,  sir! 

Jul.  She  would  amaze 

Vir.  Oh,  would  she  so?  I thank  you. 

Say,  to  this  beauty  she  have  all  uddilious, 

Wealth,  noble  birth 

Pand.  Oil,  hold  there  ! 

Vir.  All  virtues, 

A mind  us  full  of  candor  as  the  truth  is, 

Ay,  and  a loving  lady 

Jul.  She  must  needs  [much. 

(I’m  bound  in  conscience  to  confess)  dcscrv«r 
Vir.  Nay,  say  beyond  all  these,  she  be  so 
pious, 

That  t’en  on  slaves  condemn'd  she  shower 
her  benefits, 

And  melt  iheir  stubborn  bolts  with  her  soft 
What  think  you  theu  ? [pity  ; 

Pund.  For  such  a noble  office, 

At  these  years  1 should  dote  myself.  Take 
heed,  boy ! 

Jul.  If  you  be  he  that  have  receiv’d  these 
blessings. 

And  this  the  lady,  love  her,  honour  her ! 
You  cannot  do  too  much  to  shew  your  grati- 
tude ; * j dvr. 

Your  greatest  service  will  shew  off  too  slcu- 
Vir.  This  is  the  lady,  lady  of  that  bounty, 
That  wealth,  that  noble  name,  that  all,  l* 
spoke  of ; 

The  prince  Ascanio,  and  myself,  the  slaves 
Redeem’d,  brought  home,  suli  guarded  by 
her  goodness; 


*3  Chaster  than  crystal , &c.j  Shakespeare  has  a passage  similar  to  this:  speaking  Cf  Vale- 
ria in  CorioJanus,  act  v.  scene  3,  he  says, 

‘ The  noble  sister  of  Poplicola, 

* The  moon  of  Rome  ; chaste  us  the  isicle,  « 

* That's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow  , 

‘ And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple.'  Jl. 

54  It  fiible.]  Tbouph  a slight  corruption  has  quite  changed  the  vvurd,  yet  as  it  has  left  some 
sense  remaining,  it  has  escaped  the  observation  of  former  editors;  but  feeble  being  in  pro- 
per antithesis  lo  fortitude,  is  undoubtedly  the  true  reading.  Siuard. 

Not  50  undoubtedly.  4 To  lid  the  time?  with  truth,'  a few  lines  lower,  seems  to  confirm 
Julie  here. 
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Aft  3] 

And  of  our  liberties  you  taste  the  sweetness. 
E’en  you  slie  bus  preserv’d  too,  lengthened 
your  lives. 

Jul.  And  what  reward  d’  you  purpose?  It 
must  he  a main  one. 

If  love  will  do’t,  iwTI  all  so  love  her,  serve 

Fir.  It  must  be  my  love.  [her 

Jut.  Hu ! 

Fir.  Mine,  my  only  love, 

My  everlasting  love. 

1*0  nd.  I low* 

Vtr.  ’Fray,  have  patience  ! [dor’d, 

The  recompense  she  ask’d,  and  I have  ren- 
Was  to  become  her  husband.  Then  I vow’d  it, 
And  since  I’ve  made  it  good. 

Pond.  Thou  durst  not! 

Yir.  Done,  sir. 

Jul.  Be  what  you  please,  this  happiness  yet 
stays  with  me**, 

You  have  been  mine.  Oh,  ror  unhappy  for- 
Pand.  Nay,  break  and  die!  [tune! 

Jut.  it  cannot  yet:  I must  live. 

Till  I see  tins  man  blest  in  his  new  love; 

And  then—  — 

Pand.  What  hast  thou  done?  thou  base 
one,  tell  me ! 

Thou  barren  thing  of  honesty,  and  honour. 
What  hast  thou  wrought?  Is  not  this  she, 
(look  on  her, 

Look  on  l»er  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude, 

And  wipe  thy  false  tears  off)  is  not  tins  she, 
That  three  times  on  the  ruck,  to  gu;ird  thy 
safety, 

When  thou  stood’st  lost,  and  naked  to  the 
tyrant ; 

Thy  aged  father  here,  that  shames  to  know 
the  c, 

Engag’d  i’  th’  jaws  of  danger;  was  not  this  she, 
That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture, 
That  tender  body,  that  the  wind  sings  thro’? 
And  throe  times,  when  her  sinews,  crack’d 
and  tortur’d, 

The  beauties  of  her  body  turn’d  to  ruins, 
Even  then,  within  her  patient  heart  she  lock’d 
thee, 

Then  hid  thee  from  the  tyrant,  then  preserv’d 

And  canst  thou  he  that  slave [thee: 

Mart.  This  was  but  duty; 

She  did  it  for  her  husband,  and  she  ought  it*6; 
Sir  has  hud  the  pleasure  of  him  many  an  hour; 
And  if  one  minute’s  pain  cannot  he  suffer'd — 
Aline  was  above  all  these,  a nobler  venture  ! 
(J  speak  it  boldly)  for  i lost  a father, 

She  has  one  still*7;  1 left  my  friends,  sh*  has 
many ; 

Ex;  os’d  my  life  and  honour  to  a cruelty, 

That  if  it  had  seiz'd  on  me — racks,  and  tor- 
tures ? 

Alas,  they’re  triumphs  to’t ! and  had  it  hit. 


For  this  mnn’s  love,  it  should  have  shelv'd  a 
triumph.  [him. 

Twice  lost,  I freed  him  ; Rossana  lost  before 
His  fortunes  with  him,  and  his  friends  be- 
hind him; 

Twice  was  1 rack’d  myself  for  hi*  deliverance, 
In  honour  firstand  name,  which  wusa  torture 
The  hangman  never  heard  of ; next  at  sea. 

In  our  escape,  where  the  proud  waves  took 
pleasure 

To  toss  my  little  boat  up  like  a bubble, 

Then  like  a meteor  in  the  air  lie  hung. 

Then  ca tch’d  and  dung  him  in  the  depth  of 
darkness; 

The  canuon  from  ray  incensed  father’s  ship 
Kinging  our  knell,  aud  sail  as  we  peep’d  up- 
ward 

Beating  the  raging  surge,  with  fire  and  bullet, 
And  1 stood  fix’d  for  this  man’s  sake,  and 
scorn’d  it: 

Compare  but  this ! 

Yir.  Tis  too  true.  On,  my  fortune  ! 

That  1 must  equally  be  bound  to  either ! 

Jul.  You  have  the  better,  and  the  nobler 
lady ; 

And  now'  I’m  forc'd  a lover  of  her  goodnscs  : 
And  so  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliver- 
ance, 

That  is  my  lord,  so  lovingly  and  noblv, 

That  now  methinks  l stagger  in  my  title. 

But  how  with  honesty,  (for  I’m  poor,  lady. 

In  all  my  duteous  service  hut  your  shadow, 
Yet  would  be  just)  how  with  fair  fume  aud 
credit, 

T may  go  off?  I would  not  be  a strumpet 

Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  know 

Yir.  Oh,  Troth,  thou  knowest  too  ! 

Jul.  Nor  have  the  world  suspect  I fell  to 
mischief. 

Imw.  Take  you  no  care  for  that;  la-re’s 
that  has  done  it ; 

A fair  divorce  ! ’tis  honest  too. 

Pand.  The  devil ! 

Honest?  to  put  her  off? 

Ijno.  Most  honest,  sir; 

And  in  this  point  most  strong. 

Pand.  The  cause,  the  cause,  sir? 

Law.  A just  cause  too 

Pand.  As  any  is  in  Hell,  Lawyer!  - 
Law.  For  barrenness;  she  never  brought 
him  children. 

Pund.  Why  art  not  thou  divorc'd?  thou 
canst  not  get  'em ; 

Thy  neighbours,  thy  rank  neighbours — Oh, 
base  juggling  ! 

Ts  she  not  young  ? 

Jul.  Women  at  iny  years,  sir. 

Have  met  that  blessing ; 'tis  in  Hcuv’n’s  high 
Law.  You  never  can  have  any.  [power — 


*s his  huppine**,  &c.]  Tlie  omission  of  a single  letter  has  mude  nonsense  of  this  in 

all  the  former  editioiis.  Seward. 

**  Ought  if.]  Ought  seems  to  be  used  here  ns  the  perfect  tense  of  ou  t. 

*7  He  has  one  still — he  has  maw*/.]  Martin  is  pleading  that  her  merits  arc  superior  to  those 
of  Juliana;  it  wit*  therefore  a ^ross  mistake  to  let  he  stand  in  this  line.  Seward. 
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Pand.  Why,  quick  Lawyer? 

AIv  philosophical  Lawyer? 

Law.  The  rack  has  spoil’d  her; 

Jhe  distentions  of  those  parts  hath  stopp’d 
all  fruitfulness. 

Pand.  Oh,  I could  curse ! 

Jut.  And  am  I grown  so  miserable,  [ed? 
That  mine  own  piety  * must  make  me  wpctch- 
No  cause  against  me,  bu£  my  love  and  duty? 
Farewell  sir ! Like  Obedience,  thus  I leave 
you  b [sir; 

My  long  farewell ! — I do  not  grudge;  I grieve, 
And  if  that  be  offensive,  1 can  die  ; [him: 
And  then  you’re  fairly  free. — Good  lady,  love 
You  have  a noble  and  an  honest  gentleman ; 
I ever  found  him  so,  the  world  has  spoke  him, 
And  let  it  be  your  part  still  to  deserve  him  ! 
Love  him  no  less  than  1 have  done,  and  serve 
him,  [n>y  ashes. 

And  Heav’n  shall  bless  you:  You  shall  bless 
I give  you  up  the  house,  the  name  of  Wife, 
Jlonour,  and  all  respect  I borrow’d  from  him, 
And  to  my  grave  I turn.  One  farewell  more  ! 
Nothing  divide 'your  loves,  not  want  of  chil- 
dren, [fruitful! 

Which  I shall  pray  against,  and  make  you 
Grow  like  two  equal  flarof* ! rise  high  and 
glorious, 

And  in  your  honour'd  age  burn  out  together ! 
To  all  I know,  farewell ! 

Ronv.  Be  not  so  griev’d,  lady ! 

A nobler  fortune 

Jul.  Away,  thou  parasite  ! [greatness ! 

Disturb  not  ray  sad  thoughts.  I hate  thy 
Ronv.  I hate  not  you.  I'm  glad  she’s  oiT 
these  hinges. 

Come,  let’s  pursue.  [Exe.  Ronv  and  Law. 

Pand.  If  I had  breath  to  curse  thee, 
pr  could  my  great  heart  utter — Farewell, 
villain ! 

Thy  house  nor  face  again [Exit. 

Mart.  Let  ’em  all  go; 

And  now  let  us  rejoice.  Now  freely  take  me, 
And  now  embrace  ine,  Virolet!  give  the  rites 
Of  a brave  husband  to  bis  love. 


Vir.  I’ll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mart.  How!  take  vour  leave  too? 

Vir.  The  house  is  furnish’d  for  you; 

You're  mistress,  may  command. 

Murt.  Will  you  to  bed,  sir? 

Vir.  As  soou  to  Hell;  to  any  thing  I hate 
roost! 

You  must  excuse  me ! I have  kept  my  word ; 
You  me  my  wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune, 
W hich  1 have  done  to  recompense  yourbounty : 
But  to  yield  up  those  chaste  delights  and  plea- 
sures, 

Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  first  vow’s — — 
Mart.  You  jest!  [those 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  so. — To  give  you  * 
I have  divorc’d,  and  lost  with  Juliana, 

And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

j\fart.  Arc  you  a husband  ? [flames, 
Vir.  To  question  hers19,  and  satisfy  your 
That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty, 
Good  Heav’n  forgive?  No,  no,  the  strict  for- 
bearance 

Of  all  those  joys  like  a full  sacrifice, 
i offer  to  the  sufferings  of  my  first  love. 
Honour,  and  wealth,  attendance,  state,  all 
duty, 

Shall  wait  upon  vour  will,  to  make  yon  happy; 
But  mv  afflicted  mind,  (you  must  give  leave, 
My  weary  trunk  must  wander.  [lady) 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me? 

Go  from  me  too? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  1 leave  you : 

And,  howsoe’er  I fare,  live  you  still  happy! 

[Arit, 

Mart.  Since  I am  scorn'd,  I'll  hatctlice, 
scorn  thy  gifts  too, 

Thou  miserable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pity ! 

Arid  such  a rude,  demolish’d  tiling,  i’ll  leave 
thee,  [now, 

In  my  revenge — For,  foolish  love,  farewell 
And  anger,  and  the  spite  of  woman,  euter! 
That  all  the  world  shall  say,  that  read  this 
story, 

My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  gforv ! 

[Exit 


78  Mine  own  pity.]  Corrected  in  IT 50. 

To  question  Kertt  and  satisfy  your  flames, 

_ That  held  an  equal  beauty , equal  bounty , 

Good  Heaven , forgive,  j If  the  reader  can  affix  any  clear  idea  to  the  old  text,  he  will  do 
more  than  I can.  The  sense  required  seems  to  be  an  exclamation  at  the  thought  of  quitting 
nis  former  wife’s  chaste  embraces  to  satisfy  Mania’s  flames.  As  her  supposed  barrenness 
was  the  cause  alleged,  my  conjecture  makes  good  sense,  and  keeps  very  dose  to  the  trace 
of  die  letters, 

* To  jest  on  hers,  and  satisfy  your  flames.'  Seward . 

Any  persou  who  considers  the  text  fully,  will,* we  believe,  think  that  the  old  reading,  con- 
cluded with  a point  of  interrogation,  is  right:  ‘ Cun  Heaven  forgive  my  rejecting  her  love, 
‘ and  satisfying  yours?  No,  no,’ Ac. 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Duke , Boatswain,  Master  Sc  Gunner, 
puke,  jLI  E that  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let 
him  leave  me  ! [conquest. 
The  stops  that  we  have  met  with  crown  our 
Common  attempts  arc  fit  for  common  men ; 
The  rate,  the  rarest  spirits.  Can  we  be 
daunted? 

We  that  have  smil’d  at  sea  at  certain  ruins, 
Which  men  on  shore,  but  huzurded,  would 
shake  at  ? 

We  that  have  liv’d  free,  in  despite  of  Fortune, 
Laugh'd  at  the  out-stretch’d  urm  of  Tyranny, 
As  still  too  sliort  to  reach  us,  shall  we  faint 
now?  [per, 

No,  my  brave  mates,  I knot*  vour  fiery  tem- 
And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men. 
Calamity,  that  severs  worldly  friendships, 
Could  ne’er  divide  us ; you  are  still  the  same, 
The  constant  followers  of  iny  banish’d  for- 
tunes, ' 

The  instruments  of  my  revenge,  the  hands 
Jiy  which  I work,  nnd  fashion  all  my  projects. 
Master.  And  such  we  will  be  ever. 

Gun.  /Slight,  sir,  cram  me 
Into  a cannon’s  mouth,  antj  shoot  me  at 
Proud  Ferrand’s  head;  may  only  befall  with 
My  life  I rate  at  nothing.  [me, 

Bwits.  Could  i but  get 
Within  my  sword’s  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  ’scape  me*  may  th*  account  of  all  his  sins 
fie  added  unto  mine! 

^faster.  rfis  not  to  diev  sir. 

But  to  dio  unreveng’d,  that  staggers  me : 

For  were  vour  ends  serv'd,  and  our  country 
Wc  would  fall  willing  sacrifices.  [free, 
Duke.  To  rise  up 
Most  glorious  martyrs. 

Rusts.  Hut  the  reason  why. 

We  wear  these  shapes  ? 

Duke.  Only  to  get  access.  [him. 

Tike  honest  men,  we  never  shall  approach 
Such'  arc  his  fears;  but  thus  attir’d  like 
■s  Switzers, 

And  fashioning  our  language  to  our  habits, 
(Bold,  bioQdy,desp’rate)  wc  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.  But  if  this  tail.  I’ll  try 
A thousand  others,  out-do  Proteus 
In  various  shapes,  but  I will  reach  his  heart, 
And  seal  my  anger  on’t. 

Enter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard, 
Master.  The  lord  Ronvere ! 

Boats.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

Duke.  He  is  not  ripe  yet. 

Nor  fit  to  fall : As  you  see  me  begin, 

With  all  care  imitate. 


Gun.  We  are  instructed. 

Boats.  ’Would  we  were  at  it  once ! 

Ronv.  Keep  a strict  watch,  [niglit 

And  let  the  guards  he  doubled : This  last 

The  king  had  fearful  dreams. 

Duke.  Tis  a good  omen 
To  our  attempts. 

Ronv.  What  men  arc  these?  What  seek  you? 
Duke.  Employment. 

Ronv.  Of  wiiut  nature? 

Duke.  \\  c are  soldiers: 

We  have  seen  towns  and  cliurchessct  on  fire, 
The  kennels  running  blood,  coy  virgin*  ra- 
vish’d, 

The  altars  ransack’d,  nnd  the  holy  relicks. 
Yea,  and  the  saints  themselves,  made  lawful 
spoils  [are  past. 

Unto  the  conquerors;  hut  these  good  days 
And  we  made  beggars  by  tins  idle  peace, 

I*or  want  ol  action.  I am,  *ir,  no  stranger 
To  the  government  of  this  state;  I know  the 
king 

Needs  men,  that  only  dowlutt  he  commands, 
And  search  no  further:  It  is  the  profession 
Of  all  our  nation,  to  serve  faithfully,  [us. 
Where  they’re  best  paid  ; and  if  you  entertain 
I do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command, 
Which  we’ll  not  put  in  act. 

Ronv.  A goodly  personage! 

Master.  And  if  you  have  an  enemy,  or  so, 

That  you  would  have  dispatch'd 

Gun.  They’re  here  can  tit  you.  [man— 
Boats.  Or  if  there  be  an  itch,  tho*  to  a 
Duke.  You  shall  fie 
Our  consciences  in  your  purse-string*. 

Rimv.  Gentlemen, 

I like  your  freedom.'  I am  now  in  haste; 

But  wait  for  my  return.— I like  the  rascals; 
They  may  he  useful. 

Duke.  We’ll  attend  you,  sir.  finent: 
Ronv.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  entertain- 
I hope  you  will  deserve  it. 

[ £t eu n t Ronv.  and  G uard. 
Duke.  Oh,  no  doubt,  sir. 

Thus  far  we’re  prospermia:  We’ll  be  hi*  guard. 
Till  tyranny  and  pride  lind  full  reward.  [Esc. 

Enter  Bnndulpho  and  Juliana. 

Band.  My  blessing?  No;  a father’s  heavy 
Pursue  and  overtake  him  ! [curse 

Jut.  Gentle  sir ! 

Band.  My  name,  and  huuily,  end  in  myself, 
Rather  than  live  in  him  ! 

Jut.  Dear  sir,  forbear ! 

A father’s  curses  hit  fur  off,  and  kill  too; 
Aud,  like  a murderiug-piecc  J°,  aim  not  atone, 


30  Murdering-piece.]  Such  a piece,  Dr.  Warburton  observes,  ns  assassins  use,  with  many 
barrels.  So  in  Hamlet,  act  iv.  scene  5,  the  King  says, 

— — * Oh,  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 

1 Like  to  a murdering-picce,  in  many  places 
* Gives  me  superfluous  death !’ 

Mr.Stecvens  remarks,  that  this  passage  iu  Fletcher  confirms  Dr.  Warburton’s  explanation.  R. 
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But  all  that  stand  within  the  dangerous  level. 
Some  bullet  may  return  upon  yourself  too, 
Tho’  ngaiost  Nature,  if  you  still  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  course. 

Fund  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  same  stuff  as  other  women  are  : 

Thy  injuries  would  teach  Patience  to  hlas- 
Yei  still  thou  art  a dove.  [pheiuc, 

Jut.  I know  not  malice : 

But,  like  an  innocent,  suffer. 

Fond.  More  miraculous!  fne?s, 

I’ll  have  a woman  chronicled,  and  for  good* 
Winch  is  the  greatest  wonder.  Let  me  see, 
I have  no  son  t’  inherit  after  me ; 

Him  l disclaim.  [heir: 

What  then?  I'll  make  thy  virtues  my  sole 
Thy  story  I’ll  have  written,  and  in  gold  too, 
In  prose  and  icrse,  and  by  the  oldest  doers  s'. 
A word  or  tw  o of  a kind  step-father 
Pll  have  put  in  ; good  kings  and  queens  shall 
buy  it. 

And  if  the  actions  of  ill  great  women, 

And  of  the  modern  times  too,  arc  remem- 
ber’d, 

That  have  undone  their  husbands  and  their 
families, 

What  will  our  story  do  ? It  shall  be  so, 

And  I will  straight  about  it.  [Exit. 

Jut.  Such  as  love 

Goodness  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward; 

I love  mine  for  itself.  Let  Innocence 
Bo  written  on  my  tomb,  tho*  ne’er  so  humble, 
’Tis  all  l am  ambitious  of.  But  1 
Forget  my  vows. 

Enter  Roy. 

Rot/.  ’Fore  me,  you  are  not  modest, 

Nor  is  this  court-like  ! Would  vou  take  it  well, 
If  she  should  rudelv  press  into  your  closet, 
When  from  your  M-vepil  boxes  you  chuse 
To  make  a this-day*s  face  with?  [paint, 
Jut.  VV lint’s  the  matter? 

Roy.  Tray  know  her  pleasure  first. 

Jut.  To  whom  speak  you,  Boy? 

Boy.  Your  ladyship’s  pardon. — That  proud 
lady  thief. 

That  stole  away  my  lord  from  your  embraces, 
(Wrinkles  at  two-and-twenty  on  her  cheeks 
for’t, 

Or  merc’ry  unallav*d  make  blisters  on  it!) 
Would  force  a visit. 

Jut.  And  dare  you  deny  her. 

Or  any  else  that  I call  mine  ? No  more ! 
Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  respect : 
The  want  in  you  of  manners,  my  lord  may 
Construe  in  me  for  malice.  I will  teach  you 
How  to  esteem  and  love  the  beauty  lie  dotes 
on. 


[Act  4. 

Enter  Martia. 

Prepare  a banquet. — Madam,  thus  ray  duty 
Stoop-*  to  the  favour  you  vouchsafe  your  ser- 
in honouring  her  house.  [vant, 

Mart.  Is  this  in  scorn  ? 

Jut.  No,  by  the  life  of  Virolet ! (Give  me 
leave 

To  swear  hy  him,  as  by  a saint  I worship. 
But  am  to  know  no  further;  iny  heart  speaks 
that.)  [doting 

My  servants  have  been  rude,  nnd  this  boy, 
Upon  my  sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  duty: 

In  which,  that  you  may  think  I have  no  share, 
Sirruh,  upon  your  knees,  desire  her  pardon. 
Roy.  I dare  not  disobey  you. 

Mart.  'Prithee,  rise: 

My  afigoy  never  looks  so  low.  I thank  you, 
And  will  deserve  it ; jf  we  may  be  private— 
I came  to  see  and  speak  with  you. 

Jut.  Be  gone.  [Exit  Bay. 

Good  madam,  sit. 

1 Mart . I rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jut.  You  have  deserv’d  a better,  in  my  bed; 
Make  use  of  this  too.  Now  your  pleasure, lady. 
If  in  your  breast  there  be  a worthy  pity, 
That  brings  you  fur  my  comfort,  you  do 
nobly ; 

But  if  you  come  to  triumph  in  your  conquest, 
Or  tread  on  my  calamities,  ’twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.  l.et  it  suffice, 
That  you  alone  enjoy  the  best  of  men, 

And  that  l am  forsaken. 

Mart,  lie  the  host? 

The  scum  and  shame  of  mankind  ! 

Jut.  Virolet. 

Lady? 

Mart.  Blest  in  him  ? I would  my  youth  had 
Chosen  consuming  fevers,  bed-rid  age, 

For  my  companions,  rather  than  a thing, 
To  lay  whose-  baseness  open  w ould  e’en  poison 
The  tongue  that  speaks  it. 

Jut.  Certainly  from  you 
At  nro  part  he  deserves  this  : And  I'll  tell  you, 
Durst  I pr<  tend  but  the  least  title  to  him, 

I should  not  hear  this! 

Mart.  He’s  an  impudent  villain, 

Or  a malicious  wretch;  to  you  ungrateful, 
To  me  beyond  expression  barbarous. 

I more  than  hate  him  ! From  you  he  deserves 
A death  mpst  horrid ; from  me,  to  die  for  ever, 
And  know  no  end  of  torments. — Would  you 
have  comfort?  [you. 

Would  you  wash  off  the  stain  that  sticks  upon 
In  beiijg  refus’d?  would  you  redeem  vour 
fame,  [this, 

Shipwreck’d  in  his  base  wrongs  ? If  you  desire 
It  is  not  to  be  done  with  sluvish  suffering, 
But  by  a noble  auger  making  way 


31  Ablest  doers.]  The  English  word  doers  here,  is  a literal  translation  of  the  Greek 
which  means  not  only  simply  a maker  or  diter,  but  a maker  ttf  verse*:  The  rustoin  of  Using 
English  words  in  a Greek  and  a Latin  sense,  was  highly  in  vogue  in  our  Authors’  time; 
Spenser  has  not  only  taken  the  liberty  to  do  so  with  the  one,  but  the  other  too:  So  Shep- 
herd’s Calendar,  June,  Colin  says  to  Hohhinel. 

1 The  god  of  shepherds  Tityrus  is  dead, 

* Who  taught  me,  homely  as  l can,  to  make.’  Symptom 
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Act  4.] 

To  a roost  breve  revenge,  we  ma  v call  Justice. 
Our  injuries  are  equal ; join  wifti  me  then. 
And  share  the  honour. 

Jul.  I scarce  understand  you ; 

And  know  I shall  he  roost  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  roan  I still  roust  love  and  honour. 
j|f</r/.  This  foolish  dotage  in  soft-hearted 
women 

Makes  proud  tnen  insolent:  But,  take  your 
I’ll  run  another  course.  [way; 

Jul.  As  you  arc  noble, 

Deliver  his  offence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a wife. 

Jul.  Oh  roe  roost  happy  ! 

How  largely  am  1 paid  for  all  my  sufferings! 
Most  honest  Virolet,  thou  just ‘performer 
Of  all  thy  promises!  1 call  to  mind  now, 
When  I was  happy  in  those  joys  you  speak  of, 
In  a chaste  bed,  and  warranted  by  law  too. 
He  oft  would  swear,  that  if  he  should  sur- 
vive me,  ( woman 

(Which  then  1 knew  he  wish’d  not;  never 
Should  taste  of  his  embraces;  this  one  act 
Makes  inc  again  his  debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this  [tenm’d  ? 

The  cause  iny  youth  and  beauty  were  roii- 

If  I sit  down  here Well ! 

Jut.  I dare  thy  worst ! [him 

Plot  what  thou  canst,  my  pictv  shall  guard 
Against  thy  malice.  Leave  my  I iousc,  and 
quicMy  ? [Virtue, 

Thou  wilt  infect  these  innocent  walls.  By 
t will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpose, 

And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accursed  head; 
Believe  *t  1 will!  [l£r  it. 

Mart.  Hut  ’tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  l have  decreed  against  him. 
1M  set  myself  to  sale,  and  live  a strumpet, 
Forget  my  birth,  my  father,  and  his  honour, 
Rather  than  want  an  instrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge.  The  captain  of  the  guard  ! 
Blest  Opportunity  courts  me. 

Enter  Jhmvert. 

Ronv.  Sad  ahd  troubled  ? 

How  brave  her  anger  shews ! How  it  lets  off 
Her  natural  beauty  ! Under  what  happy  star 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov’d  and  sought- 
to, 

By  two  incomparable  women?r-Noblest  lady, 
I've  heard  your  wrongs,  and  pity  them  ; and  if 
The  service  of  my  life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favour,  I should  be  most  proud 
To  he  commanded. 

Mart.  Tis  in  you,  iny  lord. 

To  make  inc  your  glad  servant. 

Ronv.  Name  the  means. 

Mart.  ’ i ts  not  preferment,  jewels,  gold,  or 
courtship : 

He  that  desires  to  rrap  the  harvest  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  must  begin  in  blood, 
And  ngbt  iny  wrongs. 

Ronv.  i apprehend  you,  madam, 

And  rest  assur’d  ’tis  done:  I am  provided 


Of  instruments  to  fit  you.  To  the  king 
1*11  instantly  present  you;  if  I fail, 
lie  shall  make  good  your  aims,  lie's  less 
than  roan. 

That,  to  atchieve  vour  favour,  would  not  do 
Deeds  fiends  would  fear  to  pul  their  agents 
to.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Virolet , reading. 

Vir.  Quod  invitus  Juris,  non  eat  scclus.  Tis 
an  axiom. 

Now  whether  willingly  1 have  departed 
With  that  1 lov'd;  with  that,  above  her  life 
Lov’d  me  again, crown'd  me  a happy  husband'; 
Was  full  of  children,  her  atllictions, 

Hint  I begot ; that  when  our  age  must  perish, 
And  all  our  painted  frailties  turn  to  ashes. 
Then  -Rill  they  stand  and  propugateour  ho- 
nours. 

Whether  this  done,  and  taking  to  protection* 
A new  strange  beauty,  ’twas  an  useful  one — 
l low  ? to  iii v hist  ? If  it  he  so.  I'm  sinful. 
And  guilty  of  that  crime  1 would  thug  from  me. 
Was  there  not  in  it  this  tan  course  of  virtue. 
This  pious  course,  to  save  roy  Triends,  my 
country,  [meat. 

That  e’en  tiieu  had  put  on  a mourning  tiar- 
And  wept  the  desolation  of  her  children,  [on, 
Her  noblest  children?  Dal  not  she  thrust  roe 
And  to  my  duty  clap  the  spur  of  honour? 
Was  there  a way,  wiihobl  this  woman,  left 
tnc  [man  ? 

To  bring  ’em  off?  the  marrying  of  this  wo- 
lf not,  why  am  l stung  thus  ? why  tonmufcd? 
< Jr,  had  there  been  a wild  desire  join'd  u ith  it. 
Now  easily  both  these,  and  all  their  beauties. 
Might  I have  made  mine  own!  Why  am  1 
touch'd  thus. 

Having  perform’d  the  great  redemption 
Both  of  my  friends  aig}  family  ? fairly  done  it, 
WillkMtl  base  and  lascivious  cuds?  Oh,  Hea- 
ven, | chief, 

Why  am  I still  at  war  thus?  why  this  amir- 
1 'hat  Honesty  and  Honour  had  propounded. 
Ay,  aud  absolv'd  my  tender  will,  ana  chid  me. 
Nay,  then  unwillingly  Hung  me  on? 

Enter  Julianu  and  Boy. 

Bt>y.  He’s  here,  mndam  ; 

"Hus  is  the  meiuncholy  walk  he  lives  in. 

And  ch'Jscs  ever  to  encrcasc  his  sadness. 
Jul.  Standbv.  [ble! 

Vir.  Tis  she ! How  ] shake  now  and  trem- 
The  virtues  of  that  mind  are  torments  to  tnc. 
Jut.  Sir,  if  my  hated  face  shall  stir  your 
anger, 

Or  this  forbidden  path  I tread  in  rex  you, 
My  love  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me, 
Vour  pardon  ask'd,  1 shall  return  and  bless 
you.  [you. 

Vir.  'Pray  stay  a little ! I delight  to  see 
May  not  we  yet,  tho*  Fortune  have  divided  us, 
Aud  set  an  eov.ous  stop  between  our  plea- 
sures, [thus? 

Look  thus  one  at  soother?  sigh  and  weep 
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And  read  in  one  another’s  eyes  the  legends, 
And  wonders,  of  our  old  loves?  Be  not 
fearful ; 

Tho*  you  Ik?  now  a saint,  I may  udore  you ! 
May  1 not  take  this  hand,  and  on  it  sacrifice 
The  sorrows  of  my  licurt?  White  seal  of 
virtue ! 

Jul.  My  lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlock. 
Vir.  Were  she  here, 

And  with  her  all-severe  eyes  to  behold  us, 

W e might  do  this;  I might  name  Juliana, 
And  to  the  rev*  rencc  of  that  name  how  thus; 
J might  sigli  Juliana,  she  was  mine  once, 
But  I too  weak  a guard  for  that  great  trea- 
sure:; 

And  whilst  she  has  a name,  believe  me,  lady, 
Tliis  broken  heart  shall  never  want  a sorrow. 
Jul.  Forget  her,  sir;  your  honour  now 
commands  you ; 

You  are  another’s,  keep  those  griefs  for  her; 
She  richly  can  reward  ’em.  I’d  hate  spoken 
with  you. 

Vir.  What  is  your  will?  for  nothing  you 
can  ask,  [ings. 

So  full  of  poodnes^are  your  w ords  and  raean- 
Must  be  denied  : Speak  boldly. 

Jul.  I thunk  you,  sir.  I conic  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  believ’d  ; 

That  I desire:  For  I shall  tell  a story. 

So  far  from  seeming  truth,  yet  a most  true 
one; 

So- horrible  in  nature,  and  so  horrid*4; 

So  beyond  wickedness,  tlmt,  when  you  hear  it. 
It  must  appear  the  practice  of  another, 

The  cast  and  malice  of  some  one  you’ve 
wrong’d  much ; 

And  me  you  nmy  imagine,  me  accuse  too, 
Unless  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  suHferings, 
The  infinite  obedience  I have  borne  you, 
That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenge, 
My  love,  that  nothing  hut  my  death  can  sever, 
Rather  than  hers  I speak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana, 

To  make  u doubt  of  what  you  shall  deliver. 
After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues, 
tV ere  to  distrust  a Providence;  to  think  you 
can  lie, 

Or,  being  w rong’d,  seek  after  foul  repairings, 
To  forge  a creed  against  my  faith. 

Jiil.  I must  do  so,  for  it  Concerns  your 
life,  sir;  [prosper! 

-And  if  that  word  may  stir  you,  hear,  and 
1 should  be  dumb  else,  were  not  you  at  stake 
here. 

Vir , What  new  friend  have  I found  **,  that 
dares  deliver 

This  louden  trunk  from  his  afflictions  ? 

What  pitying  hand,  of  all  tlmt  feels  my  mi- 
lkings such  a benefit  ? [series, 

Jul.  lie  wise  and  manly ; 


[Act  4. 

And  with  your  honour  fall,  when  lieav’n 
shall  call  you. 

Not  by  a hellish  mischief. 

Vir.  Speak,  my  blest  one  ! 
flow  weak  and  poor  I am,  iiow  she  is  from 

Jul.  Your  wife [me! 

Vir.  How’s  that? 

J‘il.  Your  wife 

Vir.  Be  tender  of  her; 

I shall  believe  else—— 

Jul.  I must  be  true.  Your  ear,  sir! 

For  ’tis  so  horrible,  if  the  air  catch  it, 

Into  a thousand  plagues,  a thousand  monsters,' 
It  will  disperse  itself,  and  flight  resistance. 

[ Jl'/uspert: 

Vir.  Site  seek  iny  life  with  you  ? inakeyou 
her  agent? 

Another  lover  Oh,  speak  but  truth! 

Jul.  Be  patient. 

Dear  as  I love  you,  else  I lenve  you  wretched. 
Vir.  Forward ! ’Tis  w Cll ; it  shall  be  wel- 
come to  me ! 

I’ve  liv’d  too  long,  number'd  too  many  daysy 
Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living; 

Now  when  I come  to  reap  it  with  my  service, 
Aud  hunt  for  that  my  youth  and  honour  aito 
at, 

The  sun  sets  on  my  fortune,  red  and  bloody, 
And  everlasting  uight  begins  to  close  me: 
’Tis  time  to  die. 

Kntrr  Martin  and  Ronrere. 

Jul.  She  comes  licrself. 

Rouv.  Believe,  lady, 

(And  on  this  anecl-hand  your  servant  seals  it) 
You  shall  be  mistress  of  your  w liole  desires, 
And  what  vnu  shall  command. 

Mart,  llu,  million  ! [forward, 

My  precious  dame,  are  you  there?  Nay,£o 
Make  your  complaints,  and  pour  out  vou i 
feign’d  pities,  (still. 

Slave-like  to  him  you  serve*4;  I’m  the  same 
And  what  1 purpose,  let  the  world  takcwitaesS, 
Shall  be  so  finish'd,  and  to  jfach  example, 
Spite  of  your  poor  prevention* — My  dear 
gentleman ! 

My  honourable  man,  are  you  there  too  ? 

You  and  your  hot  desire?  Your  mercy,  sir . 
I had  forgot  your  greatness. 

Jul.  ’Tis  not  well,  lady. 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I hate  this  fellow  now  ! 
how  dcsp’ratcly 

My  stomach  stands  against  him ! this  base 
This  gelded  fool ! [fellow, 

Jul  Did  you  ne’er  hear  of  modesty  ? 
Mart.  Yes,  wbeu  I heurd  of  you,  and  so 
belie* ’d  it; 

Thou  bloodless,  brainless  fool ! 

17 r.  How ! 

Mut  t.  Thou  despis’d  fool, 


*°  So  horrible  in  nature , and  to  horrid .]  This  is  so  wretched  and  tautological  a line,  that  I 
can’t  think  it  our  Authors*.  Symptom* 

33  H to<j  few  friends  hare  I Joundf  that  dare  deliver .]  So  reads  Mr.  Sympson. 

**  All  the  books  read,  • slave,  like  to  him.’  Sympson. 
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Thou  only  sign  of  man,  how  I contemn  thee ! 
Thou  woven  worthy  in  a piece  of  arras, 

Fit  only  to  enjoy  a wall ! thou  beast 
Beaten  to  use  ! Have  I preserv’d  a beauty, 
A youth,  a love,  to  have  my  wishes  blasted? 
My  datings,  and  the  joys  I came  to  offer. 
Must  they  be  lost,  and  slighted  by  a dormouse? 
Jul.  Use  more  respect,  and,  woman,  ’twill 
become  you ; 

At  least,  less  tongue. 

Mart.  I’ll  use  all  violence; 

Let  him  look  for  it! 

Jul.  Dare  you  stain  those  beauties. 

Those  heav'iily  stamps,  that  raise  men  up  to 
wonder,  [she 

With  harsh  and  crooked  motions?  Are  you 
That  over-did  all  ages  with  your  honour. 

And  in  a little  hour  dare  lose  this  triumph? 
Is  not  this  man  your  husbaud  ? 

Mart.  He’s  my  halter ! [thus. 

Which  (having  sued  mv  pardon)  I Bing  off 
And  with  him  all  I brought  him,  but  my  auger; 
W bicli  1 will  nourish,  to  the  desolation 
Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends, 

And  Ins  whole  name ! 

Vir.  ’Tis  well ! I have  deserv'd  it ; 

And,  if  I were  a woman,  I would  rail  too. 
Mart.  Nature  ne’er  promis'd  thee  a thing 
so  noble.  [freely; 

Take  back  your  love,  your  vow  ; I give  it 
I poorly  scorn  it ; graze  now  where  you  please! 
That,  that  the  dullness  of  thy  soul  neglected, 
Kings  sue  for  now.  And  mark  me,  Viroict! 
Thou  image  of  a man,  observe  my  words  well ! 
At  such  a bloody  rate  I’ll  sell  this  beauty, 
This  handsomeness  thou  scorn'st  and  flnig’st 
away. 

Thy  proud  ungrateful  life  shall  shake  at ! 
fake  your  house; 

The  petty  tilings  you  left  me,  give  another; 
And  la»t,  take  home  your  trinket ss!  Fare 
you  well,  sir! 

Ronv.  You  have  spoke  like  yourself;  you’re 
a brave  lady  ! [Ere.  Ronv.  unU  Mart. 
Jul.  Why  do  you  smile,  sir? 

Fir.  Oh,  my  Juliana,  [me 

The  happiness  tins  woman’s  scorn  has  giv’n 
Makes  me  a man  again;  proclaims  itself, 

In  such  a general  joy,  thro’ all  my  miseries, 

That  now  methinks 

Jul.  Look  to  yourself,  dear  sir, 

And  trifle  not  with  danger  that  attends  you; 
Be  joyful,  when  you’re  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her?  [dom; 

She  gave  me  back  my  vow,  my  love,  my  free- 
l am  free,  free  as  air  ! And  tno*  tomorrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  sink  it, 
And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal, 

\ et  have  1 time  once  more  to  meet  my  wishes, 
Once  more  t*  embrace  my  best,  uiy  noblest. 
And  time  that's  warranted.  [truest; 


Jul.  Good  sir,  forbear  it! 

Thu’  J confess,  equal  with  your  desires 
My  wishes  rise,  as  covetous  of  your  love. 
And  to  as  warm  alarums  spur  my  will  too: 
Yet  pardon  me;  the  seal  o’  th’  church  dividing 
us»  . . 

And  hanging  like  a threatning  flame  between 
We  must  not  meet;  I dare  not.  [us* 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing. 

That  only  strong  necessity  thrust  on  you. 
Not  crime,  nor  studied  cause  of  mine,  how 
sweetly 

And  nobly  [ will  hind  again  and  cherish! 
How  1 will  recompense  out*  dear  embrace 
now, 

One  free  affection ! How  I burn  to  meet  it ! 
Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul.  I behold  you  willingly, 

And  w illingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 
The  love  you  first  had  was  preserv’d  with 
honour,  [purchase 

The  last  shall  not  cry  whore ; you  shall  not 
From  me  a pleasure, ' that  have  equally 
Lov’d  your  fair  fame  as  you)  at  such  a rate 
Your  Honesty  and  Virtue  must  be  bankrupt. 
If  I had  lov’d  vour  lust,  and  not  your  lustre, 
The  glorious  fustre  of  your  matchless  good- 
ness, [me, 

I would  compel  you  now  to  bed3®. — Forgive 
Forgive  me,  sir ! How  fondly  still  I love  you ! 
Yet  nobly  too : Make  the  way  straight  before 
me, 

And  let  hut  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me* 
Under  the  axe,  upon  the  nick  again, 

E’en  in  the  bed  of  all  afflictions, 

Where  nothing  sings  our  nuptials  but  dire 
sorrows,  [you. 

With  all  my  youth  and  pleasure  1*11  embrace 
Make  tyranny  and  death  stand  still  affrighted. 
And  at  our  meeting  souls  amaze  our  mis- 
chiefs: 

Till  when,  high  Heaven  defend  you,  and 
Peace  guide  you ! 

Be  w isc  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  own, 
Bv  being  master  of  a providence 
That  may  control  it. 

Vir.  Stay  a little  with  me: 

My  thoughts  have  chid  themselves.  May  I 
not  kiss  you? 

Upon  my  truth  I’m  honest. 

Jul.  I believe  yon  ; [cies, 

Rut  yet  what  that  inay  raise  in  both  our  fan- 
What  issues  such  warm  parents  breed  ■ 

Vir.  I obey  you, 

A ml  take  my  leave  as  from  the  saint  that 
keeps  me. 

I will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
In  thy  unimitablc  love. 

Jul.  I’ll  pray  lor  you ; 

And  w hen  you  fall,  l have  not  long  to  follow. 

[Exeunt. 


55  Trinket]  here  means  the  divorce  he  hnd  procured  a little  ab6vfi.  Sympson. 

36  Would  compel  you  now  to  be!]  Corrected  (for  a correction  we  must  call  it,  since  the 
be!  can  be  supposed  no  thing  but  an  erratum)  in  1750. 
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Enter  Duke,  A Taster , Boatswain,  and  Gun- 
ner t at  one  door;  Martin  and  Ronvcrc  at 
another. 

Duke.  Now  we  have  got  free  credit  with 
the  captain— 

Master.  Soft,  *-oft ! he’s  here  again.  Is  not 
that  lady — 

Or  ha\ e I lost  mine  eves?  a salt  rheum  seizes 
B'»t  I should  know  ( fiat  face.  [’em; 

Hoots.  Make  him  not  madder! 

Let  him  forget  the  woman;  fleer  a-larboard. 
Master,  lie  will  not  kill  her. 

Boats.  Any  thing  he  meets; 

He’s  like  a hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes 
Nothing  but  blood  and  horror. 

Master.  I would  save  the  lady; 

For  such  another  Indy 

Boats  There’s  the  point ; [tie. 

And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  met- 
Master , Tistrue;  they  bring  such  children 
now,  such  demi-lances, 

Their  father’s  socks  w ill  make  them  christ- 
ning  donths. 

Gun.  No  more!  they  view  119. 

Duke.  You  shall  play  awhile, 

And  son  yourself  in  this  felicity,  [still. 
You  shall,  you  glorious  w hore  * I know  you 
Bull  shall  pick  an  hour  when  most  securi  ly — 
I say  no  more. 

Ronv.  I)’ you  see  those?  those  arc  they 
Shall  act  your  will. — Come  hither,  my  good 
fellows ! [fmlows? 

} ou  re  now  the  kind’s — Are  they  not  goodly 
Murt.  They’ve  bone  enough,  il  they  have 
stout  heart  to  it. 

Master.  Still  the  old  wench  ! 

Duke.  ’Pray,  captain,  let  me  ask  you 
W hat  noble  lady’s  that  ? ’Tis  a rude  question; 
But  [ desire  to  know. 

Ron v.  She’s  for  the  king,  sir; 

Let  that  suffice  for  answer. 

Duke.  Is  she  so,  sir? 

In  good  time  may  she  curse  it!  Must  I 
Breed  hack nics  lor  his  Grace? 

Ronv.  What  wouldst  thou  do 

To  merit  sucli  a lady’s  favour 

Duke.  Any  thing. 

Ronv.  That  can  supply  thy  wonts,  and 
raise  thy  fortunes?  |’daro  execute : 
Duke.  Let  her  command,  and  sec  what  I 
I keep  my  conscience  here.  If  any  man 
Oppose  her  will,  and  she  would  have  him 
humbled, 

Whole  families  between  lie r and  her  wishes — 
A faster.  We  have  seen  bleeding  throats, 
sir,  cities  sack’d. 

And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes*7 

Boats . Houses  o*  tire,  and  handsome  mo- 
thers weeping. 


[Act  4, 

Duke.  Which  we  have  heap’d  upon  the 
pile  like  sacrifices.  (lions**, 

Churches  and  altars,  priests,  and  all  duo- 
Tumbled  tor  ether  into  one  rude  chans. 

Gun.  We  know  no  fear,  sir,  but  want  of 
employment.  [preach. 

Duke.  Nor  other  faith  but  what  our  purse* 
To  gain  our  ends  we  can  do  any  thin?, 

And  torn  our  souls  into  a thousand  figures; 

But  when  w e come  to  do 

Mart.  I like  these  fellows.  (this  hour 
Ronv.  Be  ready,  and  wait  here' — Within 
I’il  shew  you  to  the  king,  and  he  shall  like  ye: 
And  if  you  can  d*  use  some  enti  1 taiimicnt 
To  till  Ins  mirth,  such  a«  your  country  uses, 
Pr<  sent  it,  and  I II  see  it  grac’d. 

After  lhi-»  comic  scene  we  shall  employ  you; 
For  one  must  die. 

Duke.  What  is  he,  sir?  Speak  boldly! 
For  we  dare  hoidlv  do. 

Ronv.  Thin  lady’s  husband; 

11  i*  name  is  Virolet. 

Duke.  We  shall  dispatch  if. 

[ Exeunt  Mart,  and  Rant* 
Oh,  dnrnnrd,  damned  thing  ! A base  whore 
first. 

And  then  a murderer!  I’ll  look  to  you. 
Bouts.  Can  she  be  grown  so  strange? 
Duke.  She  has  an  itch; 

I’ll  scratch  you,  my  dear  daughtt  r,  !’l!  w 
claw  you!  fnour'd? 

I'll  curry  your  hot  hide!  Married  and  ho* 
And  turn  those  holy  bU  ssings  into  brothels? 
Your  beauty  into  blood  ? 1 ’ll  hunt  your  hot* 
I’ll  hunt  you  like  a train  ! [lies*. 

Master.  We  did  all  pity  her. 

Duke.  Ilang  her!  she  is  nut  worth  man's 
memory;  [stories  — 

She’*  false  mid  base,  and  let  her  fright  all 
Well,  tho'thou  he'st  mine  enemy.  I’ll  ri^ht 
And  right  thee  nobly.  [thee. 

Boats.  ’Faith,  sir,  since  she  must  go, 

Let’s  spare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Duke.  We’ll  take  all. 

And  like  a tori  c ut  sw  eep  the  slaves  before  u». 
You  dare  endure  the  worst? 

Master.  You  know  our  hearts,  sir; 

And  they  shall  bleed  the  last,  err  we  start 
from  you.  [that* 

Gun.  We  can  but  die ; and  ere  we  eowc*  w 
We  shall  pick  out  some  few  examples  for  us. 
Duke.  Then  wait  the  first  occasion;  auJ, 
like  Curtius, 

I’il  Lap  the  gulp!)  before  yon,  fear  I « $$  leap  its 
Then  follow  me  like  men  ! Anti  if  our  virtues 
May  buoy  our  country  up, mid  set  her  sinning 
In  her  first  state,  qur  fair  revenges  taken, 
Wc  have  ocr  noble  ends,  or  else  our  adtc**. 

[Exeunt. 


37  And  infants  stuck  upon  their  pikes.]  If  I may  be  allowed  liberty,  I would  propose  read- 
ing either 

* * upon  these,  or  the,  or  our,  pikes.'  * Sampson. 

**  Priests  and  all  devotion*.]  Delations  here  means  the  same  as  dtvutcJ.or  holy  thing*. 

„ • Sympson. 
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ACT  V. 


Enter  Ascauio  arul  Martin  above. 

Mart.  AS  you  are  noble,  keep  me  from 
discovery, 

And  let  me  only  run  a stranger's  fortune! 
For  when  the  king  shall  find  am  his  daughter 
He  e ver  holds  most  ominous,  and  hates  most, 
With  wh  .t  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain 
But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  ? * fine, 

Asc.  1 have  found  you ; [best : 

Suspect  not ! I am  bound  to  what  you  like 
Wlmr  you  intend,  I dare  not  be  so  curious 
1o  question  now  ; and  what  you  are  lies  hid 
here. 

Enter  Eerrand  and  Ronvere  abi>rc. 

Tiie  king  comes.  Make  your  fortune  ; 1 shall 
joy  iu’t. 

Ronv.  All  things  are  ready,  sir,  to  make 
you  merry ; 

And  such  a king ! you  shall  behold  him  now. 
Err.  I long  for't,  for  I’ve  need  of  mirth. 
Hour.  The  lady,  sir ! [beauty, 

Eir.  as  l am  a king,  a sprightly 

A goodly  sweet  aspect ! My  thanks,  Konvere, 
My  best  thanks! — On  your  lips  1 seal  your 
wishes; 

Be  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  happy. 
And  now,  sit  down  and  smile.  Come,  my  As- 
And  let  this  monarch  enter.  [cauio. 

Enter  Duke , Mosfer,  BoattKdint  Gunnery 
and  Sui'oi  %, 

Rout.  These  are  the  Switzers, 

1 told  your  Grace  of. 

Err  G »odly  promising  fellows, 
it li  taee»  to  keep  fool*  m awe ! I like  Yin. 
Go  guard  the  presence  well,  nod  do  your du- 
Tomorrow  1 shall  take  a further  \ low.  [tie*; 

Duke.  You  shall,  sir,  [mounted; 

Gr  1 shall  lose  inv  will.  Ilow  the  whore’s 
How  she  Mis  thron’d  ! J’hou  biasing  nioddv 
meteor,  [flashes. 

That  Iright’st  the  under  world  with  lustful 
How  1 shall  dash  thy  frames!  Away;  nowoid 
tuore ! 

[ Esei/nt  Duke  and  his  company. 
Flourish  cornets. 

Enter  Villio,  Castrvcciu,  Doctor , and  a 
Guard. 

Ecr.  Now,  here  he  conics  in  glory,  lie 
merry,  masters! 

A banquet  too  ? - [Meat  brought  in. 

Jtonv.  Uh,  be  must  sit  in  state,  sir! 

Asc.  How  rarely  he  is  usher’d!  Can  he 
think  now 
lie  is  a king  indeed  ? 

Ronv.  Mark  but  his  countenance. 

35  You're  of  a high  y &c.j 
in  Don  Quixotic.  R . 


Cast.  Let  me  have  pleasures  infinite,  and 
to  the  height ; 

And  women  in  abundance,  many  women  ! 
Enter  Ladies. 

I will  disport  my  Grace ; stand  there,  ami 
long  for  me!  [fast 

What  have  ye  brought  me  here?  Is  this  a 
Fit  for  a prince  ? a mighty  prince  ? Are  these 
Tlie.se  preparations,  ha?  [things. 

Doctor.  May’t  p lease  your  Grace 

Oust.  It  does  not  please  my  Grace ! Where 
are  the  marchpanes, 

The  custards  double-royal,  and  the  suhliltics  ? 
Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  serve  a 
prince  thus? 

Where  be  the  dedicates o*  th*  earth  and  air? 
The  hidden  secrets  of  the  sea?  Am  I a plow- 
man, 

You  pop  me  up  with  porridge?  Hnngthc  cooks! 
Fer.  Oh,  most  kingly!  what  a majestic 
Cast.  Give  me  some  wine.  [anger! 

Asc.  lie  cools  again  now. 

Cast.  Fool,  [pomp ! 

Where  arc  my  players?  Let  me  have  all  in 
Let  ’em  pluv  some  love-matter,  to  make 
The  ladies  itch!  i’ll  he  with  you  anon,  ladies! 
You  black  eyes,  I’ll  be  with  you  ! —Give  me 
some  wine,  I say ; 

And  U t :ne  have  a masque  of  cuckolds  enter, 
Of  mine  own  cuckolds ; and  let  them  come  in, 
Peeping  ami  rej  tiring,  just  as  I kisstheir  wives. 
And  somewhat  glorying.  Some  wine,  I say  ! 
Then,  lor  au  excellent  night-piece,  to  shew 
My  glory  to  my  f ives  and  minions, 

I will  have  stum*  great  castle  burnt. 

Eif ho.  Hark  you,  hr  >ther ! 

If  that  he  to  please  then*  ladies,  ten  to  one 
The  fire  first  takes  upon  your  own;  look  to 
Then  you  m iy  shew  u night-piece.  [that ! 

Fast.  W.icreY  this  wine ? ftor'd? 

VVliv,  s' ml  hi  chunk?  D’ye  long  all  to  he  tor- 
Doctor.  Hi  re,  sir.  * [Doctor! 

Cast,  [tax'rs. J Whv,  v hat  is  this?  Why, 
Doctor.  Wine  and  wafer,  sir. 

Tis  sovereign  for  your  beat;  you  must  en- 
• dure  it.  |ji**<  t,sir. 

Vi/tio  Mo»:  excellent  to  co*»l  ymir  uight- 
Doctor.  You’re  of  a high  mid  c!uj  <t:c  < om- 
Aud  you  mu*»t  have  allays.  [f  lexion 

Cast.  Shall  1 have  no  sheer  w ine  th»-n? 
Doctor . Not  for  h world:  L tender  your 
dear  life,  so  ; 

Aim!  lie’s  no  faithful  subject 

Ci/lio.  No  by  no  menus : [quarter. 

Of  this  you  inav  drink,  and  ne’er  bang,  nor 
Nor  never  whip  the  fool;  this  liquor’s  merci- 
ful. 


The  humour  of  this  scene  is  borrowed  fr  mi  one  of  the  like  kind 
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Cast.  I'll  sit  down  and  eat  then : Kings, 
when  they're  hungry, 

Mav  eat,  I hope  ? 

Doctor.  Yes,  but  they  cat  discreetly. 

Cast.  Come,  taste  this  dish,  and  cut  me 
I like  sauce  well.  [liberally ; 

Doctor.  Fy,  it  is  too  hot,  sir; 

Too  deeply  season’d  with  the  spice;  away 
witb’tl 

You  must  acquaint  your  stomach  with  those 
Are  temperately  nourishing.  [diets 

Cost.  But  'pray  stay,  Doctor, 

And  let  me  have  my  meat  again. 

Doctor.  By  no  means : 

I have  a charge  concerns  my  life. 

Cast.  No  meat  neither? 

Do  kings  never  eat,  Doctor? 

Doctor.  Very  little,  sir, 

And  that  too  very  choice. 

VtUio.  Your  king  ne'er  sleeps,  brother; 
He  must  not  sleep,  his  cares  still  keep  him 
waking:  [mouse; 

Now  he  that  cats  and  drinks  much  is  a dur- 
The  third  part  of  a wafer's  a week's  diet. 
Cost.  Appoint  me  something  then. 

Doctor.  There ! 

Cast.  This  I feel  good,  [Take  ovay. 
But  it  melts  too  suddenly;  yet — how!  that 
gone  too? 

Ye  arc  not  mad  ! I charge  you 

Doctor.  For  your  health*  sir; 

A little  quickens  nature,  much  depresses. 
Cast.  Eat  nothing,  for  my  health  ? that's  a 
new  diet.  [savour! 

Let  me  have  something ! something  has  some 
Why,  thou  uncourtcous  Doctor,  shall  I hang 
thee  ? 

Doctor.  Tis  better,  sir,  than  I should  let 
My  death  were  nothing.  [you  surfeit: 

Villio.  To  lose  a king  were  terrible. 

Cast.  Nay,  then  I’ll  carve  myself;  1*11  stay 
no  ceremonies.  [rishing, 

This  is  a partridge-pie ; I'm  sure  that’s  nou- 
()r  Galen  is  an  ass.  Tis  rarely  season’d  ! 
Ha,  Doctor,  have  1 hit  right  ? a mark,  a mark 
there ! 

Villio.  What  ails  thy  Grace?  [ Take  away. 
Cast.  Retrieve  those  partridges ; 

Or,  as  T am  a king 

Doctor.  ’Pray,  sir,  be  patient; 

They’re  flown  too  far.  [you, 

Villio.  These  are  breath'd  pies,  an't  please 

And  your  hawks  are  such  buzzards 

Cast.  A king,  and  have  nothing, 

Nor  can  have  nothing? 


Villio.  What  think  you  of  a pudding? 

A pudding  royal  ? 

Cast.  To  be  royally  starv'd. 

Whip  me  this  fool  to  death!  he  is  a blockhead. 
Villio.  Let  'em  think  they  whip  me,  as  we 
think  you  a king; 

' Twill  be  enough. 

Cast.  As  for  you,  dainty  Doctor 

[The  table  taken  atcey  <*. 
All  gone,  all  snatch’d  away,  and  I uusatished. 
Without  my  wits**,  being  a Ling  and  hungry? 
Suffer  hut  this  thy  treason?  1 tell  thee. 
Doctor, 

I toll  it  thee  in  earnest,  and  in  anger; 

1 am  damnably  hungry,  my  very  Grace  is 
hungry  •*.  [sir. 

Villio.  A hungry  Grace  is  fittest  to  no  meal. 
Doctor.  Some  two  hours  hence  you  shall 
sec  more : But  still,  sir, 

You  must  retain  & strict  and  excellent  diet. 
VillitK  It  sharpens  you,  and  makes  your 
wit  so  poi*; uunt, 

Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Doctor.  A hit  of  marmalade. 

No  bigger  than  a pea 

Villus.  And  that  well  butter’d,  [rited. 

The  air  thrice  purified,  and  three  tiroes  spi- 
Hecotne*  a king  : Your  rune  conserve  of  no- 
Breeds  uo  offence.  [thing 

Cast.  Am  I turn’d  kingCnmelion, 

And  keep  my  court  i’  th’  air  ? 

Ver.  They  vex  him  cruelly. 

Asc.  In  two  days  more  they'll  starve  him. 
Ver.  Now  the  women  ! 

There’s  no  food  left  but  them. 

Asc  They'll  prove  small  nourishment ; 
Yet  h'  has  another  stomach,  and  a great  one, 
i sec  by's  eve. 

Cast.  Ill  have  mine  own  power  here. 

Mine  ow  n authority ; 1 need  no  tutor. 
Doctor,  this  is  no  diet. 

Doctor.  It  may  be,  sir. 

Villio.  By’r  lady,  it  may  turn  to  a dry  diet ; 

And  how  thy  Grace  w ill  ward  that* 

Cast.  Stand  off,  Doctor ! 

And  talk  to  those  that  want  faith. 

Ver.  Hot  and  mighty. 

Asc.  He  will  cool  npnee,  no  doubt. 

Cast.  Fair,  plump,  and  red,  [dead; 

A forehead  high,  an  eye  revives  the 
A lip  like  ripest  fruit,  inviting  still. 
Vil.  But  oh,  the  rushy  well, below  the  hill ! 
Take  heed  of  that,  for  tho’  it  tiever 
fail,  [a  talc* 

Take  heed,  I say,  for  thereby  hangs 


«•  The  table  taken  a»’oy.]  These  words  have  hitherto  been  printed  as  part  of  the  text.  There 
can  be  uo  doubt,  wc  think,  of  their  being  merely  a stage-direction. 

«•  Without  my  wits.J  The  Editors  of  1760  suppose  this  passage  corrupt,  and  for  vits 
would  read  a ill. 

41  I’m  damnably  hungry , my  very  Grace  is  hungry.]  A slight  transposition  w ill  set  this  place 
right. 

* My  Grace  is  very  hungry—’ 

To  which  answers  Villio,  right  enough, 

• A hungry  Grace  is  fittest  to  uo  meal.*  Sympson. 
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Act  5.] 

Cast,  I’ll  get  ye  all  with-child ! 

Vil  With  one  child,  brother? 

So  many  men  in  a blue  coat  ? 

Cast.  Had  I fed  well, 

And  drunk  good  store  of  wine,  ye  had  been 
blest  all,  [greedily  ! 

Blest  all  with  double  births.  Come,  kiss  me 
And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolish  hus- 
bands; 

They’re  transitory  things;  a king’s  flame 
meets  you  «J ! 

Doctor.  Vanish  away  ! [ Ere.  women 

Cast.  How!  they  gone  too?  My  guard  there ! 
Take  me  this  devil  Doctor,  and  that  fool  there, 
And  sew  ’em  iu  a suck  ! Bring  back  the  wo- 
men, 

The  lovely  women  ! Drown  these  rogues,  or 
hang  ’em ! 

Asc.  He  is  in  earnest,  sir. 

Fer.  In  serious  earnest. 

1 must  needs  take  him  otf. 

Enter  Duke , Master , Boatswain,  Gunner , 
and  Sailors . 

Duke.  Now,  now  be  free!  , 

Now  liberty!  now, countrymen,  shako  from 
The  tyrant*s  yoke  ! [ye 

Alt.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty  ! 

Guard.  Treason,  treason,  treason  ! 

Fer . We  are  betray’d ! Ely  to  the  town, 
cry  treason,  [canio! 

And  raise  our  faithful  friends!  Oh,  my  As- 
Asc.  Make  haste!  wc  have  way  enough. 
Guard.  Treason,  treason ! 

[Exeunt  Fer.  Asca.  and  Guard. 
Duke.  Spare  none  ! put  ail  to  th* sword  ! — 
A vengeance  shake  thee ! 

Art  thou  turn'd  king  again  ? 

Cast.  I am  a rascal  : 

Spare  me  but  this  time,  if  e’er  I see  king  more, 

Or  once  believe  in  king 

Duke.  The  ports  are  ours, 

The  treasure  and  the  port.  Eight  bravely, 
gentlemen ! 

Cry  to  the  town,  cry  Liberty  and  Honour  ! 

[Some  go  off  crying  Liberty  and  Freedom. 
Waken  their  persecuted  souls;  cry  loudly  ! 
We’ll  share  the  wealth  among  ye. 

Cast.  Do  you  hear,  captain? 

If  e’er  you  hear  me  name  a king 

Duke.  You  shall  not. 

Cast.  Or,  tho*  I live  under  one,  obey  him— 
Gun.  This  rogue  again? 

Duke.  Away  with  him,  good  Gunner. 


Cast.  Why,  look  ye,  sir ; I’ll  put  you  to  no 
I’ll  never  eat.  [charge  ; 

Gun.  i’ll  take  a course  you  shall  not. 

Come,  no  more  words. 

Cast.  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

Enter  boatswain. 

fiitats.  He’s  taVn  to  th*  tower’s  strength  M. 

Duke.  Now  stand  sure,  gentlemen  ! 

We  have  liiin  in  a pen,  he  cannot  ’scape  us; 

The  rest  o’  th*  castle’s  ours. 

Within.  Liberty,  Liberty ! 

Duke  What,  is  tlie  city  up  ? 

Boats.  They’re  up  and  glorious,  [tents 
And  rolling  like  a storm  they  come;  their 
Ring  nothing  but  Liberty  ami  Freedom. 

The  women  are  iu  arms  too. 

Duke.  Let  ’em  come  all. 

Honour  and  Liberty ! 

All.  llouour  and  liberty  ! [Euunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  This  woman’s  threats,  her  eyes,  e’en 
red  with  fury, 

Which,  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
Assur’d  destruction,  are  still  before  me. 

Besides,  1 know  sucli  nature  s unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  iu  their  love,  or  hatred; 

And  she  that  dar’d  all  dangers  to  possess  him. 

Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  loss 
Of  what  she  held  so  dear.  1 first  discover’d 
Her  bloody  purposes,  which  she  made  good. 

And  openly  profess’d  ’em:  That  iu  me 
Was  but  a cold  affection;  charity 
Commands  so  much  to  all ; for  Virolet, 

Methinks,  i should  forget  my  sex’s  weakness,  v 
Rise  up,  and  dare  beyond  a woman’s  strength; 

Then  do,  not  counsel,  lie  is  too  secure  ; 

A nd,  in  my  judgment,  *tw  ere  a greater  service 
To  free  bun  from  a deadly  enemy, 

Ilian  to  get  him  a friend.  1 undertook  too 
To  cross  her  plots;  oppos’d  my  piety 
Against  her  malice;  and  shall  virtue  suffer? 

No,  Martia;  wert  thou  here  equally  arm’d, 

1 have  a cause,  spite  of  thy  masculine  breed- 
ing. 

That  would  assure  the  victory.  My  angel 
Direct  and  help  me! 

Enter  Virolet , like  Ronvere. 

Yir . The  state  in  combustion, 

Part  of  the  citadel  forc’d,  the  treasure  seiz’d 
on; 

The  guards,corrupted,  arm  themselves  against 


o A kings  fame  meets  you .]  The  reader  is  left  to  interpret  fume  here  in  what  sense  he 
pleases;  but  I rather  think  that  flame  is  the  true  reading;  the  mistaking  of  one  for  the 
other  was  easy,  and  so  probably  gave  occasion  to  this  slight  corruption.  Sytnpton. 

« Duke,  lie's  ta’eu  to  th’  tower’s  strength; 

AW  stand  sure,  gentlemen, 

. We  have  him  in  a yen,  he  cannot  scape  us. 

The  rest  o'  th*  castle's  ours;  Liberty,  liberty  ! 

What,  is  the  city  up  Y\  1 his  strange  juinhle  has  hitherto  been  printed  ns  one 
speech,  and  given  to  the  Duke.  Syinpson  recommends  giving  the  first  line  to  the  Boatswain  : 
And  surely  the  words  * Liberty,  liberty  ! * in  the  fourth  line,  are  an  exclamation  within. 
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Their  late  protected  master;  I'erraiid  fled 
too,  [tower, 

And  with  small  strength,  into  the  cable’s 
The  only  Aventine  that  now  is  left  him  r 
And  yet  the.  undertakers,  nay,  performers, 
Of  such  a brave  and  glorious  enterprise. 

Are  yet  unknown : TJicvdid  proceed  like  men, 
] like  a child;  and  had  I never  trusted 
So  deep  a practice  unto  shallow  tools, 
Resides  my  soul’s  peace  in  my  Juliana, 

The  honour  of  this  action  had  been  mine. 

In  which, accurs’d,  I now  can  claim  no  share. 
Jul.  Rom  ere?  ’lis  lie;  a thing,  next  to 
the  devil, 

I most  detest,  and  like  him  terrible;  [too, 
Martin's  riglit-lmnd;  the  instrument,  1 tear 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  w ill  into  act. 

] lave  I not  will  enough,  and  cause  too  mighty? 
Weak  women’s  fear,  fly  from  me  ! 

hr.  Sure  thishuhit,  [died, 

This  likeness  to  lionvcrc,  w hich  I have  stu- 
Kithcr  uduiits  me  safe  to  my  design, 

Which  i too  cowardly  have  I ini  ted  after, 
And  suffer’d  to  be  ravish’d  from  my  glory, 
Or  sinks  me  and  my  miseries  together; 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  lie  stands  niusiug; 

Some  misch. ef  is  now  hatching : 

In  the  full  meditation  of  his  wickedness, 

I’ll  sink  his  cursed  soul.  Guide  my  hand, 
Heaven,  [tune, 

And  to  my  tender  arm  give  strength  and  for- 
That  1 may  do  a pious  deed,  nil  ages 
Shall  bless  my  name  for,  all  remembrance 
Vir.  It  shall  be  so.  | crown  me! 

Jul.  It  shall  not ! ’l  ake  that  token, 

j Slob*  him. 

And  hear  it  to  the  lustful  arms  of  Martin  ! 
Tell  her,  for  Virolet’s  dear  sake,  1 sent  it. 
hr.  Oh,  1 am  happy  ! let  me  see  thee, 
that  I 

May  bless  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty  ! 
Oh,  courteous  hand!  Nay,  thou  hnst  done 
most  nobly, 

And  1 lcav ’ii  has  guided  thee;  ’twas  their 
great  justice.  f thee  ! 

Oh,  Messed  wound,  that  I could  come  to  kiss 
llow  beautiful  and  sweet  thou  sliew'st! 

Jul.  Oh ! 

Vir.  Sigh  not,  [balsams 

Nor  weep  not,  dear!  shed  not  those  sovereign 
Into  ray  Mood,  whi<  It  must  recover  me ; 
Then  1 shall  live,  again  to  do  a mischief 


[Act  5, 

Against  the  mightiness  of  love  and  virtue. 
§«>ine  base  uuhallow’d  hand  shall  rob  thy 
Help  me ; I faint.  So.  [right  of— 

Jul.  Oh,  unhappy  wench  ! [\irtuc, 

llow  has  my  /cal  abus'd  inc  ! You  thaiguiud 
Were  ye  asleep?  or  do  ye  laugh  at  innocence, 
You  suffer'd  this  mistake  ? Oh,  my  dear  Vi- 
rolet ! 

An  everlasting  curse  follow  that  form 
I struck  thee  m ! his  name  be  ever  blasted  1 
For  ins  accursed  shadow  has  betray’d 
The  sweetness  of  all  youth,  the  nobleness, 
The  honour, and  the  valour  , wither’d  forever 
The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind ! 
Oh,  my  dull  devil's  eyes! 

Fir.  1 do  forgive  you  ; 

By  this,  and  this,  1 do.  1 know  you  were 
cozen’d ; [at, 

The  shadow  of  lionvcrc,  I know,  you  aim’d 
And  not  at  me;  but ’tw  as  most  necessary 
1 should  be  struck  ; some  hand  above  di- 
rected you ; 

For  Juliana  could  not  shew  her  justice, 
Without  depriving  high  Hcav’n  of  his  glory, 
On  any  subject  tit  for  her  but  Yirolet. 
Forgive  me  too,  und  take  my  last  breath, 
sweet  one ! [tlier. 

This  the  new  marriage 46  of  our  souls  toge- 
Think  of  me,  Juliana  ; hut  not  often, 
lor  fear  my  faults  should  burthen  your  af- 
Pray  for  me,  for  I faint.  v [lections. 

Jul.  Oh,  stay  a little, 

A little,  little,  sir!  [Offers  to  kill  herself. 
Vir.  Fy,  Juliana!  [der’d? 

Jul.  Shall  l out-live  the  virtue  I haveniur- 
I ir.  Hold,  or  thou  hut ’si  my  peace!  Give 
me  the  dagger; 

On  your  obedience,  and  your  love,  deliver  it ! 
If  you  do  thus,  we  shah  not  meet  111  lleav’n, 
sweet ; f tentiois. 

No  guilty  blood  comes  there:  Kill  your  111- 
And  then  you  conquer.  There,  where  I am 
Would  you  not  meet  me,  dear  ? [going, 

Jul.  Yes. 

hr.  And  still  love  me? 

Jul.  And  still  bel.old you. 
hr.  Live  then,  ’nil  Heaven  calls  you  : 
Then,  ripe  und  full  of  sweetness,  you  tise 
sainted ; 

Then  1,  that  went  before  you  to  picpare, 
Shall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court 
you, 

Willi  hymns  of  holy  love*7.  Gods ! I go  out  ! 


Or  ant/  subject .]  Amended  by  Sympson. 

This  the  neze  marriage.]  Sympson  says,  Wc  should  certainly  read  *lit  for  this  ; * or  the 
* sentence  w ill  l>e  as  muc  h nonsensical  us  elliptical.’  This , for  this  is,  i»  a common  ellipsis, 
and  by  no  means  nonsensical. 

With  hymns  of  holy  love J go  out :]  The  colon  at  the  end  of  the  line  seems  greatly  to 

injure  the  sense  of  this  passage,  «•»  the to  have  swallowed  up  a word  w hich  is  requisite 

to  complete  both  that  and  the  measure:  I imagine  we  should  till  up  aud  point  liras: 

* With  hymns  of  holy  love — — *J ore  1 go  out 

* Give  me  your  hand 6jc. 

The  judicious  reader  will  easily  see  the  reason  of  both.  Si/mpson . 

We  rather  imagine  * the  judicious  reader’  will  see  no  reason  lor  either. — The  ideal  deli- 
cacy 
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Give  me  your  hand.  Farewell ! in  peace, 
farewell ! 

Remember  me  ! farewell ! [ D.'ft. 

Jul.  ?>lcop  von  4*.  sweet  gla«*es ! 

An  everlasting  slumber  crown  those  crystal**! 
All  my  delight,  adieu  ! farewell,  dear  Virolet, 
Dear,  dear,  moYt  dear  ! Oh,  I can  weep  no 
more  ; 

My  l»odv  now  is  fire,  and  all-consuming. 
Here  will  l sit,  forget  the  world  and  all  things. 
And  only  wait  what  fienv’n  shall  turn  me  to ; 
l or  now  methinks  l should  not  live. 

[SAc  sits  down. 

Enter  Pandnlpho. 

Pond.  Oh,  my  sweet  daughter, 

The  work  is  finish'd  now  I promis'd  thee : 
Here  arc  thy  virtues  shew’d,  here  register’d, 
And  here  shall  live  for  ever. 

Jul.  Blot  it,  burn  it ! 

I have  no  virtue;  hateful  l am  as  hell  is! 

’ Pond.  Is  not  this  Yriro!t*t? 

Jo/.  Ask  jso  more  questions ! 

Mistaking  him,  I kill'd  him. 

Pond.  Oh,  my  son  ! 

Nature  turns  to  my  heart  again.  My  dear  son! 
Sm  of  m v age!  wouldsf  thou  go  out  soquirkly? 
Si  poorly  take  thy  leave,  and  never  see  me? 
Was  this  a kind  stroke,  daughter?  Could  you 
love  him, 

Honour  his  father,  and  so  deadly  strike  him  ? 
Oil,  wither'd  timeless  youth!  are  ull  thy 
promises, 

Thy  goodly  growth  of  honours,  come  to  this  ? 
1 )•»  f halt  still  I’th’world,  ami  trouhle  Nature, 
When  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily? 

Enter  Hoy,  and  three  Serwmts. 
lino,  lie  docs  weep  certain.  What  body's 
that  lies  bv  him  ? 

IIow  da  you,  sir  ? 

Pond.  On,  look  there,  T.ucio, 

Thy  master,  tliv  host  toaster ! 

Boy.  Woe  is  me! 

They've  kill’d  hirn,  slain  him  basely  ! Oh, 
my  muster! 

Pond.  Will,  daughter,  well!  what  heart 
you  hud  to  do  this  ! [tune, 

I know  he  did  yon  wrong;  hut  'twns  his  for- 
And  not  bis  fault:  For  my  sake,  that  have 
lov'd  you— 

But  I see  now  you  scorn  me  too. 


Bay.  Oh  mistress  ! [less? 

Can  you  *Jt  there,  and  his  cold  body  breath- 
Baselv  upon  the  earth? 

Pood.  Let  her  alone,  Boy  : 

She  glories  in  his  cud. 

Hoy.  You  shall  not  sit  here, 

And  smTcr  him  you  lov’d — Ha ! good  sir, 
come  hither. 

Come  hither  quickly!  heave  her  up!  Oh, 
Ilenv’o,  sir ! 

Oh,  God,  my  heart!  she’s  cold,  cold,  cold, 
and  stilt t>o, 

Slid*  ns  a stake ; she’s  dead  ! 

Pond.  Site's  gone;  ne’er  bend  ncr4*: 

I know  her  heart,  she  could  not  want  his 
company. 

Blessing  go  with  thy  soul ! sweet  angels  sha- 
dow it ! [piness! 

Oh,  that  I were  the  third  now  ! what  a hup* 
B it  I must  live  to  see  you  bud  in  earth  both; 
Then  build  a chapel  to  your  memories, 

V\  Ai  re  ail  my  wealth  shall  fashion  out  your 
stories ; 

Then  dig  a little  grave  besides,  and  all  is  done. 
How  sweet  she  looks!  her  eyes  are  open 
smiling ; 

I thought  ah’  had  been  alive.  You  arc  my 
charge,  sir; 

And  amongst  ypu  I’ll  see  lib  goods  distributed. 
Take  up  the  bodies;  mourn  in  heart,  my 
friends; 

You’ve  lost  two  noble  succour*.  Follow  me ; 
And  thou,  sad  country,  weep  this  misery ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke.  Boatswain,  Mas'rr,  Gunner , 
Citizens,  with  S d Uteri. 

Duke.  Keep  the  ports  strongly  maim'd, 
and  let  none  enter. 

But  such  as  are  known  patriots. 

Alt.  Lil  erty,  Liberty  ! 

Duke.  Tis  a substantial  thing,  and  not  a 
word, 

You  men  of  Naples;  which  if  once  taken 
from  us, 

All  other  blessings  leave  us;  'tis  a jewel 
Worth  purchasing  at  the  dear  rate  of  life, 
And  so  to  be  defended  Oh,  remember 
What  you  have  suffer’d,  siuce  you  parted 
with  ir; 

And  if  again  you  wish  not  to  he  slaves, 

And  properties  to  Ferranti’s  pride  and  lust, 


cricv  of  the  first  Editors  of  several  of  our  Authors*  plays  induced  them  to  place  an  hiatus  for 
many  words  at  whirl)  no  real  delicacy  could  receive  the  Ica^t  shock  ; and,  in  the  present  in- 
stance, as  in  multitudes  of  others,  wr  have  no  doubt  but  (tods  was  the  original  word  for 
which  on  hiatus  is  here  substituted.  This  rending  appeals  much  more  spirited  than  Svmpson's. 

48  S/rcjj  you.  &r.]  t his  passion  of  Juliana  calls  for,  and  deserves,  our  highest  admiration  : 
it  is  drawn  with  so  mnsrerly  an  hand,  that  a person  must  he  endued  with  a very  «mstll  share 
of  taste  not  to  he  touched  at  the  reading  of  it:  Our  Poci s’  stile,  in  the  pathetic,  appears 
sufficiently  plain  through  the  body  of  their  plays,  but  here  it  flames  out  nnd  perhaps  lias 
u »t  it*  superior  in  any  part  of  their  master  Slmkospear’s  compositions.  Syntpwn. 

4 3 AVer  bend  her.  J '1  his  expression  is  explained  bv  our  Authors  in  The  Maid’s  Tragedy : 

* I’ve  In  ard,  if  there  beany  life,  but  how 
1 The  body  thus,  and  it  will  shew  itself.’ 
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Take  noble  courage,  and  make  perfect  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1 Lit.  Our  great  preserver!  [bondage. 
Yon  have  enfranchis'd  us  from  wretched 
*Z  Cit.  An’t  might  be  known,  to  whom  wc 
owe  our  freedom, 

We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 

3 Cit.  Make  him  king. 

The  tyrant  once  remov’d. 

Duke.  That’s  not  my  end : 

'Twas  not  ambition  that  brought  me  hither. 
With  these  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of 
spoil. 

For  when  we  did  possess  the  tyrant’s  treasure, 
IJy  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employ  d 
To  load  y >u  with  most  miserable  thraldom, 
Wc  did  not  make  it  ours;  but  with  it  purchas’d 
The  help  of  these,  to  get  you  liberty, 

That  for  the  same  price  kept  you  in  subjec- 
tion. 

Nor  arc  we  Switzers,  worthy  countrymen. 
But  Neapolitans.  Now  eve  me  well ; 

And  tho’  the  reverend  emblems  of  mine  age 
(My  silver  locks)  are  shorn,  my  beard  cut 
off5*, 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour;  [face, 
Tho'  fourteen  years  you  have  not  seen  this 
You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  mind 
There  was  a Duke  of  Sesse,  a tnuch-wrong'd 
prince, 

Wrong’d  by  this  tyrant  Fcrrand. 

1 Cit.  Now  I know  him. 

U Cit.  Tis  he.  tang  live  the  Duke  ofScsse ! 
Duke.  I tlmnk  you. 

The  injuries  1 receiv’d,  I must  confess, 

Made  me  forget  the  love  l ow’d  this  country, 
For  which,  I hope,  I’ve  given  satisfaction, 

In  being  the  tirst  that  stirr’d  to  give  it  tree- 
dom ; 

And,  with  your  loves  and  furtherance,  will 
call  back  # [p^e* 

Long-hatiish’d  Peace,  and  Plenty,  to  this  peo- 

2 Cit . Lend  where  you  please,  we’ll  follow. 
1 Cit.  Dare  all  dangers. 

Enter  Pandnlpho , the  bodies  of  Virolet  and 
Juliana  upon  a hearse. 

Duke.  What  solemn  funeral’s  this? 

Pand.  There  rest  a while. 

And  ift  be  possible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  swift  desire  of  just  revenge, 
Hear  (if  inv  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 
In  brief  a most  sad  story. 


[Act  5. 

Duke.  Speak,  what  are  they  ? 

I know  thee  well,  Pandulpbo. 

Pand.  My  best  lord  ! [come ! 

As  far  as  sorrow  will  give  leave,  most  wel- 
This  Virolet  was,  aud  but  a son  of  mine, 

I might  say,  the  most  hopeful  of  our  gentry; 
And,  tho’  unfortunate,  never  ignoble*. 

But  I’ll  speak  him  no  further.  Look  on  this, 
This  face,  that  in  a savage  would  move  pity, 
The  wonder  of  her  sex  ! and  having  said 
Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
l’o  set  out  her  deservings.  This  bless’d  lady, 
That  did  endure  the  rack  to  save  her  husband, 
That  husband,  who,  iu  being  forc’d  to  leave 
her,  [tice 

Endur’d  a thousand  tortures ; by  what  prac- 
I know  not,  (but  ’twas  sure  a cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  last  1 hope,  hut  sad  examples 
Of  Ferraud’s  tyranny.  Convey  the  bodies 
hence ! 

Duke.  Express  your  sorrow 
In  your  revenge,  not  tours,  my  worthy  sol- 
diers ! 

That  fertile  earth,  that  teem’d  so  many 
children 

To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  ’em. 

Boats.  We  are  cold; 

Cold  walls  sha’n't  keep  him  from  us! 

Gun.  Were  he  cover’d 
With  mountains,  and  room  only  for  a bullet 
To  be  sent  level  at  him,  1 would  speed  him. 
Muster,  Let’s  scale  this  petty  tower!  At 
sea  we’re  falcons, 

And  fly  unto  the  main-top  in  a moment: 
What  then  can  stop  us  here? 

1 Cit.  We’ll  tear  him  piece-meal! 

2 Cit.  Or  eat  a passage  to  him  ! 

Duke.  Let  Discretion 

Direct  your  anger  : That’s  a victory. 

Which  is  got  with  least  loss;  let  us  make  ours 
such ! [here, 

And  therefore,  friends,  while  wc  hold  parky 
Raise  your  scalado  on  the  other  side; 

But,  enter’d,  wreak  your  suff’rings. 

[ Exeunt  Sailors  and  Soldiers. 
\ Cit.  In  onr  wrongs 

There  was  no  mean 

2 Cit.  Nor, in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Duke.  Be  appeas’d,  good  man ! [To  Pand. 
No  sorrow  cau  redeem  them  from  Death  s 
prison ; 


TIIE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


5®' wif  beard  cut  off. 

Partaking  vet  of  an  adulterate  colour.']  This  is  a glaring  contradiction  indeed  ; for,  if  In* 
board  was  rut  idf,  the  colour  of  it  could  not  possibly  be  adulterate:  If  we  do  but  remember 
what  we  are  told  of  tb  s Duke’s  having  bisbeaid  run  into  u peak  uj  twenty , we  inay  read  the 
passage  thus,  with  Mr.  Seward, 

4 mv  heard  rut  shurpt 

Or,  as  I think  nearer  the  trarcs  of  the  letters,  thus, 

4 - — my  beard  cut  half* 

• J'i,  well  known  that  ilyting  of  beards  was  a frequent  custom  in  our  Poets'  time.  Symplon. 
The  Duke's  meaning  frnorc  familiarly  than  accurately  expressed)  is,  ‘ Tlumch  my  heard  U 
diminithed,  and  in  colour  udulterati.il,  to  hide  my  aje,  yet  you  may  remember,'  die. 
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What  his  inevitable  hand  hath  seiz’d  on. 

The  world  cannot  recaver.  Ai!  the  comfort 
That  I run  give  to  you,  is  to  see  venge  ance 
Pour'd  dreadfully  upon  the  author’s  head, 

Of  which  their  ashes  may  be  sensible. 

That  have  falt’n  by  hun.  [.$on«d  a purity. 

Enter  Ferrand , .1 Tart  la . A sennit),  and  liufi- 
verc  ulnnc. 

Fund . They  appear.  [traitors 

Per.  ’Tis  uot  that  we  esteem  rebellious 
Worthy  an  answer  to  their  proudest  summons, 
That  we  vouchsafe  our  presence,  or  t’ ex- 
chance 

One  syllable  with  'em  ; hut  to  let  such  know, 
Thu’  circled  round  with  treason,  aii  points 
bent 

As  to  their  center  at  mv  heart,  ’tis  free, 

Prce  from  fear,  villains ; and  in  this  weak 
tower 

Ferrand  commands  as  absolute  as  when 
lie  trod  upon  your  necks,  and  as  much  scorns 
you.  [thro* 

A ml  w hen  the  sun  of  majesty  shall  break 
’I  he  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam, 
Instead  of  comfortable  heat,  shah  send 
Consuming  plagues  among  you,  and  you  call 
That  government  which  you  term’d  iytxinnous, 
Ileri  alter,  gentle. 

Jjukz.  Flatter  not  thyself 
With  these  deluding  hopes,  thou  eruH  beast ! 
Tlwu  art  tii*  toil,  aud  the  glad  huntsman 
prouder, 

By  whom  tbou'rt  taken,  of  his  prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)  he  should  command,  and  spoil 
his  forest. 

Ter.  What  art  thou? 

Duke.  To  thy  horror,  Duke  of  Sessc. 

Per.  The  devil  ! 

Duke.  Reserv’d  for  thy  damnation. 

Per.  Why  shakes  mv  love  ? 

.1  (urt.  Oh,  I am  lost  for  ever!  [hand 
Mountains  divide  me  from  him!  some  kind 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting!  or  dead  me 
To  the  steep  rock,  whose  rugged  brows  are 
bent 

Upon  the  swelling  main  ; there  let  me  hide  me: 
Aud  as  our  bodies  then  shall  be  divided, 

May  our  souls  never  meet ! 

Per.  Whence  grows  this,  sweetest? 

Mart.  There  are  a thousand  furies  in  his 
looks ; 

And  m his  deadly  silence  more  loud  horror, 
Than  when  in  hell  the  tortur’d  and  tormentors 
Contend  whoseshricks  arc  greater.  Wretched 
It  is  iny  father.  [uyp| 

Duke.  Yes,  nnd  1 will  own  her,  sir,  / 
’Till  my  revenge.  It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand, 
My  daughter  thou  hast  whor’d. 

per.  I trumph  in't ! [pleasure 

To  know  she’s  thine,  affords  me  more  true 
Than  the  act  gave  me,  when  e'en  at  the  height, 
I crack’d  her  virgin  zone.  Her  shame  dwell 
on  thee. 

And  nil  ti»y  family ! May  they  never  know 
Vo L.  Jl.  4 
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A female  issue,  but  a whore!  Ascanio, 
Ronvere,  look  chcarfully;  be  thou  a mnn  too, 
And  learn  of  me  to  die!  That  we  might  fall, 
And  in  our  ruins  swallow  up  this  kingdom, 
Nay,  the  whole  world,  and  make  u second 
chaos ! 

And  if  from  thence  a new  beginning  rise, 

Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us, 

And  from  our  dust  hath  embrioo  ! 

Hunv.  I liv'd  with  you,  [rne 

And  will  die  with  you;  your  example  makes 
Equally  hold. 

Ate.  And  I resolv’d  to  bear 
WlinteVr  n»y  fate  appoints  me. 

Duke.  They  are  ours: 

Now  to  the  spoil ! 

Bouts.  Pity  the  lady;  to  all  else  be  deaf. 

[Ei  cunt. 

Within.  Kill,  kill,  kill! 

[ Alarum,  Jlou  risk  trumpets,  retreat. 

, Enter  Duke,  with  Per  ran  <f$  head ; the  ('it /- 
zt  ns,  Muster,  lluut  steam,  Gunner,  Soldiers 
bunging  in  Ascunicr and  Martin. 

Duke.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel 
ends; 

; Aud  r‘ie  best  sacrifice  to  Heav'n  for  peace 
Is  tyrant’s  blood,  and  those  that  stuck  fast 
to  ium, 

Flesh’d  instruments  in  Ins  commands  to  mis- 
! With  him  dispatch'd.  [chief, 

Bt Hits.  They’re  all  cut  off. 

Duke.  Tis  will. 

All.  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Sessc! 

Duke.  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 

And  for  a general  joy  give  general  thnnksc 
, For  blessings  ne’er  descend  from  Heaven,  but 
when 

A grateful  sacrifice  ascends  from  men. 

To  your  devotion ! leave  me : There’s  a 

scene 

Which  I would  act  alone.  Yet  you  may  stay; 
For  wanting  just  spectators,  ’twill  be  nothing. 
The  rest  forbtar  me  ! 

Cit.  Liberty,  lilxra ty, liberty ! 

Murt.  T would  1 were  as  far  beneath  the 
center, 

As  now  I stand  above  it.  ITow  I tremble! 
Thrice  happy  they  that  died!  I dying  live 
| To  stand  the  wliirlvv  md  of  a father’s  fury. 

! Now  it  mores  tow'rd  me. 

Duke.  Thou — I want  a name 
By  which  to  stile  thee  : All  articulate  sounds 
That  do  express  tin  mischief  of  vile  woman. 
That  are,  or  have  been,  or  stndl  he,  are  weak 
To  speak  thee  to  the  height.  Witch!  Parricide! 
For  thou,  in  taking  leave  of  modesty, 

Hast  kill'd  thy  father,  und  ins  honour  lost; 
He's  but  a milking  shadow  to  torment  tliec. 
To  leave  and  rob  thy  father,  tiicu  set  free 
His  foes,  whose  slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treasure,  was  a strong  defeazance, 
To  cut  off  e’en  the  surest  bonds  of  merry; 
After  all  this,  (having  given  up  thyself. 

Like  to  u sensual  beast,  a slave  to  lust) 
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To  piny  the  whore,  and  then  (high  Heav’n,  it 
racks  me !) 

To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  appetite 
But  the  most  cruel  king,  whom  next  to  hell 
Thy  father  hated,  and  whose  black  embraces 
1 hou  pl’ouldst  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips 
of  furies ! 

What  const  thou  look  for? 

Enter  Pundu/pho , and  the  bodies  borne  on  the 
, hearse. 

Mart.  Death!  and  'tis  not  in  you 
1 o hurt  me  further.  Mv  old  resolution. 

Take  now  the  place  of  fear!  In  this  I liv’d, 

In  this  I'll  die,  your  daughter. 

Pat  id.  Look  but  here! 

You  had,  I know,  a guilty  hand  in  this; 
Repent  it,  lady. 

Mart.  Juliana  dead  ? 

And  Virolet? 

Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart.  Fates,  you  are  equal! — What  can 
now  fall  on  me, 

That  I will  shrink  at?  Now  unmov’d  I dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a knee 
To  ask  your  pardon : Let  your  rage  run  higher 
lhan  billows  rais’d  up  by  a violent  tempest, 
And  be,  ns  that  is,  deaf  to  all  entreaties! 

They  re  dead,  nnd  I prepar’d;  for  in  their  fall 
AH  my  desires  are  sum’d  up. 

Duke.  Impudent  too? 

Die  in  it,  wretch  ! 

Boats.  Stay,  sir  ! [Boat strain  hills  her. 


MARRIAGE.  [Act  5. 

Duke.  How  dar’st  thou,  villain,  fticc? 
Suatch  from  my  sword  the  honour  of  my  jus- 
Htfits.  I never  did  you  better  service,  sir ; 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.  I confess 
That  she  deserv’d  to  die ; hut  by  whoso  hand? 
Not  by  a father’s  Double  all  her  guilt. 

It  could  not  nmke  you  innocent,  had  you 
done  it: 

In  me  'tis  murder,  in  you  ’twerc  a crime 
Heaven  could  nut  pardon.  Witness  that  1 love 
And  in  tout  love  I did  it.  [you! 

Duke.  T hou  art  noble; 

I thank  thee  for’t.  The  thought  of  her  die 
with  her ! 

Ate.  My  turn  is  next;  since  she  could  find 
What  am  I to  expect  ? [no  mercy, 

Cit.  With  one  voice,  sir. 

The  citizens  salute  you  with  the  stile 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Duke.  I must  be  excus’d; 

The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  shoulder; 
Bestow  it  where  ’tis  due.  Stand  forth,  Asca- 
nio ! 

It  does  belong  to  you  ; live  long  and  wear  it: 
And,  warn’d  by  the  example  of  your  uncle, 
Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beasts; 
Aud  that  it  is  a most  improvident  head, 
That  strives  to  hurt  the  limbs  that  do  sup- 
port it ! 

Give  burial  to  the  dead.  For  me,  and  mine, 
We  will  again  to  sea,  and  never  know 
1 heplace.whichinmy  birth  first  gave  me  woe. 

[Flourish  trumpets.  Exeunt  omnes. 
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THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL 

A COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  and  Hills  ascribe  this  Comedy  to  Fletcher  alone.  It 
was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1647*  Langbnine  says,  it  was  revived  by  theCompany  at 
the  Duke’s  Theatre  after  the  Restoration  ; but  we  do  not  know  of  auy  representation  of 
it  since  that  period,  or  that  there  ever  was  any  alteration  of  it. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Tiiiurpo,  King  of  Spain . 

Oi HASTE,  a Spanish  Count , in  love  with 


Ftonmel. 

Julio,  a Nobleman , Uncle  to  Antonio . 
liELLIDCH,  Father  to  Ismenia , Enemy  to  Julio. 
LisaUKO,  Brother  to  Ismenia , Be  linin'  Son. 
Ttlizo,  Kinsman  to  Lisauro , and  Friend  to 
Bel  tides.  [Bellides. 

Antonio,  in  lore  with  Ismenia , an  Enemy  to 
Martino,  Friend  to  Antonio,  and  !u * secret 
GeuastO,  Friend  to  Otrunte.  [Rival. 

Moncado,  ^ two  Ctturticrt, 

Ghui.m l Gentlemen,  Friend,  to 

PmiW  s M" ■ 


Vertigo,  a French  Tailor. 

Franio,  a Miller , supposed  Father  to  Flori- 
meL 

BUSTOPUA,  Franiofs  Sun,  aC/uvn. 

Pedro,  a Songster. 

Lords  attending  the  King  in  progrest. 
Constable , Officers , and  Servants. 

Ismenia,  Daughter  to  Bellides,  Mistress  of 

Antonio. 

Aminta,  Cousin  to  Ismenia , and  her  private 
Compel  it  rir  in  Antonio’s  Lore. 
FLOKIMEL,  Daughter  to  Julio , stolen  from 
him  a Child. 

Gillian,  Frunio’s  Wife, 

Country  Maids . 


SCENE,  Spain, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lisauro,  Terzo , Ismenia , and  Aminta. 
Lisauro.  T ET  the  coach  go  round  ! we’ll 
walk  along  these  meadows. 

And  meet  at  port  again.  Come,  my  fair  bister, 
These  cool  shades  will  delight  you. 

Amin  ’Pray  be  merry : 

The  birds  sing  as  they  meant  to  entertain  vou; 
Ev’ry  thine  smiles  abroad  ; methinks  the  river, 
As  he  steals  by,  curls  up  his  head,  to  view  you : 
Ev’ry  thing  is  in  love. 

Ism.  You’d  have  it  so. 

You,  that  are  fair,  are  easy  of  belief,  cousin ; 

The  theme  slides  from  your  tongue 

Amin.  I fair  l I thauk  you  ! [me. 

Mine  is  but  shadow  when  your  sun  shines  by 
Ism.  No  more  of  this;  you  know  your 
worth,  Aminta. 

Where  are  we  now  ? 


Amin.  Hard  by  the  town,  Ismenia 
Terzo.  Close  by  the  gates. 

Ism.  Tis  a Hue  air. 

Lis.  A delicate ; 

The  way  so  sweet  and  even,  that  the  coach. 
Would  be  a tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleasures. 
Methiuks  I’m  very  merry. 

Ism.  1 am  sad.  [cousin. 

Amin,  You’re  ever  so  when  wc  entreat  you, 
Ism.  I have  no  reason.  Such  a trembling 
Over  mV  heart  methinks— — [here, 

Amin.  Sure  you  are  fasting,  [rucitia? 

Or  not  slept  well  to-night;  some  dream,  Is- 
Ism.  My  dreams  are  like  iuy  thoughts, 
honest  and  innocent; 

Yours  are  unhappy.  Who  arc  these  thatcoest 
Y'ou  told  me  the  walk  was  private.  [us*  f 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino * 

Terzo.  His  most  commonly. 


1 Coast  us, -&c.l  See  note  **  on  The  Loyal  Subject. 
4 B* 
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Ism.  Two  proper  men!  1 1 seems  they  have 
some  business; 

With  me  none  sure.  T do  not  like  their  faces; 
They  are  not  of  our  company. 

Terzo.  No,  cousin. — 

Lisuuro,  we  are  riot’d. 

Lis.  I find  it,  cousin. 

Ant.  What  handsome  lady? 

Mart.  Yes,  she’s  very  handsome; 

ThevYc  handsome  both. 

Ant.  Martino,  stay ; we’re  cozen’d,  [fire. 
Matt.  1 will  go  up:  A woman  is  no  wild- 
Ant.  Now,  by  my  life,  she’s  sweet.  Stay, 
good  Martino! 

They’re  of  our  enemies,  the  house  of  Bellide.s; 
Our  mortal  enemies. 

Mart.  Let  them  be  devils,  [ward. 

They  appear  so  handsomely,  T will  go  for- 
If  these  be  enemies,  1 11  ne’er  seek  friends 
more. 

Ant.  ’Prithee,  forbear ! the  gentle  women — 
Mart.  That's  it,  man, 

That  moves  me  like  a gin.  *PrtTy  yc  stand 
off. — Ladies 

Lis.  They’re  both  our  enemies,  both  bate 
us  equally ; 

By  this  fair  day,  our  mortal  foes ! 

Terzo.  (I  know ’em.) 

And  come  here  to  affront!  How  they  gape  at 
They  sliall  have  gaping  work.  [us ! 

Ism.  Why  your  swords,  gentlemen  ? 

Terzo.  Tray  you  stand  you  off,  cousin; 
,And  good  now  feave  your  whistling!  We’re 
abus’d  ail ! 

Back,  back,  I say ! 

J.is.  Go  back  ! 

Ant.  We  are  no  dogs,  sir, 

To  run  back  on  command. 

Term.  We’ll  make  yc  run,  sir.  [ladies, 
Ant.  Having  a civil  charge  of  handsome 
We  are  your  servants!  Tray  yc  no  fjnarrel, 
There’s  way  enough  for  both,  [gentlemen. 
Lis.  We’ll  make  it  w ider. 

Ant.  If  you  will  fight,  arm’d  from  this 
saint,  have  at  ye ! 

Ism.  Oh,  me  unhappy  ! Arc  yc  gentlemen, 

Discreet,  and  civil, and  in  open  view  thus 

Amin.  What  w ill  men  think  of  us  ! Nay, 
you  may  kill  us.  [gentlemen  ! 

Mercy  o’ me ! thro’  my  petticoat  ? what  bloody 
Ism.  Make  way  thro’ me,  y’had  best,  and 
kill  an  innocent ! [loo  ! 

Brother ! why,  cousin ! by  this  light,  I’ll  die 
1 his  gentleman  is  temperate;  be  you  mcr- 
Alas,  the  sw  ords ! [ciful ! 

Amin.  You  bad  best  run  roe  thro’*! 

Twill  be  a valiant  thrust. 

Ism.  I faint  amongst  yc. 


Ant.  Tray  yc  ben’t  fearful ! I have  done, 
sweet  lady; 

My  sword's  already  aw’d,  and  shall  obey  you. 

I come  not  here  to  violate  sweet  beauty; 

I bow  to  that. 

Ism.  Broi  her,  you  see  this  gentleman, 

This  noble  gentleman. 

Lis.  Let  him  avoid  then, 

/\nd  leave  our  walk  ! 

Ant.  The  lady  may  command,  sir; 

She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your 
weapon. 

Ism.  W hat  a sweet  nature  this  man  has ! 
Dear  brother. 

Put  up  your  sword. 

Terzo.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then. 
Ant.  No  more  loud  words!  there’s  time 
euouuh  before  us.  [tie?. 

For  shame  put  up  ! do  honour  to  these  beau- 
Mart.  Our  wav  is  this;  we  will  not  be 
denied  it. 

Terzo.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be 
cross’d  in  it.  [one; 

Ant.  Whate’er  your  way  is,  lady,  *tis  a fair 
And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 
Nor  rough  uncivil  tongues! 

[ Exeunt  Ant.  and  Must. 
Jsm.  T thank  you,  sir, 

Indeed  I thank  you  nobly!  A brave  enemy! 
Here’s  a sweet  temper  now!  This  is  a man, 
brother ; 

This  gentleman’*  anger  fc  so  nobly  seated, 
That  it  becomes  him;  yours  proclaim  ye 
monsters.  font; 

What  if  he  be  our  honse-foe?  we  may  brag 
We've  ne’er  a friend  in  all  our  he  use  so  ho- 
nourable: 

I’d  rather  from  an  enemy,  my  brother. 
Learn  worthy  distances  and  modest  defer* 
ence  3, 

Than  from  a race  of  empty  friends  loud 
I'm  hurt  between  yc.  [nothings. 

Amin.  So  am  I,  I fear  too. 

I’m  sure  their  swords  were  betw  een  my  legs4. 
Dear  cousin, 

Why  look  you  pale?  where  are  you  hurt? 

hm.  I know  not ; 

But  here  methinks.  • 

Lis.  Unlace  her,  gentle  cousin. 

Ism.  My  heart,  my  heart ! and  yet  I hies* 
the  hurter. 

Amin.  Is  it  so  dangerous? 

Jsm.  Nay,  nay,  I faint  not. 

Amin.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I find ; sure 
’tis  inward. 

Ism.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  inward ; ’tivas  a subtle 
Tiw*  hurt  not  to  be  cur'd,  I fear,  [weapon; 
Lis.  The  coach  there  ! 


» You  had  lest  run  me  thro*  the  belly.]  So  fir»t  folio. 

3 And  modest  difference.]  The  variation  of  orthography  was  made  by  Svmpson;  and 
though  we  have  admitted  it,  w e are  not  clear  but  diflt  rente,  in  the  old  sense  of  distinctions, 
is  right. 

4 I'm  sure  their  swords  were  between  my  legs.]  These  words  are  retrieved  from  the  first 
folio. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


5j7 


Act  1.  Scene  2.] 

Amin.  May  be  a fright. 

Ism.  Aminta,  ’twa*  a sweet  one; 

A ml  y*t  a cruel. 

Amin.  Now  I find  the  wound  plain  : 

A wondrous  handsome  gentleman 

Ism.  Oh,  no  deeper  ! 

'Prithee  be  silent,  wench;  it  may  be  thy  case. 
Amin.  You  must  be  search'd;  the  wouud 
will  rancle,  cousin.— 

And  of  so  sweet  a nature— 

Ism.  Dear  Aminta, 

Make  it  not  sorer ! 

Amin.  And  on  my  life  admires  you. 

Ism.  Call  the  coach,  cousin. 

Amin.  The  coach,  the  coach  ! 

Terzo.  Tis  ready.  Bring  the  coach  there  ! 
Lis.  Well,  my  brave  enemies,  we  shall  yet 
meet  ye, 

And  our  old  hate  shall  testify 

Ttrzo.  It  shall,  cousin.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

Ant.  Their  swords  ! alas,  I weigh ’em  not, 
dear  friend ; 

The  indiscretion  of  the  owners  blunts  ’em ; 
'The  fury  of  the  house  affrights  not  me, 

It  spends  itself  in  words.  Oh  me,  Martino ! 
There  was  a two-edg’d  eye,  a lady  carried, 

A weapon  that  no  valour  can  avoid, 

Nor  art,  the  hand  of  spirit,  put  aside. 

< )b,  friend,  it  broke  out  on  me,  like  a bullet 
Wrapt  in  a cloud  of  fire;  that  point,  Martino, 
Dizzied  my  sense *,  and  was  too  subtle  for  me; 
Snot  like  a cornet  in  my  face,  and  "wounded 
(To  my  eternal  ruin) my  heart’s  valour. 
Mart.  M«  thinks  she  was  no  such  piece. 
Ant.  Blaspheme  not,  sir  ! 

She  is  so  far  beyond  weak  commendation, 

'I  hat  Impudence  will  blush  to  think  dl  of  her. 
Mart.  1 see  it  not,  and  yet  I had  both  eyes 
open, 

And  I could  judge;  I know  there  is  no  beauty 
’Till  our  eyes  give  it ’em,  mid  make ’em  hand- 
some : 

What’s  red  and  white,  unless  we  do  allow 'em? 
A green  face  else;  and jnetlanks  such  an- 
other——— 

Ant.  Peace,  thou  lewd  herctick ! thou 
judge  of  beauties? 

Thou  hast  an  excellent  sense  for  a sign-post, 
friend. 

Didst  thou  not  sec,  (I’ll  swear  thou  art  stone- 
blind  else®, 


As  blind  as  Ignorance) when  die  appear’d  first, 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  Bust?  and  thro*  her 
face, 

(Asif  the  Hours  and  Graces  had  strevv’d  roses) 
A blush  of  wonder  flying?  when  she  was 
frighted 

At  our  uncivil  swords,  didst  thou  not  mark 
How  far  beyond  the  purity  of  snow 
The  soft  wind  drives,  whiteness  of  innocence, 
Or  any  thing  that  hears  celestial  paleness, 
Sh*  appear’d  o’  th*  sudden  ? Didst  thou  not 
see  her  tears  ** 

When  she  entreated?  Oh,  thou  reprobate! 
Didst  thou  not  see  those  orient  tears  flow’d 
from  her, 

The  little  worlds  of  lore?  A set,  Martino, 
Of  such  sanctified  beads,  and  a holy  heart  to 
I could  live  ever  a religious  hermit.  [love. 
Mart.  I do  believe  a little;  and  yet,  rne- 
She  was  o’  th’  lowest  stature.  [thinks, 

Ant.  A rich  diamond, 

Set  ncatand  dcap!  Nature’s  chief  art,  Martino, 
Is  to  reserve  her  models  curious, 

Not  cumbersome  and  great ; and  such  an  one, 
For  fear  she  should  exceed  upon  her  matter, 
Has  she  fram’d  this.  Oh,  ’tis  a spark  of 
beauty ! 

And  where  they  appear  so  excellent  in  little. 
They  will  but  flame  in  great7;  extentiou  spoils 
Vm. 

Martino, learn  this;  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  object,  still  the  sweeter 
That  comes  unto  us : Great  bodies  are  like 
countries,  [’em. 

Discovering  still,  toil  and  no  pleasure  finds 
Mart.  A rare  co»mographer  for  a small 
island  ! 

Now  I believe  sbe’s  handsome. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily ; 

Let  thy  belief,  tho*  long  a-coining,  save  thee. 
Mart.  She  was,  certain,  fair. 

Ant.  But  hark  you,  friend  Martino ! 

Do  not  believe  yourself  too  far  before  me; 
For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  sir. 

Murt.  Who  bid  you  teach  me?  [tonio  ? 
D’you  shew'  me  meat,  and  stitch  my  lips,  A il- 
ls that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  shouldst  abuse  me — 
And  yet  I know  thee  for  an  arrant  wencher, 
A most  immod’ratc  tiling;  thou  canst  not  love 

lu"?. 

Marl.  A little  serves  my  turn;  I fly  at  all 

But  I believe [games; 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  see  her  more? 

She  is  our  enemy.  . 


5 Dazzled  wiy  sense.]  Seward  thinks  it  would  be  keeping  closer  to  the  metaphor  to  riad, 

* bajfflcd  niy  fence  ;*  but  the  old  reading  carries  on  the  metaphor  best.  Dazzled  is  much 
most  applicable  to  the  point  of  a l wo- edged  eye,  which  he  immediately  after  compares  to  a 
cornet. 

6 Dost  thou  not  see  ( I'll  so  car  thou  art  soon  blind  else).]  Amended  in  1750. 

7 They  will  but  flame  in  great. J If  this  be  genuine,  Jiame , when  applied  to  beauty,  must 
be  a term  of  contempt,  w tereas  it  is,  I believe,  universally  applied  to  it  ai  a term  of  excel- 
lence. I verily  think  the  original  was,  not  Jiame,  and  then  the  reason  that  follows  is  just, 

* because  extentiou  spoils  ’em.’  Seward. 
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Mart.  Why  are  you  jealous  then? 

As  tar  as  I conceive,  she  hates  our  whole 

A tit.  Yet,  good  Martino [house. 

ilfarf.  Come,  come;  I’ve  mercy  on  you: 
You  shall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream,  Antonio, 
And  I’ll  not  hinder.  Tho’,  now  I persuade 
myself — 

Enter  Aminta  with  a letter . 

Ant.  Sit  with  persuasion  down,  and  you 
deal  honestly; 

I will  look  better  on  her. 

Mart.  Stay;  who's  this,  friend  ? 

Ant.  Is’t  not  the  other  gentlewoman? 
Mart  Yes.  A letter!  [tonio, 

She  brings  no  < hallcitge  sure?  If  she  do,  An* 
I hope  sue’ll  be  a second  too;  I'm  for  her. 
Amin.  A good  hour,  gentlemen  ! 

Ant.  You’re  welcome,  Jady  ! [us 

Tis  like  our  late  rude  passage  has  pour’d  on 
Some  reprehension. 

Amin.  No,  1 bring  no  anger  ; 

Tho’  some  deserv'd  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blaroe,  lady: 
But,  for  my  part,  in  all  humility, 

And  with  no  little  shame,  I ask  your  par- 
dons! [ties. 

Indeed  I wear  no  sword  to  fright  sweet  bcau- 
Amin.  You  have  it;  and  this  letter.  'Pray 
you,  sir,  view’t, 

And  my  commission's  done. 

Mart.  Have  you  none  for  me,  lady  ? 
Amin.  Not  at  this  tune. 

Mart.  I am  sorry  for’t ; I can  read  too. 
Amin.  I’m  glad  : But,  sir,  to  keep  you  in 
your  exercise, 

You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written. 
Mart.  Thank  you! 

So’t  be  a woman’s,  I can  pick  the  meaning ; 
For  likely  they’ve  but  one  end. 

Amin.  You  say  true,  sir.  [.Er<7. 

Ant.  Martin',  my  wishes  are  come  home 
and  loadcn,  fpy ! 

Loaden  with  brave  return  ; most  happy,  nnp- 
I am  a blcss'd  man!  Where’s  the  gentle- 
woman ? 

Mart.  Gone,  the  spirit’s  gone ; what  news? 
Ant.  *Tis  from  the  lady ; 

From  her  we  saw  ; from  that  same  miracle  ! 
I know  her  name  now.  Read  but  these  three 
lines;  [holy. 

Head  with  devotion,  friend  ! the  lines  are 
Mart,  [reading.]  * I dare  not  chide  you 
in  my  letter,  sir;  {me 

‘ Twill  lie  too  gentle:  If  you  please  to  look 

* In  the  West-street,  and  fiud  a fair  stone 

window 

* Carv’d  with  white  Cupids,  there  I’ll  enter- 

tain you:  [Ismenia.* 

‘ Night  and  discretion  guide  you.  Call  me 
Ant.  Give’t  me  again  ! Come,  come ; fly, 
fly  ! I’m  all  lire ! 


[Act  1.  Scene  8. 

Mart.  There  may  be  danger. 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink, 

When  men  are  thirsty ; to  eat  hastily, 

When  we  are  hungry  ; so  there  is  in  sleep, 

friend, 

Obstructions  then  may  rise  and  smother  us ; 
We  may  die  laughing-choak'd;  e’en  at  devo- 
An  apoplexy*,  or  a sudden  palsy,  [tions, 
May  strike  us  down. 

Mart  May-be,  a train  to  catch  you. 
Ant.  Then  I am  caught ; and  let  Lore 
unswer  for’t ! 

Tis  not  mv  folly,  but  his  infamy  ; 

And  if  he  be  ador’d,  and  dare  do  vile  things — 
Mart.  Well,  I will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a lady,  sir, 

A maid,  I think,  and  where  that  holy  spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I ne’er  fear  a villainy. 
Tis  almost  night;  away,  friend! 

Mart.  I am  ready  : 

I think  I know  the  house  too. 

Ant.  Then  we’re  happy.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Ismenia  and  Aminta. 

Ism.  Did  you  meet  him? 

Amin.  Yes. 

Ism.  And  did  you  give  my  letter? 

Amin.  To  what  end  went  1 ? 

Ism.  Are  you  sure  ’twas  be? 

Wns  it  that  gentleman  ? 

Amin.  D’ yon  think  I was  blind? 

I went  to  seek  no  carrier,  nor  no  midwife. 
Ism.  What  kind  of  man  was  he?  Tliou 
maysl  be  deceiv’d,  friend. 

Amin.  A man  with  a nose  on’s  face;  I 
think  he  had  eyes  too; 

And  hands,  for  sure  he  took  it. 

Ism.  What  an  answer! 

Amin.  What  questions  are  these  to  one 
that's  hot  and  troubled ! [cousin, 

Do  you  think  me  a babe?  Am  I notable, 
At  my  years  and  discretion,  to  deliver 
A letter  handsomely  ? is  that  such  a hard 
tiling  ? 

Why  every  wafer-woman  w ill  undertake  it : 
A sempster’s  girl,  or  a tailor’s  wife,  won't 
miss  it: 

A Puritan  hostess,  cousin,  would  scorn  these 
My  legs  are  weary.  [questions. 

Ism.  J 'll  make ’em  well  again. 

Amin.  Are  they  at  supper? 

Ism.  Yes,  and  I’m  not  well,  H*h. 

Nor  desire  no  company.  Look  out ! 'tis  dark- 
Amin.  I see  nothing  yet.  Assure  yourself, 
Ismenia, 

If  he  be  a man,  he  will  not  miss. 

Ism.  It  may  be  he  is  modest. 

And  timl  may  pull  him  back  from  seeing  me; 
Or  has  made  some  wild  construction  ot  my 
1 blush  to  think  what  I writ.  [easines*  i 


* ITe  may  die  laughing,  choak’d  e'en  at  devotions : 
An  apoplexy,  &c\]  Corrected  by  Seward. 
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Act  1.  Scene  S.]  THE  MAJD  I 

Amin.  What  should  youblir  > a'  5 
Blush  when  you  act  your  thoughts,  not  when 
you  write  ’em ; [cousin. 

Blush  soil  between  a pair  of  sheets,  sweet 
i ho  he  be  a curio  unearned  gentleman,  I 
can’t  think 

He  s so  unnatural  to  leave  a woman, 

(A  young,  a noble,  and  a beauteous  woman  > 
I>ave  her  in  her  desires:  .Men  of  this  age 
Are  rather  prone  to  couie  before  they’re  sent 
for. 

Hark  ! I hear  something:  Up  loth’  chamber. 
You  may  spoil  all  * »se.  [cousin  ! 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino . 

Ism.  Let  me  see!  They’re  gentlemen  : 

It  may  be  they. 

A nun.  They  are  they.  Get  you  up, 

And  like  a load  -star  draw  him*! 

hm.  I’m  sharnc-fac’d  ! [Exeunt  Ladies. 
Ant.  1 Ins  is  the  street. 

Mart . I ni  looking  lor  the  house. 

Close,  close,  ’pray  you  close !— Here. 

Ant.  No,  this  is  a merchant’s; 

I know  the  trail  well. 

Mart.  And  this  a pot  he  < ary’s:  I've  lain 
h.  re  many  limes, 

For  a looseness  in  my  hilts. 

Ant.  you  not  past  it? 

Mart.  No,  sure:  fact 

There  is  no  house  of  mark ' hat  we  have  scap’d 
Ant,  What  ptuce  is  this? 

Mart.  Speak  sol  ter!  ‘may  le  spies. 

If  any,  this;  a goodly  window  too,  [dark; 
Cart’d  fair  above10!  that  1 perceive.  Tis 
Bat  she  has  such  a lustre 

Edtcr  Ismcnia  and  Aminta  above , with  a 
taper . 

Ant.  Yes,  Martino  ; 

So  radiant  sue  appears  - ■ - 
tr  Mart.  Else  we  may  miss,  sir. 

The  night  grows  vengeance  black:  ’Pray 
Henv’n  she  shine  clear! 

Hark,  hark  ! a window,  aud  a candle  too? 
Ant.  Step  close.  Tis  she ! 1 see  the  cloud 
disperse ; 

And  uow  the  beauteous  planet 

r Mart.  Ha ! ’tis  indeed. 

^•ow,  by  the  soul  of  love,  a divine  creature ! 
Ism.  Sir,  sir! 

Ant.  Most  blessed  lady  ! 

Ism.  ’Pray  you  stand  out. 

Amin.  You  need  not  fear there’s  nobody 
now  stirring. 

Mart.  Beyond  his  commendation  I am 
Infinite  strangely  taken.  [taken, 

Amin.  I love  that  gentleman  ; 

Mcthinks  he  has  a dainty  nimble  body : 
i love  him  heartily. 

Ism.  Tis  the  right  gentleman  ; 
what  to  say  to  him? — Sir- 


TIIE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


Amin.  Speak. 

Ant.  I wait  still ; 

Ami  will  do  till  1 grow  another  pillar, 

To  prop  this  house,  so  it  please  you. 

hm.  Speak  softly ; 

Ami  pray  you  speak  truly  too. 

Ant.  I never  lied,  lady. 

Ism.  A ml  Jo  not  think  me  impudent  to  ask 
you — 

I know  you  are  an  enemy,  ( speak  low!) 

Bui  I would  make  you  a friend. 

Ant.  Pin  friend  to  beauty; 

There  is  no  handsomeness  i dare  be  foe  to. 
Ism.  Are  you  married  ? 

Ant.  No. 

Ism.  Are  you  betroth’d? 

Ant.  No,  neither. 

Ism.  Indeed,  fair  sir? 

Ant.  Indeed,  fair  sweet,  I am  not. 

Most  beauteous  virgin,  I am  free  as  you  are. 

Ism.  That  may  he,  sir ; then  you  are  inise- 
For  I am  hound.  [rablc. 

Ant.  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  you  ! * 

< *r  do  you  put  lliem  on  yourself  for  pleasure  ? 
Sure  they  be  sweeter  far  than  liberty : 

There  is  no  blessedness  but  in  such  bondage. 
Give  me  that  freedom,  madam,!  beseech  you, 
(Since  you  have  question’d  me  so  cunningly) 
To  ask  you  whom  you’re  bound  to;  he  must 
he  certain  [beauty: 

More  than  human,  that  bounds  in  such  a 
Happy  that  happy  chain!  such  links  are 
heav'nly. 

Ism.  ’Pray  you  don’t  mock  me,  sir. 

Ant.  ’Pray  you,  lady,  tell  me. 

Ism.  Will  you  believe?  aud  will  you  keep 
it  to  you  ? 

And  not  scorn  what  I speak  ? 

Ant.  I dare  not,  madam ; 

An  oracle,  what  you  say  I dare  swear  to. 
Ism.  I’ll  set  the  candle  by,  for  I shall  blush 
now. 

Fy,  how  it  doubles  in  my  mouth!  Jt  must 
Tis  you  I’m  bound  to.  [out. 

Ant.  Sneak  that  word  again  ! 

I understand  you  not. 

Ism.  ’Tis  you  I’m  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  gentleman. 

Ism.  Tis  you,  sir, 

Amin,  lie  may  be  lov’d  too. 

Mart.  Not  by  thee;  first  curse  me  ! 

Ism.  And  it  1 knew  your  name — — 

Ant.  Antonio,  madam. 

Ism.  Antonio,  take  this  kiss ; ’tis  you  I’m 
bound  to. 

Ant.  And  when  I set  you  free,  may  Heav’n 
forsake  me  ! 

Ismrnia 

Ism.  \ es,  now  I perceive  you  love  me ; 

V ou’ve  leurn’d  my  name. 

Ant.  hear  hut  some  vows  I make  to  you; 
Hear  but  the  protestations  of  a true  love. 


* And  like  a land-star.  J Amended  in  1750. 
**  Carv'd  far  above. \ \ aried  in  1750. 


Digitized  by  Google 


SCO 


tiie  M\ir>  in  the  mill. 


Ism.  No,  no,  not  now:  Vows  should  be 
chcarful  things,  [rnuiiy: 

Done  in  the  clearest  light,  and  noblest  testi- 
No  vow,  dear  sir ! tie  not  my  fair  belief 
To  such  strict  terms : Those  men  have  broken 
credits,  [tonin, 

Loose  and  dismember'd  faiths,  my  dear  An- 
That  splinter  ’em  with  vows.  Am  1 not  too 
Correct  me  when  you  please.  [bold? 

Ant.  I’d  rather  hear  you. 

For  so  sweet  mil  sick  never  struck  mine  ears 
Will  you  believe  now?  [yet. 

Ism.  Yes. 

Ant . I’m  yours. 

Inn.  Speak  louder; 

If  you  answer  the  priest  so  low,  youll  lose 
your  wedding 

Mart.  ’Would  I might  speak  ! I’d  hollow. 
Ant.  Take  my  heart; 

And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honest  to  you, 
Heav’n 

Ism.  Peace : no  more  ! I’ll  keep  your  heart, 
and  credit  it: 

Keep  you  your  word.  When  will  you  come 
again,  friend? 

For  this  time  wo  have  woo’d  indifferently : 

I would  fain  *ee  you,  when  1 dare  be  bolder. 
Ant.  Why,  any  night.  Only,  dear  noble 
mistress. 

Pardon  three  days  ! My  uncle  Julio 
lias  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promise, 


[Act  2.  Scene  1. 

Upon  expectation  too:  We  have  rare  sports 
there. 

Hare  country  sports;  I would  you  could  hut 
Dare  you  so  honour  me  ? [see ’em  4 

Jsm.  I dare  not  be  there ; 

You  know  I dare  not;  no,  I must  not.  friend. 
Where  I may  come  with  honourable  free- 

Alas,  Pm  ill  too;  we  in  love dom— 

Ant.  You  flout  me. 

Ism.  Trust  me,  i do  not ; I speak  truth, 
Pm  sickly, 

And  am  in  love ; but  you  must  be  physician. 
Ant.  I’ll  make  a pluister  of  my  best  af- 
fection. 

Ism.  Be  gone ! we’ve  supp’d  : I hear  the 
people  stir. 

Take  my  best  wishes!  Give  me  no  cause, 
To  curse  this  liapy  night.  [Antonio, 

Ant.  I’ll  lose  niv  life  first. 

A thousand  kisses ! 

Ism.  Take  ten  thousand  back  again ! 
Mart.  I’m  dumb  with  admiration  ! Shall 
we  go,  sir?  [Exeunt  Gentians*. 

Ism.  Dost  thou  know  his  uncle  ? 

Amin.  No,  but  I can  ask,  cousin. 

Ism.  I’ll  tell  thee  more  of  that.  Come, 
let’s  to  bed  both  ; 

And  give  me  handsome  dreams,  Love,  I be- 
seech thee ! 

Amin.  IP  has  givVi  you  a handsome  subject 
Ism.  Pluck-to  the  window  s ".  [Exeunt. 


11  This  scene  naturally  reminds  us  of  a similar  one  in  Shakespeare’s  Romeo  and  Juliet;  ta 
which  this,  with  all  its  beauties,  must  be  allowed  to  be  much  interior. 


AC'l 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bastopha. 

Bust.  rPHE  thund’ring  seas,  whose  wat’ry 
-*■  fire 

Washes  the  whiting-mops  *•, 

The  gentle  whale  whose  feet  so  fell 

Flies  o’er  the  mountains’  tops 

Fra.  [liiMm.J  Boy ! 

Bust.  The  thundVing * 

Fru.  Why,  boy  Businpha! 

Bust.  Here  I am.  The  gentle  whale 

^ Enter  Franio. 

Fra.  Oh,  arc  you  here,  sir  ? where’s  your 
sister  ? _ 

19  W/iilivp-mnjiS.1  A sort  of  lish  so  called; 
tial  Maid,  act  ii.  scene  2. 

1 they  will  tread 

* Whiting-wops'  6cc. 

So  in  The  Guardian  of  Philip  Massinger,  Can 

* If  it  were  a tisli  day, 

* 1 have  a stomach  and  x 

* With  this  pretty  u hit  in 


II. 

Bust.  The  gentle  wlmic  flics  o’er  the  moun- 
tains’ tops 

Fra.  Where’s  your  sister,  man  ? 

Bust.  Washes  the  wlming-mops- 

I'm.  Thou  liest ! she  has  none  to  wash. 
Mops? 

The  hoy  is  half  way  out  of  his  w its  sure. 
Sirrah,  who  am  l?’ 

Bast.  The  thundVing  seas 

Fra.  Mad,  stark  mad  ! 

Bust.  Will  you  not  give  a man  leave  to  eon? 
Fra.  Yes.  and  ’fess  too,  [father? 

Ere  i have  done  w ith  you,  sirrah.  Ami  your 
Bust.  The  question  is  too  hard  for  a child; 
ask  ine  [you. 

Any  tiling  that  I have  learn’d,  and  I’ll  answer 

ur  Authors  have  the  same  term  in  The  Mar- 

you  their  measures  like 

illo  says, 

«»u*H  content  myself 

'-map;  * meaning  Mirtilla.  Sympson, 


\ 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 


Fra.  Is  that  a hard  question?  Sirrah,  am 
not  I your  father? 

Bust.  If  I had  my  mother-wit  I could  tell 
» Fra.  Are  you  [you. 

A thief? 

Bust.  So  far  forth  as  the  son  of  a miller. 
Fra.  Will  vou  be  hang’d? 

Bust.  Let  it  go  by  eldership. 

The  penile  whale 

Fra.  Sir  rah,  lay  by  your  foolish  study  there, 
And  heat  your  brains  about  your  owu  af- 
fairs; or 

. Bust.  I thank  you  ! 

You’d  have  me  po  under  the  sails,  and  beat 
My  brains  about  your  mill  ? a natural  father 
You  are  ! 

Fra.  I charge  you  po  not  to  the  sports  to- 
day : 

Last  night  I gave  you  leave;  now  I recant. 
Bust.  Is  the  wind  turn’d  since  last  night? 
Fra.  Marry  is  it,  sir: 

Go  no  further  than  my  mill ; there’s  my  com- 
mand upon  you. 

Bust.  I may  go  round  about  then  as  your 
mill  does.  [fried 

I will  see  your  mill  gelded,  and  his  stones 
In  steaks,  ere  I deceive  the  country  so! 
Have  1 not  my  part  to  study?  llow  shall 
Tlu*  sports  po  forward,  if  I be  not  there? 
Fra.  They'll  want  their  fool  indeed,  if  thou 
be’st  not  there. 

Bust.  Consider  that,  and  go  yourself. 

Fra . I have  fears,  sir,  that  I cannot  utter: 
Y ou  go  not,  nor  your  sister;  there’s  my  charge. 
Bust.  The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  13 
cau’t  hold  me.  [Hounds  in  full  cry. 

Fra.  Ay  this  was  sport  that  I have 
tightly  lov’d  ! 

1 could  have  kept  company  with  the  hounds — 
You  arc  lit  for  no  other  company  yet. 
Fra  Run  with  the  hare, 

And  been  in  the  whore’s  tail  i'  faith  I 
Bust.  That  was 

Before  l was  born  : I did  ever  mistrust 
I was  a bastard,  because  topis  is 
In  the  singular  number  with  me. 


Enter  Otrante  and  Gerasto. 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  game,  Gerasto,  and 
chase  here; 

Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  desires, 
Thoa’lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I’m  prepar’d, 

My  lord,  with  advantages:  And  see 
Yonder’s  the  subject  I must  work  upon. 

Otr.  Her  brother?  ’tis:  Mcthinks  it  should 
be  easy : 

That  gross  compound  15  cannot  but  diffuse 
The  soul,  in  such  a latitude  of  ease, 

As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazy. 
What  wit,  above  the  least,  can  be  in  him, 
That  reason  ties  together? 

Ger.  I have  nrov’d  it,  sir. 

And  know  the  depth  of  it : I have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a hackney- pace. 
With  all  that  flesh  about  him  ; yes,  and  drag 
[ Cry  of  Hounds. 
His  sister  after  him.  This  baits  the  old  one; 
Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other. 

[ISnh 

Otr.  Tis  well. — Oh,  Franio,  the  good  day 
to  you ! [ ing  ; 

You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  musick  stand* 
The  beagle  and  the  bugle  you  have  lov’d, 

In  the  fir^t  rank  of  huntsmen. 

Bust.  The  dogs  cry 
Out  of  him  now  •*. 

Fra  Sirrah,  leave  your  burking; 

I’ll  bite  you  else 
Bust.  Cur!  Cur! 

Fra.  Slave,  dost  call  me  dog  ? 

Otr.  Oh  fy,  sir  ! 

He  speaks  Latin  to  you;  he  would  know 
Why  you’ll  bite  him. 

Bust.  Respond?,  cur!  You  sec 
His  understanding,  my  lord. 

Fru.  I shall  have 

A time  to  curry  you  for  this! — But, 

My  lord,  to  answer  you  ; the  days  have  been 
I must  have  footed  it  before  this  hornpipe, 
Tho*  I had  hazarded  my  mill  a-tire, 

And  let  the  stoues  grind  empty  : But  those 
dancings 


Gulden  thumb .J  In  Chaucer's  character  of  the  Miller  arc  the  following  lines: 

* Wei  coudc  he  steld  corn,  and  tolle  ittwye, 

* And  yit  he  had  a thumb  of  gold,  purde  f * 

Dr.  Morell  and  Mr.  Tyrwhit  both  Suppose,  that  Chaucer  alluded  to  the  old  proverb,  * Every 
houfst  Miller  has  a thumb  of  gold  to  which  they  reply  in  Somersetshire,  ‘ None  but  a 
cuckold  can  see  it/  To  the  same  proverb  our  Author  evidently  refers  in  Bustopha’s  speech. 
See  Ray’s  Proverbs.  R. 

'*  Fra.  I , this  uus  sport , 5cc.]  Without  the  stage  direction  which  Mr.  Seward  and  I have 
affixed  here,  this  abrupt  speech  would  not  be  understood  by  any  reader.  Sytnpson. 

*'  That  gross  compound. \ The  sense  and  measure  both  seem  here  to  be  incomplete  : The 
deficiency  i would  remedy  thus, 

* For  this  gross,'  &c.  Mr.  Seward  so, 

* Sure  this  gross.’  TIm»  reader  may  take  his  choice  of  cither.  Sjpnpson. 

**  Bust.  The  dogs  cry  out  of  him  now. J I read  for:  Without  this  trifling  change,  I see  no 
lmmour  in  Bustaplio's  answer.  * The  very  dugs  cry  out  against  him,’  does  not  suit  the  rest  of 
his  drolleries ; but  ‘ the  dogs  cry  out  for  him  as  carrion  proper  for  them/  is  quite  in  his 
stile.  Sympson. 

Franio’s  answer,  * leave  your  barking / seems  to  confirm  the  old  reading,  * out  o/’hiin.’ 
Vol.  II.  4 C 
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Arc  done  with  me : I have  pood  will  to't  still, 
And  that’s  the  best  I can  do. 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  shall  be  hors’d; 
lour  company  deserves  him;  tho’  you  kill 
Itun  him  blind,  1 care  not.  [him, 

Bust.  lie  will  do  it  [mill. 

^ Purpose,  niy  lord,  to  bring  him  up  to  the 
J ru.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  ray  lord. 
Otr.  There  is 

A toot  i th'  stirrop ; I'll  not  leave  you  now.— 
\ ou  shall  see  the  panic  fall  once  again. 

d'ra.  " e^>  nxy  l°rd,  I >vill  make  ready 
My  legs  for  you,  and  try  ’em  once  a lmrse- 
Sirrah ! my  charge ; keep  it ! fback. 

Bust.  Yes;  [sake, 

U hen  you  pare  down  your  dish  for  conscience 
U hen  your  thumb’s  coin'd  into  bona  fy  Icgalis, 
When  you  are  a true  man -miller. 

Otr.  What’s 
The  matter,  Bustopha  ? 

Bust.  My  lord,  if  you  „ [gers, 

Have  e’er  a drunken*  jade  that  has  the  su»g- 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  mill 
w ith  him, 

Set  him  o th'  hack  on  him;  a palled  jennet 
That  will  winch  him  out  o’  th’  saddle,  and 
break  one  oil’s  necks, 

Ora  shank  of  him  (there  was  a fool 
(*»oing  that  way,  hut  the  ass  had  better  Ipck’i ; 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaric*,  that  would 
Pn5S  [with  him: 

The  Straits,  and  run  into  his  own  country 
The  first  Moor  he  met  would  cut  his  throat 
Tor  complexion’s  sake ; there’s  as  deadl  y feud 
between  [white. 

A Moor  and  a miller,  as  between  black  and 
Otr.  F y,  fy!  this  is  unnatural,  Bustopha, 
Unless  on  some  strong  cause. 

Bust.  Be  judge,  my  lord  : I'm  studied  in 
my  part;  [me; 

The  Julian  feast's  to-day,  thecountry  expects 
I speak  all  the  dumb-sliows ; my  sister  chosen 
I or  a nymph.  4 1 he  gentle  whale  w hose  feet 
so  fell.’ 

Cry  niercy ! that  was  some  of  my  part;  but 
his  charge  is, 

To  keep  the  mill,  and  disappoint  the  revels. 
Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  speaks  shrewdly  for 
thee,  the  country 
Expecting. 

Bust.  Ay,  and  for  mine  ow  n grace  too. 
Otr.  Yes,  and  being  studied  too,  and  die 
main  speaker  too. 

Bust.  The  main?  why,  all  my  speech  lies 
in  the  main, 

And  the  dry  ground  together:  4 The  thun- 

d’ring  seas,  whose ' 

Otr.  Nay,  then  thou  must  go;  thou’lt  be 
much  condemn'd  else. 

But  then,  o’  th’  other  side,  obedience. 

Bust  Obedience? 

But  speak  your  conscience  now,  my  lord ; am 
Not  l past  asking  blessing  at  these  years  ? 
bpeak  as  you're  a lord;  if  you  had' a miller 
to  your  father — - 


[Act  2.  Scene  I 

Otr.  I must  yield  to  you,  Bustopha ; 

Yrour  reasons  are  so  strong,  I cannot  contra- 
dict. 

This  1 think,  if  you  go,  your  sister  ought 
To  co  along  with  you. 

Bust.  There  I stumble  now  : 

She  is  not  at  age. 

Otr.  Why,  she’s  fifteen,  and  upwards. 
Bust.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That’s  woman’s  ripe  age;  as  full  as 
thou  art 

At  one-and-twenty : She’s  niannhle,  is  she  not? 
Bust . I think  not : Poor  heart,  she  was 
never  tried,  [not 

In  uiy  conscience.  ’Tis  a coy  thing;  she  will 
Kiss  you  a clown,  r.ot  if  he  w ould  kiss  her— 
Otr.  What,  man  ? 

Bust.  Not  if  he  would  kiss  her.  I say. 
Otr.  Ob, '(was  cleanlier  than  1 expected.— 
Well,  sir, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  vour  own;  hut  my  opinion 
Is,you  may  take  her  along  — This  is  halfway; 
The  rest,  uorastoand  I {mutiny  prey.  [ Extt. 

Bust.  Away  with  the  old  miller,  my  lord ! 
Ami  the  mill  strikes  sail  presently 

Enter  Pedro,  with  Gcrasto  blinded,  sinking. 

SONG. 

Ger. Come  follow  me,  you  country  lasses! 
And  you  shall  sec  such  sport  ns  passes: 
You  shall  dance,  and  I w ill  sing; 
Pedro,  he  shall  rub  the  string; 

Each  shall  have  a loose-bodied  gown 
Of  green,  and  laugh  'till  you  lie  down. 
Come  follow  me,  come  follow,  &c. 

Enter  Florintd. 

Bust.  Oh,  sweet  Diego,  the  sweetest  Di- 
ego ! Stay. — Sister  Florimtl! 

Ftor.  What’s  that,  brother  ? 

Bust.  Didst  not  hear  Diego?  Hear  him, 
and  thou’lt  he  ravish’d. 

Fior.  I have  heard  him  sing,  yet  unra- 
vish’d,  brother. 

Bust.  You  had  t lie  better  luck,  sister.  I 
was  ravish’d  [sports ! 

By  my  own  consent.  Come  away;  for  the 
Flor.  I have  the  fear  of  a father  on  me, 
brother. 

Bust.  Out!  the  thief  is  as  safe  as  in  hi* 
mill;  lie’s  hunting  with  our  great  landlord, 
the  don  Otrante.  Strike  up,  Diego. 

Flor.  But  say  he  return  before  us,  w lit  re’s 
our  excuse  ? 

Bust.  Strike  up,  Diego ! Hast  no  strings 
to  thy  apron? 

Flor.  Well,  the  fault  lie  upon  your  head, 
brother. 

Bust.  My  faults  never  mount  so  high,  girl; 
they  rise 

But  to  my  middle  at  most.  Strike  up, Diego. 

Gcr.  Follow  ine  by  the  ear;  I’ll  lead  thee 
Bustopha,  and  pretty  Florimcl  thy  sister,  [on, 
Oli,  that  I could  see  her  ! 
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Act  2.  Scene  2.J 

Bust.  Oh,  Diego,  there’s  two  pities  upon 
thee : 

f »reat  pity  thou  art  blind ; and  as  great  a pity, 
Thou  canst  not  sec. 

SONG. 

Ger.  You  shall  havecrownsof  roses, daisies, 
Buds,  where  the  honey-maker  grazes 17 ; 
You  shall  taste  the  golden  thighs, 

Such  as  in  wax-chamber  lies. 

What  fruits  please  you,  taste,  freely  pull 
M ill  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  &c. 
Bust.  Oh,  Diego ! the  don  was  not  so  sweet 
when  he  perfum’d  the  steeple.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  JL 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

Mart.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ? thou  art 
not  lost  again ? fwilderness; 

Ant.  Not  lost?  Why,  all  the  world’s  a 
Some  places  peopled  more  bv  braver  beasts 
Than  others  are;  hut  faces,  faces,  man  ; 

May  a mao  lie  caught  with  faces? 

.1  Jart.  Without  wonder, 

Tis  odds  against  him  : May  not  a good  face 
Lead  a man  about  by  the  nose?  Alas, 

The  nose  is  but  a part  against  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  possible  that  two  faces 
Should  be  so  twiun'd  in  form,  complexion, 
Figure,  aspect,  that  neither  wen,  nor  mole, 
The  table  of  the  brow,  the  eves'  lustre, 

The  lips’  cherry,  neither  the  blush  nor  smile, 
Should  give  tiie  one  distinct  ion  from  the  other? 
Docs  Nature  work  in  moulds? 

Mart.  Altogether; 

We’re  all  cue  mould,  one  dust. 

Ant.  Thy  reason's  mouldy : 

I speak  from  the  form,  thou  the  matter.  Why? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  glories. 

Nay,  her  great  piceeof  wouder,  that  amongst 
So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 
She  left  the  eye  distinction,  to  cull  out 
The  one  from  other;  yet  all  one  name,  the 
Mart.  You  mutt  [face? 

Compare  ’em  by  some  other  part  of  the  hotly, 
If  tlie  face  cannot  do’t 
Ant.  Didst  a^k  her  name? 

Mart.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her; 

And  what  they  promis’d  more,hcsido$aspoon, 
And  whne  apostle’s  picture : She  is  christen’d 
too. 

In  token  whereof  she’s  call’d  Isabella  ; 

The  daughter  of  a counrry  plow-swain  by : 

If  this  be  not  true,  she  lies. 

Ant.  She  cannot: 

It  would  be  seen,  h blister  on  her  lip, 

Should  fa !s hood  touch  it,  it  is  so  tender. 


Had  her  name  held, ’t  had  been  Ismeuia, 
And  not  another  of  her  i^ame. 

Mart.  Shall  f speak? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  speak  truth. 

Is  she  not  wondrous  like? 

Mart.  As  two  garments 
Of  the  same  fashion,  cut  from  the  same  piece; 
Yet,  if  any  excel,  this  has  the  first; 

And  in  my  judgment  ’tis  so. 

Ant.  It  is  my  opinion. 

Mart.  Were  it  the  face  where  mine  eves 
should  dwell, 

I would  please  both  with  this,  as  soon  as  one 
With  the  other. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  other  is 
The  case  of  this18.  Had  I not  look’d  upon 
Istnenia,  [ ne’er  hail  stay’d  beyond 
Good  morrow's  time  iu  view  of  this. 

Mart.  'Would  1 could  leave  him  here  ! 

' [Aside. 

’Twcre  a free  passage  to  Ismenia. 

I must  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire; 

Yet  k indie ’t  more. — You  not  consider,  sir, 
The  great  disparity  is  in  their  bloods. 

Estates  and  fortunes:  There  is  the  rich  beauty, 
Which  this  poor  homeliness  is  not  endowed 
There's  difference  enough.  [w  ith; 

Ant.  The  least  of  all; 

Equality  is  no  rule  in  I/ive’s  grammar. 

That  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  princes, 

To  marry  blood  : We  are  free  disposers, 

And  have  thepow'r  to  equalize  their  bloods 
Up  to  our  own  ; we  cannot  keep  it  back; 

*1  is  a due  debt  from  us. 

Mart.  Ay,  sir,  bad  you 
No  father,  nor  uncle,  nor  such  htndercrs. 

You  might  do  with  yourself  at  your  pleasure; 

But  as  it  is 

Ant.  As  it  is?  It  is  nothing: 

Their  pow’rs  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me 
The  yesterday  I lost  [back 

Mart.  Indeed,  to  say  sooth, 

Your  opposition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force;  there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  hour  a life,  had  you  supply; 

You  meet  your  dearest  enemy  in  love 
With  ail  Ins  hate  about  him:  Twill  be  more 
hard 

For  your  Istnenia  to  come  home  to  you. 

Than  you  to  go  to  country  Isabel. 

Enter  Julio. 

Ant.  Tush!  ’tis  not  fear  removes  me. 
Mart.  No  more!  your  uncle. 

Jul.  Oli,  the  good  hour  upon  you,  gentle- 
men ! 

Welcome,  nephew ! speak  it  to  your  friend,  sir; 
It  may  hr  happier  receiv’d  from  you, 

In  his  acceptance* 


17  H'tney-maker  pares.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

“ And  yet  the  other  is  the  case  of  this. \ Seward  proposes  to  substitute  cause  for  case. 
13  The  Yesterday  I lost .J  Seward  here  would  read, 

* — — too  late,  to  give  me  lack 
4 What  Yesterday  I lest.* 

4 C 2 


Digitized  by  Google 


564 


the  Maid 

Ant.  I made  bold,  uncle. 

To  do’t  before;  and  I think  he  believes  it. 
Mart.  Turns  never  doubted,  sir. 

Julio.  Here  are  sports,  dons. 

That  you  must  look  on  with  a loving  eye, 
And  without  censure,  unless  it  be  giving 
My  country  neighliours*  loves  their  yearly 
off' rings,  [pain 

That  must  not  be  refus’d  ; though ’t  be  more 
To  the  spectator,  than  the  painful  actor; 

It  will  abide  no  more  test  than  the  tinsel 
We  clad  our  masks  in  for  an  hour’s  wearing, 
Or  the  liv’ry  lace  sometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a great  don’s  followers : 1 speak  no  furtlier 
Than  our  own  country,  sir. 

* Mart.  For  my  part,  sir,  [come. 

The  more  absurd,  ’t  shall  be  the  better  wel- 
Julio.  You’ll  find  the  guest  you  look  for. 
I heard,  cousin, 

Yrou  were  at  Toledo  th’  other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late,  sir. 

Julio.  Oh  fy!  must  I be  plainer?  You 
chang’d  the-  poiut 

With  Tcrzo  and  Li-auro,  two  o’ th’ stock 
Of  our  antagonists,  the  Bi-Hides. 

Ant.  A mere  proffer,  sir;  the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  We  had  done  somew  hat 
This  gentleman  was  engag’d  iii’t.  [else. 

Julio.  I am  the  enemy 
To  his  foe  for  it.  That  wildfire  w ill  crave 
More  than  fair  water  to  quench  it,  1 suspect: 
Whence  it  will  ccme,  1 know*  not. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  I was  about  a gentle  reconcilement; 
But  1 do  fear  I shall  go  hack  again. 

Jul.  Come,  come ; the  sports  ure  coming 
on  us; 

Nay,  I have  more  guests  to  grace  it:  Wel- 
come, don 

Gostanco,  Giraldo,  Philippo ! Seat,  seat  all! 

[ Music. 

Enter  a Cupid. 

Cupid.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I pre- 
sent him ; 

Love  is  a fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him*0. 
Mart.  Alas,  poor  Love ! who  are  they  that 
can  quench  him? 

Julio.  He’s  not  without  those  members; 
fear  him  not. 


IN  THE  MILL.  . [Act  3.  Scene  9. 

I Cupid.  Love  shoots ; therefore  I bear  his 
bow  about ; 

And  Love  is  blind ; therefore  my  eyes  are  out. 
Mart.  J never  heard  Love  give  reason  for 
what  he  did  before. 

Enter  Bust  up  ha,  for  Paris. 

Cupid.  Let  such  as  can  see,  see  such  as 
cannot.  Behold  [cold: 

Our  goddesses  all  three  strive  for  the  ball  of 
And  here  fair  Paris  comes,  the  hopeful  youth 
of  Troy,  [only  joy. 

Queen  Hecuba’s  darling  son,  king  Priam’s 
Mart.  Is  this  Paris? 

I should  have  taken  him  for  Hector  rather. 
Bust.  Paris  at  this  time:  ’Pray  you  hold 
your  prating ! 

Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry. 

Julio.  Oh,  at  this  time 
You  must  pardon  him ; he  comes  as  a judge. 
Mart.  God’s  mercy  on  all  that  look  upon 
him,  sav  I. 

Bust.  The  thund’ring  seas,  whose  wat’ry 
fire  washes  the  whiting-mops, 

The  gentle  whale,  whose  feet  so  fell  flies  o’er 
the  mountain  tops. 

No  roars  so  fierce,  no  throats  so  deep,  no 
howls  can  bring  such  feais,  [and  bears. 
As  Paris  can,  if  garden  from  he  call  his  dogs 
Mart.  Ay,  those  they  were  that  I fear'd 
all  this  while. 

Bust.  Yes,  Jack-an-apes 

Mart.  I thank  yon,  good  Paris! 

Bust.  You  may  hold  your  peace, and  stand 
further  out  o* tit’ way  then: 

The  lines  will  fall  where  they  light. 

Y’es,  Jack-an-apes,  he  hath  to  sports,  and 
faces  make  like  mirth. 

Whilst  bellowing  bulls  the  honied  beasts  do 
toss  from  grouud  to  earth. 

Blind  l**ar  there  is11,  as  Cupid  blind 

Ant.  That  bear  would  be  whipp’d  for  losing 
of  his  eyes. 

Bust.  Be-w  hipped  man  may  see, 

But  we  present  uo  such  content,  but  nymphs 
such  as  they  be. 

A at.  These  arc  long  lines. 

Mart.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  bulls 
and  bears  in  'em  ? 


w Therefore  you  may  lament  Aim.]  The  rhyme  by  this  reading  is  preserved  ’tis  true,  but  I 
am  afraid  the  sense  is  Ion ; for  where  is  the  congruity  between  Love's  being  a fre,  and  our 
lamenting  of  him  V Besides,  the  next  line  contradicts  this,  which  runs  so, 

4 Alas,  poor  Love,  who  are  they  that  can  quench  him?* 

I imagine  therefore  that  we  should  read  as  the  line  quoted  gives  us  licence, 

‘ Therefore  you  may  quench  him.*  Synipson. 

4 Alas,  poor  Love !’  in  the  next  line  seems  to  refer  to  lamenting  hiui.  The  mock  drama  is 
perhaps  purposely  incongruous. 

a*  Blind  bear  there  is,  etc.]  Mr.  Seward  is  of  opinion  that  a line  here  is  got  out  of  its  place, 
and  that  Antonio  drolls  upon  whipping  the  bear  before  the  whipping  was  spoke  of,  and  pro- 
poses reading  thus: 

Bust.  ‘ Blind  bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind  bc-whipped  man  may  sec. 

Ant.  4 That  bear  should  be  whipp'd  for  losing  of  his  eyes. 

Bust . 4 But  we  present,’  t$c.  Sympson. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


Act  2.  Scene  2.] 

Enter  Shepherd  singing,  with  Ismrrtia,  Amin- 

ta , Fiorimei  (us  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus),  and 

three  Nymphs  attending . 

Bust.  Go,  Cupid  blind,  conduct  the  dumb; 
for  ladies  must  not  speuk  here. 

Let  shepherds  sing  with  dancing  feet,  and 
cords  of  musick  break  here  ! 

Now  ladies  fight,  with  heels  so  light; 

By  lot  vour  luck  must  fall. 

Where  Paris  please,  to  do  you  ease. 
And  give  the  golden  ball.  [Dance. 

Mart.  If  you  play'd  Paris  now,  Antonio, 
Where  would  you  bestow  it? 

Ant.  I prithee,  friend, 

Take  the  full  freedom  of  thought, but  no  words. 

Mart.  ’Protest  there’s  a third,  which  by 
her  habit 

Should  personate  Venus,  and,  by  consequence 
Of  the  story,  receive  the  honour’s  prize  : 

And  were  1 a Paris,  there  it  should  be. 

Do  you  note  her? 

Ant.  No;  mine  eye’s  so  fix’d,  I cannot 
move  it. 

Cupid.  The  dance  is  ended ; now  to  judge- 
ment, Paris  ! 

Bust.  Here,  Juno,  here ! — But  stay ; I do 
espy 

A pretty  gleek  coming  fr*»  m Pallas’ eye: 
Here,  Pallas,  here!— Yet  stay  again;  me- 
thinks 

I see  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks : [ey’n ! 
Oh,  close  them  both;  shut  in  those  golden 
And  I will  kiss  those  sweet  bliud  cheeks  of 
thine. 

Juno  is  angry ; yes,  and  Pallas  frowns: 
'Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida’s 
downs ! 

They  both  are  fair;  but  Venus  has  the  mole, 
The  fairest  hair,  and  sweetest  dimple-hole: 
To  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither; 

Can  one  man  please  three  ladies  all  together  ? 
No;  take  it,  Venus  ! toss  it  at  thy  pleasure; 
Thou  art  the  lover’s  friend  beyond  his  mea- 
sure. 

Julio.  Paris  has  done  wliat  man  can  do, 
pleas’d  one  : 

Who  cun  do  more? 

Mart.  Stay ; here’s  another  person. 

Enter  (ferns to , as  Mars. 

Ger.  Come,  lovely  Venus;  leave  this  lower 
orb, 

And  mount  with  Mars  up  to  his  glorious 

Bust.  How  now?  what’s  he?  [sphere. 

Flor.  I’m  ignorant  what  to  do,  sir. 

Ger.  Thy  silver  yoke  of  doves  are  in  the 
team. 

And  thou  shall  fly  thorough  Apollo's  beam: 
I’D  see  thee  seated  in  thy  golden  throne, 

And  hold  w ith  Mars  a sweet  conjunction. 

[£Li  it  u ith  Fiorimei 

Bust.  Ha!  what  fellow’s  this?  h’  has  car- 
ried away 


666 

My  sister  Venus:  He  never  rehears'd 
His  part  w ith  me  before. 

Julio.  VV hat  follows  now, 

Prince  Paris? 

Flor.  fftj'Mm.]  Help,  help,  help  ! 

Bust.  Hue  ond  cry,  I think,  sir;  [mcl’s. 
This  is  Venus'  voice,  mine  own  sister  Flori- 
Mart.  VVhat,  is  there  some  tragiek  act 
behind  ? [and  Venus 

Bast.  No,  no;  altogether  comical;  Mars 
Are  in  tlu*  old  conjunction,  it  seems. 

Mart.  ’I  is  very  improper  then ; for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  she  conjoins  with  Mars. 
Bust.  That’s  true  indeed  ; they  arc  out  of 
their  parts  sure: 

It  may  be  ’tis  the  book-holder’s  fault ; I'll  go 
see.  [Erif. 

Julio.  How  like  you  our  country  revels, 
gentlemen?  [sir. 

All  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themselves, 
Ant.  Methiuks  now  Juno  and  Minerva 
should  take 

Revenge  on  Paris;  it  can’t  end  without  it. 
Mart.  I did  expect, 

Instead  of  Mars,  the  storm  gaoler  fEolus; 
And  Juno  pruff  'ring  her  dciopeia  , 

As  satisfaction  to  the  blustnug  god, 

To  send  histossers  forth. 

Julio.  It  may  so  follow  ; 

Let's  not  prcjudicate  the  history  ! 

Enter  Bustopha.  / 

Bust.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oil ! 

Julio.  So,  here’s  a passion  towards. 

Bust.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  gentlemen  ! my 
My  Venus ! site’s  stol'n  away.  [sister, 

Julio.  The  story  clunges 
From  our  expectation. 

Bust.  Hi  ip  ! my  father 
The  miller  will  hang  me  else:  God  Mars 
Is  a bawdy  villain  ! lie  said  she  should  ride 
upon  doves : 

She’s  hors’d,  she’s  hors’d,  w hether  she  will  or 
Mart.  Sure,  l think  he’s  serious.  [no. 
Bust.  She’s  hors'd  upon 
A double  gelding,  and  a stone-horse  in 
The  breech  of  her : The  poor  wench  cries  help, 
And  I cry  help , and  none  of  you  will  help. 
Julio.  Speak,  is  it  the  show  ? or  dost  thou 
bnwlr 

Bust.  A pox  on  the  ball!  my  sister  bawls, 
and  1 bawl ! [halter 

F.ither  bridle  hor.se  nud  follow,  or  give  me  a 
To  hung  myself:  I cannot  ruu  so  fast 
As  a hog. 

Julio.  Why,  follow  me  ! I’ll  fill 
The  country  with  pursuit,  but  I will  find 
l he  thief* ! My  house  thus  abus’d  ? [Exit. 

Bust.  ’l'i£  my  house  that’s 
Abus'd ; the  sister  of  my  tiesii  and  blood ! 
Oh,  oh ! - [Exit. 

) Wench.  Tis  time  we  all  shift  for  our- 
If  this  be  serious.  [selves, 

2 Wench.  Howe’er,  I’ll  be  gone. 

3 Wench.  And  I.  , [Exeunt. 
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Ant . You  need  not  fright  your  beauties, 
pretty  souls, 

With  the  least  pale  complexion  of  a fear. 
Mart.  Juno  has  better  courage,  and  Mi- 
nerva's more  disertet. 

Inti.  Alas,  my  courage  was  so  counterfeit, 
Jt  might  have  been  struck  from  me  with  a 
feather : 

Juno  never  had  so  weak  a presenter. 

Amin.  .Sure  I was  neYr  the  wiser  for  Mi- 
That  I find  yet  about  tne.  . [nerva; 

Ism.  My  dwelling,  sir?  [Aut.  whispers  hm. 
rl'is  a poor  yeoman’s  roof,  scarce  a league  off, 
That  never  sham’d  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon  ! 

I vow  my  erring  eyes  had  almost  cast  you 
For  one  of  the  most  mortal  enemies 
Tbnt  our  family  has. 
hm.  I’m  sorry,  sir, 

J am  so  like  your  foe : ’Twere  fit  I hasted 
Trout  your  offended  s*uht. 

Ant.  Oh,  mistake  not ; 

It  was  toy  error,  and  l do  confess  it. 

You'll  not  believe  you’re  welcome ; nor  can  I 
spook  it ; 

But  there’s  my  friend  can  tell  you;  ’pray 
hear  him  ! f employment. 

Mart.  Shall  I tell  her,  sir?  I’m  glad  of  the 
Ant.  A kinswoman  to  that  beauty  ? 

Amin.  A kin  to  her,  sir; 

But  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it; 

It  is  not  far  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  hinder  parts 
Are  not  far  off,  indeed,  sir.  [now, 

Mart  Let  me  but  kiss  von  with  his  ardour 
You  shall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

Ism.  Oh,  forbear ! 

Tis  not  the  fashion  with  us.  But  would  you 
Persuade  me  that  lie  loves  me  ? 

Mart.  I’ll  warrant  you  [on’t. 

He  dies  in’t ; ami  that  were  witness  enough 
hm.  Love  me,  sir?  Can  you  tell  me  for 
what  reason  ? 

Mart.  Fy  ! will  you  ask  me?  That  which 
you’ve  about  you* 

Istn.  I know  nothing,  sir. 

Mart  Let  him  find  ll  then  ! 

He  constantly  believes  you  have  the  tiling 
That  hemust  love  you  for;  much  is  apparent, 
A sweet  and  lovely  beauty. 

Ism . So,  sir ; ’pray  you 
Shew  me  one  thing:  1 )id  he  ne’er  lo\*e  before? 
(I  know  you  are  his  hosom  counsellor.) 

Nay  then,  l see  your  answer  is  not  ready ; 

I’ll  not  believe  you,  if  you  study  further. 
Mart.  Shall  I speak  truth  to  you? 

Ism.  Or  speak  no  more. 

Mart.  There  was  a smile  thrown  at  him, 
from  a lady. 

Whose  deserts  might  buy  him  treble, and  lately 
He  receiv’d  it,  and  I know  where  he  lost  it; 
In  this  fare  of  yours  : I know  his  heart’s 
within  you. 

Ism.  Mav  1 know  her  name  ? 


[Act  2.  Scene  2. 

Mart.  Tn  your  ear  you  may, 

With  vow  of  silence. 

Amin,  lie’ll  not  give  over,  sir ; 

If  lie  speak  for  you,  he'll  sure  speed  for  you. 
Ant.  But  that  is  not  the  answer  to  my 
question.  [science, 

Amin.  You  arc  the  first,  in  my  virgin-con- 
Thnt  ever  spoke  love  to  her:  Oh,  my  heart! 
Ant.  How  do  you? 

Amin . Nothing,  sir;  but  ’would  I had 
A better  face  ! How  well  your  pulse  beats  ! 

Ant.  Healthfully; 

Docs  it  not  ? 

Amin  It  thumps  prettily,  nu  thinks,  [great 
Ism.  Alack,  l hear  it  with  much  pity:  How 
Isynur  fault  too,  in  wrong  to  the  good  ladv  ? 
Marl.  You  forget  the  difficult  passage  he 
has  to  h*  r ; 

A hell  of  feud’s  between  the  families. 

Ism.  And  that  Ims  often  Love  wrought  bv 
To  peaceful  reconcilement.  [advantage 
Marl.  There  impossible. 
hm.  This  way  ’tiaworscr;  it  may  seed  again 
Tn  her  unto  another  generation: 

For  where,  poor  lady,  is  her  satisfaction  ? 

Mart.  It  conies  in  me.  To  he  truth,  I Jove 
(I’ll  go  no  further  for  comparison)  [her 
As  dear  as  lie  loves  you. 
hm.  How  if  she  love  not? 

Mart,  'l  ush,  bo  that  my  pains!  you  know 
not  what  art 
I have  those  ways. 

Ism.  Beshrcw  you ! you  have  practis’d 
upon  tne;  [mcui&. 

Well,  speed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Is- 
Murt.  Go, the  condition ’sdrawn,  nnd  ready 
There  wants  but  your  hand  to’L  [dated  ; 

Amin.  Truly  you  have  taken 
Great  pains,  sir.  [beauty. 

Mart.  A friendly  part,  no  more,  sweet 
Amin.  They’re  happy,  sir,  have  such  friends 
as  you  are: 

But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  iu  this? 
How  will  his  allies  receive  it?  She,  tho’Isay’t, 
Is  of  no  better  blood  than  1 am. 

Mart . There 

I leave  it;  I am  nt  furthest  that  wav.  [now: 
Ism.  Yon  shall  extend  your  vows  no  larger 
My  heart  tails  you  mine  own,  aud  that’s 
enough. 

Reason,  l know,  would  have  all  yet  conceal'd. 

I shall  not  leave  you  unsaluted  long 
Father  bv  pen  or  person. 

Ant.  Vou  nmy  discourse  [shall 

With  me,  when  you  think  you’re  aloue  ; X 
Be  present  with  you. 

hm.  Conte,  cousin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Amin.  Alas,  I was  ready  long  since.  In 
conscience, 

You  would  with  better  will  vet  stav  behind. 
Ism.  Oh,  Love!  I never  thought  th*  h.idst 
been  so  blind.  [Trctm?. 

Mart.  You’ll  answer  this,  sir. 

Ant.  If  e’er  it  be  spoke  on: 

I purpose  not  to  propound  the  question. 
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Enter  Julio . 

Julio.  ’Tis  true  the  poor  knave  said:  Some 
ruvislicr, 

Some  of  Lust’s  blood-hounds,  have  seiz’d 
upon  her; 

The  girl  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with ’em 
And  help’d  their  speed. 

Murt.  It  may  he  not  so  ill,  sir. 

A well-prepared  lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  blood  iP*  this,  and  perform  it  honestly. 
Julio.  What  ? steal  away  a virgin  ’gainst 
her  will? 

i Mart.  It  may  he  any  man’s  case;  despise 
nothing: 

And  Hull's  a thief  of  a pood  quality. 

Most  romn  onlv  he  brings  his  theft  home 
Tho’  with  a little  shame.  [again, 

Julio.  There's  a charge  by't 
Fali’ii  upon  me:  Paris  (the  miller's  son) 

Her  brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again, 
H ill  better  tidings  follow  of  his  sister. 

Ant.  You're  the  more  beholding  to  the 
mischance,  sir : 

Had  1 gone  a boat-haling  I should  as  soon 
Have  su*»  n linn  us  his  sister:  Marry  then. 
To  render  Inin  hack  in  the  same  plight  he  is 
May  he  costly;  his  ilesh  is  not  maintain’d 
with  little. 


5or 

Julio.  I think  the  poor  knave  will  pine 
away ; he  cries 
All-to- be-pitied  yonder. 

Mart.  ’Pray  you,  sir, 

Let’s  go  see  him : I should  laugh  to  see  him 
cry,  sure. 

Julio.  Well,  you’re  merry,  sir. 

Antonio,  keep  this  charge;  (I  have  fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you)  'pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bcltidcs. 

I have  reason  for  my  injunction,  sir.  [Erit. 

Enter  Aminla  as  a page,  with  a letter. 
Ant.  Tome, sir?  from  whom ? 

Amin.  A friend,  I dare  vow,  sir, 

Tho’ on  the  enemies*  part : The  lady  fstnenia. 
Mart.  Take  heed  ; blush  not  too  deep. 
Let  me  advise  you 

In  your  answer;  it  must  he  done  heedfully. 

Ant.  L should  not  see  a masculine,  in  peace, 
Out  of  that  house. 

Amin.  Alas,  I am  a child,  sir; 

Your  hates  cannot  last  'till  1 wear  a sword. 
Ant.  Await  me  for  your  answer. 

Mart,  tie  must  see  her. 

To  manifest  his  shame;  ’tia  my  advantage^ 
While  our  blood’s  under  us,  we  keep  above; 
But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love. 

[ Exeunt. 


91  haat~halmgJ\  See  note  * on  The  Chance?. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Julio  and  Franio. 

Fra.  "j\/f  Y lord,  my  lord,  your  house  hath 
injur’d  me, 

Robb’d  me  of  ali  the  joys  I had  on  earth. 
Julio.  Where  wertthou brought  up,  fellow? 
Fra.  I u a mill : 

You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims, 
Which  must  rise  higher  yet. 

Jut.  Obstrcp’rous  carle  *5, 

If  thy  throat’s  tempest  could  o’er-turn  my 
house, 

What  satisfaction  w’ere  it  for  thy  child? 

Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  journey’s  end; 
Wilt  have  tier  where  she’s  not? 

Fra.  Here  was  she  lost, 

And  here  must  I begin  my  footing  after; 
From  whence,  until  1 meet  n pow’r  to  punish, 
I will  not  rest.  You  are  not  quick  to  grief; 
Your  heal  ing’s  a dead  sense ! Were  your’* 
the  loss, 

Had  you  a daughter  stol’n,  perhaps  be-whor’d, 
(For  to  what  other  end  should  come  the  thief?; 


; You’d  play  the  miller  then,  be  loud  and  high  * 
But  being  not  a sorrow  of  your  own, 

You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Julio.  Oh,  thou  hast  op'd  a sluice  w as  long 
shut  up, 

And  let  a Hood  of  grief  in ; a buried  grief 
i'hv  voice  hath  wak’d  again,  a grief  as  old 
As  likely  ’tis  thy  child  is  ! Friend,  1 tell  thee, 
I did  once  lose  a daughter. 

Fra  Did  you,  sir? 

’Beseech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  loss? 
Julio.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 

Fra.  But  was  she  stolen  from  you? 

Julio.  Yes,  by  devouring  thieves,  from 
whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a satisfaction : 

I he  wild  beasts  had  her  in  her  swathing 
cloaths. 

Fra.  Oh,  much  good  do  ’em  with  her! 
Julio.  Away,  rough  churl 
Fra.  Why,  she  was  better,  eaten,  than 
my  child. 

Better  by  beasts,  than  beastly  men  devour’d  : 
lliey  took  away  a life,  no  honour,  from  her; 


n A carle.']  A churl,  a clown.  Perry. 

*«  lough  churl.]  beward  proposes  reading  rough,  which  Sympson  rejects. 
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Those*  boosts  might  make  a saint  of  her;  but 
these 

Will  umke  my  child  a devil.  But,  was  she,  sir, 
Your  only  daughter  ? 

Enter  Gillian . 

Julio.  I ne’er  had  other,  friend. 

Gil-  Where  art*  you,  man  ? your  business 
lies  not  here  ! [where: 

Your  daughter’s  in  the  pound  ; I’ve  found 
Twill  cost  you  dear,  her  freedom. 

Fra.  I'll  break  it  down,  and  free  her  with- 
out pay ! [me. 

Horse-locks  nor  chains  shall  hold  her  from 
Julio.  I’ll  take  this  relief : 

I now  have  time  to  speak  alone  with  grief. 

f Exit.  Gif.  whispers  him. 
Fra.  How ! my  landlord  ? he  is  lord  of  my 
lands, 

But  not  my  cattle:  I’ll  have  her  a'*dn,  Gil. 
Gif.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  sudden  now? 
Fra.  No,  Gil ; 

I have  been  mad  these  five  hours!  I’ll  sell  my 
mill 

And  buy  a roaring— I’Jl  hatter  down  his  house. 
And  make  a stews  on’t. 

Gif.  Will  you  gather  up 
Your  wits  a little,  and  hear  me?  The  king’s 
near  by,  in  progress  ; 

Here  I have  got  our  supplication  drawn, 
And  there’s  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil : 

I will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  king.  [it; 
To  his  own  hands,  God  bless  him,  will  I give 
And  he  shall  set  the  law  upon  their  shoulders, 
And  hang  ’em  all  that  had  a hand  in  it. 

Gil.  Where  is  your  son  ? 

Fra.  He  shall  he  hanc’d  in  flitches ! 

The  dogs  shall  eat  him  in  Lent ; 

There’s  cats*  meat  and  dogs’  meat  enough 
about  him. 

Gil.  Sure  the  poor  girl  is  the  count’s  w hore 
by  this  time. 

Fra.  If  she  be  the  count’s  whore,  the 
whore’s  count  [head! 

Shall  pay  for’t;  he  shall  pay  for  a new  maiden- 
Gil.  You  nre  so  vioious! — This  i’m  re- 
solv'd ; 

If  she  be  a whore  once.  I’ll  renounce  her. 
You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right,  she’s 
None  of  our  child,  but  a mere  foundling; 
(And  I can  guess  the  owner  for  a need  too) 
We  have  but  foster’d  her. 

Fra.  Gil,  no  more  of  that  t 
I'll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  those  tales. 
Ilark,  hark  ! these  toaters  tell  us  the  king’s 
coming. 

Get  you  gone;  1 11  see  if  I can  find  him. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Luouro , Terxo , Pedro , and  Moucado. 
Lis.  Does  the  king  remove  to  day? 

Terzo.  So  say  the  harbingers, 


[Act  3.  Scene  1. 

And  keeps  his  way  on  to  Vnlentia; 

There  ends  the  progress. 

Pedro.  He  hunts  this  morning,  gentlemen, 
And  dines  i*  th’  fields:  The  court  is  all  in 
readiness. 

Lis.  Pedro,  did  you  send  for  this  tailor? 
or  you,  Moncado  ? 

This  light  French  demi-lance  that  follows  us? 
Pedro.  No,  I assure  ye  np  my  word,  I'm 
guiltless  ; 

I owp  him  too  much  to  be  inward  w ith  him. 
Alone.  1 am  not  quit.  I’m  sure  : There  is  a 
reck'niog  [suits) 

rOf  some  four  scarlet  cloaks,  nnd  two  lac’d 
Hangs  on  the  file  still,  like  a fearful  comet. 
Makes  me  keep  off. 

JJs.  I’m  in  too,  gentlemen,  [dred. 

I tlmnk  his  faith,  for  a matter  of  three  bon- 
Terxo.  And  I for  two.  What  a devil  iuakts 
he  this  way  ? 

I do  not  love  to  see  my  sins  before  me. 
Pedro.  'Fis  the  vacation,  and  these  things 
break  out 

To  see  tlie  court,  and  glorv  in  their  debtors. 
Terxo.  What  do  you  call  him**?  for  1 ne- 
ver love  "v  [to; 

To  remember  their  names  that  I money 

’Tis  not  genteel;  I shun  ’em  like  th#  plague 
ever. 

Lis.  1 1 is  name’s  V ertigo,  (hold  your  heads, 
and  wonder ! ) 

A Frenchman,  and  a founder  of  new  fashions: 
The  /evolutions  of  all  shapes  nnd  habits 
Run  madding  thru’ his  brains. 

Enter  Vertigo. 

ATone.  He’s  very  brave ! 

Lis.  The  shreds  of  what  he  steals  from  us, 
believe  it,  s [ye! 

Make  him  a mighty  man.  He  comes;  have  at 
Vert.  Save  ye  together,  ray  sweet  gentlc- 
I have  been  looking—— ■ [men! 

Terzo.  Not  for  money,  sir? 

You  know  the  hard  time. 

Vert.  Pardon  me,  sweet  signor  ! 

Good  faith,  the  least  thought  in  my  heart; 
your  love,  gentlemen. 

Your  love's  enough  fur  me.  Money  ? hang 
Let  me  preserve  your  love.  [money ! 

Us.  Yes,  marry  shall  you, 

And  we  our  credit.  You  would  sec  the  court? 
Monc.  He  shall  sec  cv’ry  place. 

Vert.  Shall  I,  i’ faith,  gentlemen? 

Pedro.  'The  cellar,  and  the  butt’ry,  and  the 
kitchen, 

The  pastry,  and  the  pantfy. 

Terra.  Ay,  and  taste  too 
O f ev’ry  office,  and  be  free  of  all  too ; 

That  he  may  say,  w hen  he  comes  home  in 
glory 

Vert.  And  I will  say,  i’ faith,  and  sar»t 
openly,  [also? 

And  say  it  home  too.  Shall  I see  the  king 


95  \Vhat  did  you  call  him  for?  I never  love.]  Corrected  by  Sympson. 
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Us.  Shalt  see  him  every  dnyf  shalt  sec  the 
laidies  36 

In  their  French  cloaths;  shalt  ride  a-hunting 
with  him;  (handsomely 

Shalt  have  a mistress  tno.-rWc  must  fool 
To  keep  him  in  belief  w<;  honour  him  ; 

He  may  call  on  us  else. 

Pedro.  A pox  upon  him  ! 

Let  him  call  at  home  in  s own  house  for  salt 
butter. 

Vert.  And  when  the  king  puts  on  a new 
suit 

Ter  go.  Thou  shill  t see  it  first. 

And  dissect  his  doublets,  that  thou  mnyst  be 
perfect. 

Vert . The  wardrobe  1 would  fain  view, 
gentlemen, 

Fain  come  to  fvc  the  wardrobe. 

Lis.  Thou  shalt  sec  it. 

And  see  the  secret  of  it,  dive  into  it; 

Sleep  in  the  wardrobe,  ami  have  revelations 
Of  fashions  five  years  hence. 

Vert.  Ye  honour  me, 

Ye  infinitely  honour  me! 

Terzo.  Any  thing  i'tli’  court,  sir. 

Or  within  the  compass  of  a courtier— 

Vert.  My  wife  shall  give  ye  thanks. 

Terzo.  You  shall  see  any  thing! 

Tiic  privnt  st  place,  the  stool,  and  where  'tis 
emptied. 

Vert.  Ye  make  me  blush,  ye  pour  your 
bounties,  gentlemen, 

In  such  abundance. 

Us.  I will  shew  thee  presently 
The  order  that  the  king  keeps  when  he  comes 
To  open  view,  that  thou  mavst  till  thy  neigh- 
bours [thing ; 

Over  n shoulder  of  mutton,  th’  hast  seen  some- 
Nay,  thou  shult  present  the  king  for  this 
time 

Vert.  Nay,  I pray,  sir! 

Us.  That  thou  mayst  know  what  state 
there  does  belong  to’t.  [nunce. 

Stand  there,  l say ! and  put  on  a sad  connt- 
Mingled  with  height!  Be  cover’d,  and  re- 
serv’d; [nous. 

Move  like  the  sun,  by  soft  degrees  and  glo- 
Jnto  vo or  order,  gentlemen,  uncover’d  ! 

T he  king  appears.  VVc’il  sport  w ith  you  a 
while,  sir ; 

I’m  sure  you’re  merry  with  us  all  the  year 
long,  tailor. 

Move  softer  still;  keep  in  that  fencing  leg, 
Turn  to  no  side.  [monsieur ; 


Enter  Franio  nut  of  breath. 

Terzo.  What’s  this  tint  appears  to  him? 

Lot.  U’hus  a petition,  and  he  looks  most 
lamentably. 

Mistake  him,  and  we’re  made. 

Fra.  This  L the  king  sure,  [eloaths. 
The  glorious  king!  I know  him  by  his  gay 
Lis.  Now  bear  yourself,  that  you  may  say 
hereafter 

Fra.  I have  recover’d  breath;  I’ll  speak 
unto  him  presently. 

May  it  please  your  gracious  majesty  to  con- 
A poor  m in's  case  ! [-ider 

Vert.  Wlmt’s  your  will,  sir? 

Lis.  Y«n  must  accept,  and  read  it. 

Terzo.  The  tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my  « 
life  fork. 

Pedro.  How  he  mumps  and  bridles ! He’ll 
ne'er  cut  clontiis  again.  * 

Vert.  And  what's  your  grief  ? 

Mono.  He  speaks  i’th’nosc  like  his coose. 
Fra.  I pray  vrtu  read  there;  1’in  abus’d 
and  trump’d,  sir, 

By  a £■  eat  man,  that  may  do  ill  by  authority : 
Poor  honest  men  arc  Imag’d  fordoing  less,  sir. 

My  chili!  is  stol’n,  the  count Otrante  stole  her! 

A pretty  child  she  is*7,  altho’  I say  it, 

A hands' une  mother;  lie  means  to  make  a 
whore  of  her, 

A silken  whore;  his  knaves  have  filch’d  her 
from  me;  [offices. 

He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  beastly 
I kneel  lor  justice:  Shall  I have  it,  sir? 

Enter  Philippa  and  Lords. 

Phil.  W lint  pageant’s  this? 

Us.  The  king ! 

Taylor,  stand  olF!  Here  ends  your  apparition. 
Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  address  your 
There,  there's  the  king  indeed.  [paper ; 

Fra.  May’t  please  your  majesty! 

Phil.  Why  didst  thou  kuetd  to  that  fellow? 
Fra.  In  good  faith,  sir, 

I thought  It' had  been  a kin",  ho  was  so  gal- 
Thcro’s  none  here  wears  such  gold.  [lant ; 

Phil.  So  foolishly  ? 

You’ve  golden  business  sure ! Because  I’m 
homely 

Clad,  in  no  glitt’ring  suit,  I am  not  look’d  on. 

Ye  fools,  that  wear' gay  eloaths,  love  to  be 
gap’d  at,  f you  ? 

What  arc  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on 
Will  gold  preserve  ye  from  the  grave?  or 
jewels? 


Shalt  see  the  ladies  . 

shalt  ride  a-hunting  with  him.]  As  him  has  nothing  to  refer  to  but  ladles,  I 

would  alter  the  number,  and  read, 

* a-hunting  with  them*  Sampson. 

Him  may  refer  to  the  king,  and  most  probably  was  so  intended. 

*7  A pretty  child  she  is. 

A handsome  mothrr.J  Mr.  Theobald  proposes  changing  mother  far  mouther,  a word  used 
now  in  Sutlulk  fur  a girl.  But  there  is  no  occasion  at  all  lor  this  change.  Sir  Henry  Spel- 
man  in  his  Glossary  tells  us  mother  is  n corruption  of  the  Danish  word  moer f which  signifies 
a girl.  Vide  in  voce  urner.  Sy  nip  wn. 

Vo L.  II.  4 D 


Digitized  by  Google 


£»r  o 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


( 'it  goM*  n minds,  and  fl  ntg  awav  your  tnip- 

I'i'iw; 

l ntn  your  hod'cs  minister  warm  raiments, 
Whoh-omc  and  good;  glitter  within,  and 
spare  not ! 

Let  my  court  have  riel*  souk!  their  suits  1 
*cieh  not.  ’ 

And  what  are  you  that  took  such  state  upon 
Are  you  a prince?  [you? 

I ts.  I lie  print  c of  tailors,  sirs  , 

We  on  e some  money  to  him,  uu’t  like  vour 
majesty. 

1 fill  It  it  like  him,  ’would  ye  ow’d  more  ! 
lie*  mod  ester : 

And  you  less  saucy,  sir  ; and  leave  this  place: 
lour  pressing-iron  will  make  no  perfect 
courtier. 

C*o  stitch  at  home,  and  cozen  your  poor 
neighbour’* : 

Shew  such  another  pride,  I’ll  have  you  whipt 
for’t  J 

And  get  w-orsr  cloaths;  these  but  proclaim 
your  felony. 

And  what’s  your  paper? 

Lru.  I bcMrch  you  read  it 

Phil.  \\  hat’s  lu  re?  the  count () trail tc  task’d 
for  a base  villainy  ? 

For  stealing  of  a maid? 

Lord.  The  count  Otranto? 

Js  not  the  fellow  mad,  sir? 

Fra.  No,  uo,  my  lord; 

1 m in  my  wits:  I am  a lahoiirinc  man. 

And  we  haves*  Idom  leisure  to  run  mad: 

e’ve  of  tier  business  to  employ  our  heads  i*i ; 
" eVe  little  wit  to  lose  too.  If  we  complain, 
And  it  a heavy  ltird  lie  on  our  shoulders. 
Worse  than  a sack  of  meal,  and  oppress  our 
poverties, 

We  are  mad  straight,  and  whoj.’d  **,  and  tied 
in  fetters, 

Able  to  make  a horse  mad,  as  you  u«c  us. 
You’re  mad  for  nothing,  and  i o man  dare 
proclaim  it ; 

In  you  a wildness  is  a nol  Ic  trick, 

And  chcrinli'il  m vc,  ai.d  k'Iik  n must  love  it; 
Oppressions  ot  all  sorts  .'it  like  new  < l>uith>, 
Ncut  i and  hum!  smut  ly,  upon  yotfr  lordships: 
And  it  we  kiik,  when  your  honours  spur  ns, 
Mere  knaves  nnd  juries,  and  ready  lor  the 
I in  a tt".  e tmln-r.  > justice. 

Phil.  'Ilicn  thou  art  a wonder. 

2 Lora.  J know  the  mao  reputed  for  a 
good  man. 

An  honest  anil  substantial  fellow. 

Phil,  lle*sp<aks  si  n-p. 

And  to  the  point:  Greatness  Kgots  much 
rudeness.  [son, 

How  d ire  yon,  sirrah,  ’gainst  so  main  a per- 
A inao  of  so  much  noble  note  and  honour, 


[Act.  3.  Scene  1. 

Put  up  this  base  complaint?  must  ev’rv  pea- 
sant 

I’pon  a sauev  will  affront  great  lords? 

All  fellows,  miller? 

Fra.  I have  my  reward,  sir: 
l was  told,  one  greatness  would  protect  all- 
ot her, 

As  beams  support  their  fellows;  now  I find  it. 

I ft  please  your  Grace  to  have  roe  bang’d, 
I’m  ready; 

Tis  but  a miller,  and  a thief  dispatch'd. 

Tho’  I steal  bread,  I steal  noflesh  to  tempt  me. 
I have  a w ife;  an’t  please  him  to  have  her  too, 
With  all  luy  heart;  ’twill  make  my  charge 
the  less,  sir ; 

She’ll  hold  him  play  aw  hile.  I have  a boy  too; 
He's  able  to  instruct  his  honour’s  hogs**, 

Or  rub  his  horses’  heels;  wben't  please  bis 
lordship, 

He  may  make  him  his  slave  too,  or  his  bawd : 
The  boy  is  well  bred, can  exhort  his  sister. 
For  me,  the  prison,  or  the  pillory,  [off, 
To  lose  my  goods,  and  have  mine  tars  erupt 
Whipt  like  a top,  and  have  a paper  stuck 
lie  fore  me,  for  abominable  honesty 
lo  Ids  own  daughter!  1 can  endure,  sir;  the 
milter 

lias  a stout  heart,  tough  as  his  toll-pin. 

I'hil.  1 suspect  this  shrewdly ! 

Is  it  Ids  daughter  that  tl.e  people  call 
The  miller's  fair  maid? 

2 Lord.  It  should  seem  so,  sir. 

Phil.  He  sure  you  he  I'th*  right,  sirrah. 
Fra.  If  I be  i'th’wrnng,  sir, 
lie  Mire  you  hang  me;  1 will  a^k  tio  courtesy. 
Vour  (Truce  tuny  have  a duuglncr,  (think  of 
that,  sir) 

She  may  he  fair,  and  she  may  he*  abus’d  too, 
(A  kin-j  is  not  exempted  from  these  cases) 
Slui'ii  from  your  loving  c are— — 

Phil.  1 do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  Hut  lleav’n  forbid  she  should  be  in 
that  \ enture  [Grace, 

That  mine's  in  at  this  hour.  I’ll  assure  your 
Ihe  lord  wants  a water-mill,  and  means  u> 
grind  with  her: 

’Would  I’d  Ids  stones  to  set ! I’d  fit  him  for  it. 
Phil,  f ollow  me,  miller,  and  let  me  talk 
with  you  further; 

And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  loyalties! 
Tomorrow  mot  nine,  tho’ i ’in  now  beyond  hsm, 
And  the  less  look'd  for,  I’tl  break  my  fast 
v iih  the  g«»of|  count. 

No  mere;  away  ! all  to  our  sports  ; he  silent! 

[F.jeuut. 

I rrt.  What  grace  shall  I have  now  ? 

J.is.  Chuse  thine  ow  n grace. 

And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo; 
We  must  needs  follow  the  king. 


1,9  He  arc  mad  xlratghf t cud  whop’d.J  This  slight  corruption  here  my  friend  alters  and 
amends  thus  with  me, 

* We  arc  mad  straight,  and  uhlp'd*  Svmpson. 

!;<  p df  in  vulgar  language,  such  as  the  Mdlci  nrght  use,  might  mean  beaten. 

*s  Sy  nip  son’s  auimyiaoui  correspondent  proposes  reading  dogs. 
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Act  3.  Scene  2. 


Terxo.  You  beard  the  sentence. 

Alone.  If  you  stay  here,  i’ll  send  thee  a 
shoulder  of  venison. 

Go  home,  go  home  ; or,  if  thou  wilt  disguise. 
I'll  help  tin  e to  a place  to  feed  the  dogs. 
Fcdro.  Or  thou  shuit  be  special  tailor  to 
me  kmg’s  monkey; 

Tis  a tine  place.  We  cannot  stay. 

Vert.  No  money, 

N »r  no  grace, gentlemen? 

Terzo.  Tis  too  early,  tailor; 

1 lie  king  luiMi’t  broke  his  fast  vib 
Vert.  I shall  look  far  you 
The  next  term,  gentlemen. 

Pedro.  Thou  shalt  not  miss  us: 

’Prithee  provide  some  cloaths.  And,  dost 
thou  bear,  Vertigo? 

Commend  me  to  thv  wife ; I want  >oaie  shirts 
Vert.  I've  chambers  for  you  ail.  [too. 
his.  They  are  too  musty; 

When  they  are  clear,  we  ll  come.  1 
I'ert.  1 must  be  parent 
And  provident;  I shall  ne’er  get  hum*'  else. 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  If. 

Enter  Otrunte  ami  Flor  im  cl. 

Otr.  'Prithee  he  wiser,  wench!  thou  canst 
uot  'scape  me : 

Let  me  with  love  and  gentleness  enjoy  that 
That  may  be  still  preserv'd  with  lore,  and 
long'd  for. 

If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I shall  hate  thee; 
And  after  I’ve  enjoy'd  thy  maidenhead, 

Thou  wilt  appear  so  stale  and  ugly  to  me 

I shall  despise  thee,  cast  thee  ojf 

Flor,  1 pray  yon,  sir, 

Begin  it  now,  and  opeu  your  doors  to  me. 

I do  confess  I’m  ugly;  let  me  go,  >sr!  fine? 
Agipsey  girl;  why  would  your  lordship  touch 
Fv,  his  not  noble!  1 am  homely  bred,  [me? 
Coarse,  and  unfit  for  you  ; why  do  you  flatter 
There  be  young  ladies  many,  that  will  love 
you,  [gentleman. 

That  wall  dote  on  you:  You’re  a handsome 
\\  hat  will  they  say  when  once  they  know 
your  quality?  [you! 

* A lord,  a miller?  Take  your  toll-dish  with 
‘ You  that  can  deal  with  gurgeons3*,  and 

coarse  flour,  [means.' 

* Tis  pity  you  should  taste  what  manchet 
Is  this  fit,  sir,  for  your  repute  and  honour? 

Otr.  I'll  love  thee  still. 

Flor.  You  cannot;  there's  no  sympathy 
Between  our  births,  our  breeding,  ai  tv,  con- 
ditions; [likig. 

And  where  these  are  at  difference,  there's  no 
This  hour  it  may  be  I seem  handsome  to  you, 
And  you  are  taken  with  variety 
More  than  with  beauty; 

Gudgeons]  Seward  would  read  cut  tins, 
cleared  of  the  husks  ami  '\ymps<>u, 
mediately  follow.’  We  think  the  latter  right. 

4 ] 


Tomorrow',  when  you  have  enjoyed  me, 
Your  heat  and  lust  assuag'd,  and  come  t*  ex- 
amine, 

Out  of  g cold  and  penitent  condition, 

What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  shar’d 
your  love  with, 

Marie  partner  of  your  bed,  how  it  will  vex 
you,  [you ! 

How  you  will  curse  the  devil  that  betray’d 
An  1 what  shall  become  of  me  then? 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me?  [me, 

Flor.  As  hasty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy 
As  precious  as  tins  beauty  shew’d  unto  you. 
You’ll  kick  me  out  of  doors,  you’ll  whore,  and 
bau.ine; 

And  if  l prove  with-ebild  with  your  fairissue, 
Give  me  a pension  of  live  pound  a-year 
To  breed  your  heir  wn  in!,  and  so  good  sj)ced 
Otr.  I’ll  keep  thee  like  a woman,  [uie  ! 
Otr.  I’ll  keep  myself,  sir. 

Keep  myself  honest,  sir;  there’s  the  brave 

If  you  will  marry  me (keeping! 

Otr.  Alas,  poor  Floriinel ! 

Flor.  I do  confess  I am  too  coarse  and 
base,  sir, 

To  be  your  wife;  and  it  is  fit  you  scorn  me ; 
Yet  such  as  I have  crow  n’d  the  lives  of  great 
ones : 

To  be  vour  wJiore  I’m  sure  I am  too  worthy, 
(For,  by  my  troth,  sir,  I am  truly  honest; 
And  tier’s  ail  honour  equal  to  your  greatness! 
Otr.  I’ll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flor.  Tempt  me  no  more  then:  [dance. 

Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abun- 
i know  you  Ho  but  try  me;  you  arc  noble; 
All  then;  art*  hut  to  try  my  modesty : 

If  you  should  find  iue  easy,  and  once  coming, 
I see  your  eyes  already,  how  they'd  fright  me; 
I see  your  honest  heart,  how  it  would  swell, 
And  burst  itself  into  a grief  against  me; 
Your  tongue  111  noble  auger,  now,  e'en  now, 
sir,  [tom, 

Heady  to  rip  my  loose  thoughts  to  the  bot- 
And  lay  my  shame  unto  myself  wide  open. 
You  are  a noble  lord  ; you  pity  poor  maids. 
The  people  are  mistaken  in  your  courses: 
You,  like  a father,  try  ’em  to  the  urienno^t; 
As  they  do  gold,  you  purge  the  dross  from 
And  make  them  shine.  f them, 

0(r.  This  cunning  cannot  help  you  ! 

I love  you  to  enjoy  you  ; I have  sfol’n  you, 
V enjoy  you  now,  not  to  he  fool’d  with  cir- 

Yicld  willingly,  or  else [cutusiauce. 

Ft  or.  What? 

Otr.  I will  force  vou  : 

I will  not  be  delay'd  ! A poor  base  wench, 
That  I,  m courtesy,  make  oiler  to. 

Argue  with  me? 

Flor . Do  not;  you’ll  lose  your  labour: 

Do  not,  my  lord  ; it  will  bec«*  »,e  you  poorly. 
Your  courtesy  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 

a word  used  in  the  West  for  greets  or  oats 
i,  * winch  is  t.xpiuuied  by  the  words  that  lin- 
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Tor  I am  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender. 

If  you  compel,  I have  ro\  strengths  to  fly  to, 
My  honest  thoughts,  and  those  are  guards 
about  me: 

I can  cry  too, ‘and  noise  enough  I dare  make, 
And  I have  curses,  that  will  call  down  thun- 
der ; f me. 

Tor  all  1 am  a poor  svench,  Heav’n  w ill  hear 
My  body  you  may  force,  but  my  will  never! 
And  be  sure  I do  not  live,  if  you  do  force  me. 
Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beastly  story; 

I;or  if  I have,  and  if  there  be  a justice 

Otr.  Tray  ye  go  iu  here  ! I'll  calm  myself 
for  this  time, 

And  he  your  friend  again. 

yior.  I am  commanded.  [Exit, 

Otr.  You  cannot  scape  me  yet ; I must 
enjoy  you ! 

I’ll  lie  with  thy  wit,  tho'  I miss  thy  honesty. 
Is  this  a wench  for  a boor’s  hungry  bosom  ? 
A morsel  for  a peasant’s  base  embraces? 
And  must  I starve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth? 
l’Jl  none  of  that. 

Enter  Ocrasto. 

Ger.  How,  now,  my  lord?  how  sped  you? 
Have  you  done  the  deed  ? 

Otr . No,  pox  upon’t,  she’s  honest. 

Ger.  Honest?  what’s  that?  You  talc  her 
hare  denial3'? 

Was  there  c\  er  wench  brought  up  iu  a mill, 
and  honest  ? 

That  were  a wonder  w orth  a chronicle. 

Is  your  belief  so  large?  What  did  she  say  to 
you?  fry; 

Otr.  She  said  her  honesty  was  all  her  dow- 
And  preach’d  unto  me,  how  unlit,  and  homely. 
Nay,  how-  dishonourable,  it  would  perm  in  me 
To  act  my  will;  popt  me  i*  th*  mouth  with 
modesty — 

Ger.  What  r.n  impudent  quean  was  that ! 

That’s  their  trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  discoursed  to  me  very 
learnedly,  [me. 

What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of 

A wife  she  touch’d  at-* 

Ger.  Out  upon  her,  varlct ! [devils ! 
Was  she  so  hold  ? these  home-spun  things  are 
They’ll  tell  you  a thousand  lies,  if  you’ll  be- 
lieve’em,  [dies; 

And  stand  upon  their  honours  like^great  la- 
They’ll  speak  unhappily  too  good  words  to 
cozen  you, 

And  outwardly  seem  saints;  they’ll  cry  down- 
right also. 

But  ’tis  for  anger  that  you  do  not  crush  ’em. 
Did  she  not  talk  of  being  witb-child? 

Otr.  She  touch’d  at  it 
Ger.  The  trick  of  an  errant  whore,  to  milk 
your  lordship ! 

And  then  a pension  nam’d? 

Otr.  No,  no,  she  scorn’d  it: 


[Act  3.  Scene?* 

I offer’d  any  thing;  hut  she  refus’d  all, 
Refus’d  it  with  a confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  so ; 

You  should  have  ta’en  her  then,  turn’d  her, 
and  tew’d  her  [her, 

I’  th’  strength  of  nil  her  resolution,  flutter'd 
And  shak’d  her  stubborn  will;  she  would 
have  thank'd  you, 

She  would  have  lov’d  you  infinitely;  They 
must  seem  modest,  [-ir, 

It  is  their  parts;  if  you  had  play’d  your  part, 
And  handled  her  as  men  do  unman’d  hawks3*, 
Cast  her,  and  mail'd  her  up  in  good  clean 
linen, 

And  there  have  cov’d  her,  you  had  caught 
her  heart-strings. 

These  tough  virginities,  they  blow  likewhitt 
In  storms  and  tempt sts.  [thorns, 

Otr.  Slit’s  beyond  ail  this ; 

As  cold,  and  harden’d,  as  the  virgin  crystal. 
Ger.  Oh,  force  her,  force  her,  sirl  she 
longs  to  be  ravish’d; 

Some  have  uo  pleasure  hut  in  violence; 

To  he  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradise: 
Tisord’nary  in  our  country,  sir,  to  ravish  all; 
They  will  not  give  a penny  for  their  sport 
Unless  they  be  put  to't,  and  terribly  ; 

And  then  they  swear  they’ll  hang  the  man 
comes  near  'em. 

And  swear  it  on  Ins  lips  ton. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing; 

I have  another  course,  aud  I will  follow  it. 

I command  you,  and  do  you  command  your 
fellows, 

That  when  ye  see  her  next,  ye  disgrace  and 
scorn  her;  [den, 

I’ll  seem  to  put  her  out  o’  th’ doors  o’ th’sud- 
And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  then  seize  on 
Away  ! he  ready  straight.  [her. 

Ger.  We  shall  uot  fail,  sir.  [Er it. 

Otr.  Flonmei! 

Enter  Florimel. 

Flnr.  My  lord. 

Otr.  I'm  sure  you’ve  now  consider’d, 
And  like  a w ise  wench  weigh’d  a friend's  dis- 
pleasure, 

Repented  your  proud  thoughts,  and  cast  vuur 
scorn  off. 

Elor.  My  lord,  1 am  not  proud;  I was 
ne’er  beautiful, 

Nor  scorn  I any  tiling  that’sjust  and  honfit. 
Otr.  Come,  to  be  short,  can  you  love  yet? 
You  told  me 

Kiuduess  would  far  compel  you  : I’m  kind  to 
Aud  mean  t’  exceed  that  way.  [you, 

Flor.  I told  you  too,  sir, 

As  far  as  it  agreed  with  modesty, 

With  honour,  and  with  honesty,  I’d  yield  to 
you.  | love. 

Good  my  lord,  take  some  other  theme ; for 
Alas,  I never  knew  yet  what  it  meant, 


31  You  take  her  bare  denial .]  Symnson  reads  took. 
34  Metaphors  from  falconry.  Theobald. 
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Act  3.  Scene  2.] 


And  on  the  sudden,  sir,  to  run  thro*  volumes 
Of  his  most  myslick  art,  'tis  most  impos- 
sible ; 

Nay,  to  begin  with  lust,  which  is  an  heresy, 
A toul  one  too ; to  learn  that  in  my  child- 
Olt,  good  ray  lord  ! | tioud  — 

Otr.  You  will  not  out  of  thin  song? 

Your  modesty,  and  honesty?  is  that  all? 

I will  not  force  you. 

Flor . You’re  too  noble,  sir. 

Otr.  Nor  play  the  child  mil  fool,  and  marry 
I'm  yet  not  mud.  [you: 

ilor.  If  you  did,  men  would  imagine 

Otr.  Nor  w ill  1 wooe  you  at  that  infinite 
It  may  be  you  expect.  [price 

Flor.  I expect  your  pardon, 

And  a discharge,  my  lord  ; that’s  all  I look  for. 
Otr.  No,  nor  fall  sick  for  love. 

Flor.  Tis  a healthful  year,  sir. 

Otr.  Louk  ye;  I’ll  turn  ye  out  o*  doors, 
and  scorn  yc. 

Flor.  Thank  you,  my  lord. 

Otr.  A proud  slight  peat  I found  ye, 

A fool,  it  tnay  be  too 

Flor.  An  honest  woman, 

Good  ioy  bird,  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a base  I leave  you ; 

So,  fare  you  well!  [Exit* 

Flor.  Blessing  attend  your  lordship  ! 

This  is  hot  love,  that  vamsheth  like  vapours; 
Ilia  ague’s  off,  his  burning  fits  are  well 
quench’d, 

I thank  lleav’n  for’t. — His  men!  They  will 
not  force  me? 


Enter  Gerasto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  What  dost  thou  stay  for?  dost  thou 
not  know  the  way, 

Thou  base  unprovident  whore? 

Flor.  Good  words,  ’pray  ye,  gentlemen  ! 

1 Srrv.  lias  my  lord  smoak’d  ye  over, 
good^wife  miller?  [less? 

Is  your  mill  broken,  that  you  stand  so  use- 

tiSrrv.  An  impudent  quean  ! upon  my  life, 
she’s  unwholesome  ! [her ; 

Some  base  discarded  thing  my  lord  lias  found 
He’d  not  have  turn'd  her  off  o’  th’ sudden  else. 

Ger.  Now  against  every  sack,  my  honest 
sweetheart, 

With  every  Smig  and  Smug*3 

Flor.  I must  be  patient.  [rascal, 

Ger.  And  every  greasy  guest,  and  sweaty 
For  his  royal  lure  between  his  fingers,  gentle- 
woman ! 

1 Scrv.  I fear  th’  hast  giv’n  ray  lord  the 
pox,  thou  damned  thing. 

2 oerv.  I’ve  seen  her  in  the  stews. 

Ger.  The  knave  her  father  [house. 

Was  bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a tippling- 
You  must  e’en  to't  again  : A modest  function  ! 


Flor.  If  ye  had  honesty,  ye  would  not  use 
me  * 

Thus  basely,  wretchedly,  tho’  your  lord  bid 
But  he  that  knows [ye; 

Ger.  Away,  thou  carted  impudence, 

You  meat  for  every  man  ! A little  meal 
Flung  in  vour  face,  makes  ve  appear  so 
proud 

Flor.  This  is  inhuman.  Let  these  tears 
persuade  you 

(If ye  he  men)  to  use  a poor  girl  better! 

1 wrong  not  you,  I’m  sure;  1 call  you  gentle- 
men. 


Enter  Otrantc . 

Otr.  What  business  is  here?  Away!  Aren't 
you  gone  yet  ? [ Exeunt  Scrvanlt . 

Flor.  My  lord,  this  is  not  well,  altho’  you 
hate  me, 

(For  what  I know  not)  to  let  your  people 
wroog  uie, 

Wrong  me  maliciously,  and  call  me 

Otr  Peace, 

And  mark  me  what  wresuy,  ndvisedlv,  [dit! 
Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  yourcrc- 
Yield  now,  or  you're  undone  ; your  good 
name's  perish'd ; 

Not  all  the  world  can  buoy  your  reputation 
Tis  sunk  for  ever  else These  people’s 
tongues  will  poison  you;  [you  ; 

Tho*  you  he  white  as  innocence,  they'll  taint 
They  will  speak  terrible  aud  hideous  things; 
And  people  in  this  age  are  prone  to  credit ; 
They’ll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a 
woman  : 

Consider  this,  and  then  he  wise  and  tremble  ! 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  i’ll  save  you. 

Fi.tr.  How? 

Otr.  I’ll  shew  you;  [more 

Their  mouths  I’ll  seal  up,  they  shall  speak  no 
But  what  is  hou’rable  and  honest  of  you, 
And  saint-like  they  shall  worship  you: 
They’re  mine, 

And  what  I charge  them,  Florimcl 

Flor.  1’iu  ruin’d  ! 

Heuv’n  will  regard  inc  yet,  they’re  barbarous 
wretches. 

Let  me  not  fall,  my  lord  ! 

Otr.  You  shall  not,  Florimel: 

Mark  how  I’ll  work  your  peace,  and  how  I 
honour  you. 

Wiio  waits  there  ? come  all  in. 

Enter  Gerasto  and  Servants. 

Ger.  Your  pleasure,  sir? 

Otr.  Who  dare  say  this  sweet  beauty  is 
not  heav’nly? 

This  virgin,  the  most  pure,  the  most  untainr- 

Tbe  holiest  thing [ed, 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  lord : 


35 Smig  and  Smug.]  The  copy  of  1679  and  the  octavo  read  so,  but  the  oldest  folio, 

* Sim  and  Smug  Perhaps  the  reader  might  not  think  the  various  reading  worth  a note. 

Sympson. 

34  Can  buy  mu  reputation.]  Corrected  by  Sympson, 
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\Ve  archer  slaves;  anil  that  proud  impudence 
That  dares  disparage  her,  this  sword,  my 
lord 

1 Serr.  They  are  rascals  ba«c,  the  sons  of 
common  women, 

That  wrootf  this  virtue, or  dm  e nu  n a thought 
Jlut  fair  and  honourable  of  her:  When  ive 
shuht  her,  ' [gal lies*— — ■ 

Jiang  n»,  or  cut’s  in  pieces;  let’s  tug  »’th’ 
H Serv.  Brand  ns  for  villains!  [saints. 
Flor.  Why,  sure  I dream ! these  are  all 
Otr.  Go,  and  live  all  her  slates. 


Ger.  We’re  proud  to  do  it.  [Esc.  Scrvttnft. 
Otr.  What  think  you  now  ? Am  not  I able, 

Yet  to  preserve  you?  jHorimel, 

Flor.  I'm  bound  to  your  lordship  ; 

You  are  all  honour!  And,  good  my  lord, but 
grant  me. 

Until  tomorrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes, 

I'll  give  you  a free  answer,  pe  rhaps  a pleas- 
ing; 

Indeed  I’ll  do  the  best  l can  to  satisfy  yon. 
Otr.  Take  your  good  time.  This  ki--s!  ’till 
then,  farewell,  sweet ! [ Exeunt . 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Antonio,  Martino , tin*]  B ustopha. 
Mart  T>Yall  means  discharge  your  follower. 

Ant.  If  we  can  get  him  oil. 

Sirrah,  Bustophu,  thou  must  needs  mu  hack. 

bust.  But  1 must  not,  unless  you  send  a 
Or  a lictor  at  my  hack  : I do  not  use  [bier, 
To  run  from  my  friends. 

Ant.  Well,  go!  will  serve  turn;  I have 
Bust.  What,  sir?  [forgot— 

Ant.  See,  if  I can  think  on't  now  ! 
bust.  I know  what  ’tis  now. 

Ant.  A pistolet  of  that! 

Bust.  Done!  You’ve  forgot 
A device  to  send  me  away.  Jou’rc  going 
A- smocking  perhaps? 

Murt.  His  own  ! duo,  Tfaith,  Antonio; 
The  pistole  t is  his  own ! 

Ant . I coufcssit: 

There  ’tis  ! Now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A reasonable  excuse  to  mine  uncle  ■ — 
bust.  Yes,  I can  ; 

But  an  excuse  will  not  serve  your  turn;  It 
must  he 

A lie,  a full  lie ; ’twill  do  no  good  else. 

If  you’ll  go  to  the  price  of  that 

Ant.  Is  a lie 
Dt  arer  than  an  excuse? 

bust.  Oh,  treble;  this  is 
The  price  of  an  fcxi  use;  but  a lie  is  two  more. 
Look,  how  many  foils^o  to  a fair  fall, 

So  many  excuses  to  n full  lie;  and  less 
Cannot  serve  your  turn,  let  any  uulor  i’th* 
town  make  it. 

Mart  Why,  tis  reasonable;  give  him  his 
Let  it  be  large  enough  now  ! [price  : 

Bust.  I’ll  warrant  you ; 

Cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  I would  have  proof  of  one  now. 


Bust.  What,  shale  31  my  invention  before- 
hand ? You  shall 

Pardon  me  for  that ! Well,  I’ll  commend  you 
to  your  uncle,  [Inin. 

And  trfl  him  you'll  he  nt  home  at  supper  with 
Ant.  By  no  means;  I cannot  conic  to-nighl, 
man. 

Bust.  I know  that  too  ; You  do  not  know 
When  you  see  it.  [a  lie 

Murt.  Reim  iiiIxt 
It  must  stretch  for  nil  night. 

Bust.  1 shall  want  stud: 

I doubt  'twill  conic  to  ill’ other  pistolet.  fsir. 
Aut.  Well,  lay  out ; you  shall  lie  no  lo*er, 
Baft.  It  must  he  fac’d,  you  know;  there 
will  be  a yard 

Of  dissimulation  at  least,  city  measure. 

And  cut  upon  an  uutr  dh  or  two;  lin’d  with 
fables, 

That  must  needs  be,  cold  weather’s  coming; 

if  it  had  a galloon  [together 

Of  hypocrisy,  'twould  do  well ; ami  hook'd 
With  a couple  of  conceits,  that’s  necessity. 
Well,  I'll  bring  in  my  bill:  I’ll  warrant  you  J 
As  fair  a lie  by  that  time  1 have  done  withit» 
As  any  gentleman  I’th*  town  can  swear  to, 

If  he  would  betray  bjs  lord  and  master. 

f Exit. 

Ant.  So,  so,  this  necessary  trouble’s  over. 
Murt.  I would  you  had  bought  an  excuse 
of  him 

Before  he  went;  vou’llwant  one  fur  Ismenia. 
Aut.  Tush,  there  needs  nunc,  there’s  no 
suspicion  yet ; 

And  I’ll  be  arm'd  before  the  next  encounter, 
In  a fast  tie  with  my  fair  Isabel. 

Enter  Bustophu. 

Mart.  Yes, 

You’ll  lind  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 


3*  Scale  my  invention.]  Sympson  substitutes  slide  for  scale;  which  word  we  have  restored  on 
the  following  authority,  quoted  hv  Mee veils  in  a note  on  C’oriolnnus:  ‘ In  the  Glossary  to 
1 Gawin  Douglas’s  Translation  of  Virgil  the  following  account  of  the  word  is  given.  AaW, 

* skate,  to  st  utter,  to  spread,  perhaps  from  the  Fr.  eschevelrr,  I tab  tcapigliare,  t rines  pa**** 
‘ scu  sparsos  habere.  All  from  the  Latin  eupiltus.  Thus  csctuzeler , schevel, skail ; but  of  a 

* more  general  signification.’ 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  MAID  IX  THE  MILL. 


675 


Act  4.  Scene  1.] 

Bust.  Oh,  gentlemen,  look  to  yourselves ! 
ye  are 

Men  of  another  world  else:  Your  cuemies 
Are  upon  you  ! the  old  house  of  the  Bellides 
Will  fall  upon  your  beads.  Signor  Lisauro — 
Ant.  Lisauro?  fgcntlernan, 

Bust.  And  don  what  call  you  him?  lies  a 
Yet  he  has  hut  a yeoman’s  name  Don  Tar  so, 
Tarso,  and  a dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant.  Lisauro,  Tcrzo,  nor  a dozen  more, 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  around,  nor  shun  my 
Let  ’em  come  on  in  their  ablest  fury,  [path, 
Mart.  ’ l'is  worthily  resolved ; i’ll  stand  hy 
you,  sir. 

This  way  ! I am  thy  true  friend. 

Bust.  I'll  be  gone,  sir,  [you  — 

That  one  may  live  to  tell  what  is  become  of 
Put  up.  put  up ! Will  you  never  learn  to  know 
A lie  from  an  /Esop’s  fables?  There’s  a taste 
for  you  now  ! [Exit. 

Kilter  Is  nun:  a and  Aminta. 

Mart.  Look,  sir ! what  time  of  day  is  it? 
Ant.  I know  not; 

My  eyes  go  false,  ! dare  not  trust  Vin  now  ! 
I prithee  ti  ll  me,  Martin*,  if  thou  caust, 

Is  that Isrnenin  or  Isabella? 

Mart.  This  is  tike  lady ; forget  not  Isabella. 
Ant.  If  this  face  nmy  be  borrow’d  and 
lent  out, 

Jft  can  shift  shoulders,  and  take  other  tires, 

So,  *tis  mine  where-e’er  I find  it 

Ism.  Be  sudden : 

I cannot  hold  out  long.  [ Exit  Aminta. 

Mart.  Believe’t,  she  frowns.  [on’t. 

Ant.  Lot  it  come,  she  cannot  frown  me  o!F 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  conic  nearer  ! 
How  do  you,  lady,  since  yesterday’s  pains? 

M ere  you  not  Weary  ? of  my  faith 

Ism.  I think  you  were. 

Ant.  Wlmt,  lady  ? 

Ism  Weary  of  your  faith  : it  is  a burthen 
That  men  faint  under,  thu’thcy  bear  little  of 
Mart.  So ! this  is  to  the*  purpose.  [it. 
Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a fair  hour,  I hope. 

Ism.  From  whence,  sir  ? 

Enter  Aminta, 

Amin.  Sir,  there’s  a gentlewoman  without 
To  speak  with  you.  [desires 

Ant.  They  were 

Pretty  homclv  toys  ; hut  your  presence 
Made  them  illustrious. 

Ism.  My  cousin  speaks  to  you. 

Amin.  A gentlewoman,  sir ; Isabella 
She  names  herself. 

Mart.  So,  so  ! ir  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  yourself  how  you  please,  speak 
what  you  please. 

I’ll  hear  you  chear fully. 

Ism.  Vou  lire  not  well; 


Request  her  in, she  may  have  more  acquaint- 
ance 

With  his  passions,  and  better  cure  for  ’em. 

Amin.  She’s  nice  in  that, in.ulam:  Poor  soul, 
She’s  fearful  of  your  displeasure,  [it  seems 
Ism.  i’ll  quit  her 

From  that  presently,  and  bringlicrin  uiysclf. 

[ Exit. 

Mart.  How  carelessly  do  you  behave  your- 
self. 

When  you  should  call  all  your  best  faculties 
To  couuscl  in  you  ! liow  will  you  answer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Istneuia? 
Have  vou  forgot  the  retrograde  vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence  ? 
You’ll  die  upon  your  shame;  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  the  house,  but  the  lady  now: 

You  shall  have  your  dispatch. 

Enter  Ismenia  like  June, 

Ant.  Give  me  that  face, 

And  I am  satisfied,  upon  whose  shoulders 
Soe’er  it  grows.  Juno,  deliver  us  [de-s, 
(Jut  of  this  amazement!  ’Beseech  you,  god- 
Tcll  us  of  our  friends;  how  does  ismenia? 
And  how  docs  Isabella?  Both  in  good  health 
J hope,  as  you  yourself  are. 

Ism.  I'm  at  furthest  [Aside, 

Iu  my  counterfeit.— My  Antonio, 

I’ve  matter  against  you  may  need  pardon, 

As  I must  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Observe  you,  sir.  [think  vou 

What  evidence  is  come  against  me!  What 
The  Hydra-headed  jury  will  say  lo’t? 

Mart.  'Tis  I am  fool’d; 

My  hopes  are  pour'd  into  the  bottomless  tubs. 
Tis  Inhour  for  the  house  of  Beilides; 
l must  not  stem  so  yet. — Butin  sooth,  lady. 
Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  face 
Hid  you  from  me?  By  this  hand,  l knew  you! 

Ant.  I went  hy  th’  face : Aud  by  these  eves 
Have  been  deceiv’d.  [I  might 

Ism.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio; 

For  this  gentleman  did  vow  to  Lobelia, 

That  he  it  was  thnt  lov’d  Ismenia, 

And  not  Antonio. 

Mart.  Good  ! and  was  not  that 
A manifest  confession  that  I knew  you? 

I else  had  been  unjust  unto  my  friend. 

Twas  well  remember’d!  there  I found  you 
And  speak  your  conscience  now.  [out; 
Ant.  But  did  he  so  protest  ? 

Ism.  Yes,  1 vow  to  you,  had  Antonio 
Wedded  Isabella,  Ismenia 
Hud  not  been  lost;  there  had  hern  her  lover. 
Ant.  Why,  much  good  do  you,  friend ! 
take  her  to  you; 

I crave  hut  one;  here  have  I my  wish  full: 

I tun  glad  we  shall  he  near  neighbours. 
Mart.  Take  both,  sir;  Juno  to  hoot,  three 
parts  in  one; 

St.  liiiarie  bless  you  « ! Now  opportunity 


55  St.  Ililarie  bless  yon.]  Here  I think  Martino’s  speech  should  end,  and  Antonio  speak  the 
remainder.  ‘ My  friend’s  faith’s  turning  from  him,* 

plainly  appears  to  be  Antonio's  upbraidings  to  Martino.  St. nurd. 
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Beware  to  meet  with  falshood,  if  thou  canst 
Shun  it,  my  friend's  faith’s  turning  from  liiiq. 

hm.  Might  I not  justly  accuse  Antonio 
For  a love-wanderer  r You  know  no  other 
But  me,  for  another,  aud  confess  troth  now'? 
win/.  Here  was  my  guide;  wliero-eerl  tiud 
this  face 

l nrn  a lover.  Marry,  I must  not  miss 
This  freckle  then,  (I  hate  the  number  of’ein) 
Nor  this  dimple;  not  :\  silk  from  this  brow; 

I carry  the  full  idea  ever  with  me. 

If  nature  can  so  punctually  parallel, 
l may  he  cozen’d. 

Ism.  Well,  all  this  is  even: 

But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  love  must  now 
Come  to  our  enemies’  hands,  where  neither 
Will  ever  give  consent  to  it.  [part 

Ant.  Most  certain: 

For  which  reason  it  must  not  be  put  to  ’em. 
Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands? 
Shall  I walk  by  the  tree,  desire  the  fruit, 

Yet  be  so  nice  3*  to  pull,  ’till  1 ask  leave 
O’iV  churlish  gardener,  that  will  deny  me? 
Ism.  (Ih,  Antonio! 

Ant.  T'is  manners  to  fall  to 
\Y  hen  grace  is  said. 

hm.  That  holy  act’s  to  come. 

Mart.  You  may  ope  an  oyster  or  two  be- 
fore grace.  fable 

Ant.  Arc  there  not  double  vows,  ns  valu- 
And  as  well  spoke  as  any  friar  utters? 
Heaven  has  heard  all. 

Ism.  Yes;  but  stays  the  blessing. 

Till  all  dues  be  done:  lleav’n’s  not  serv’d  by 
halves : 

We  shall  have  ne’er  a father’s  blessing  here; 
Let  us  not  lose  the  better  from  above!  ^ 
Ant.  Youtakeup  wcuponsot  unequal  force; 
It  shews  you  cowardly.  Hark  in  your  car! 
Amin.  Have  1 lost  all  employment?  ’Would 
. this  proffer 

Had  been  to  me,  tho’  I had  paid  it  with 
A reasonable  penance ! 

Mart.  Have  I past  [arm 

All  thv  fore-lock,  Time?  I’ll  stretch  a long 
But  I’ll  catch  hold  again,  (do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  shoulder;  and  have  a pull  at  thee. 
hm.  I hear  you,  sir ; nor  can  l hear  too 
much 

While  you  speak  well:  You  know  th’  accus- 
tom'd place  , » 

Of  our  night-parley  ;-of„you  can  ascend, 

The  window  shall  receive  you;  you  may  find 
there 

A corrupted  churchman  to  bid  jou  welcome. 
Ant.  I’d  meet  no  other  man. 

Ism . Am  i ii  ta,  you  hear  this.  [you: 

Amin.  With  joy,  madam,  'cause  it  pleases 
It  may  he  mine  own  case  another  time. 

Now  you  go  the  right  way,  ask  the  bans  out; 
Put  it  past  father,  or  Incuds,  to  turbid  it. 
Aud  then  you’re  sure.  Sir,  your  Hymen  taper 


[Act  4.  Scene  2. 

I’ll  light  up  for  you ; the  wiudow  shall  shew 
The  way  to  Sestos.  [you 

Ant.  I will  veuture  drowning. 

Murt.  The  simile  holds  not;  *t is  hanging 
rather. 

You  must  ascend  your  castle  by  a ladder; 
To  the  foot  I’ll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Murt.  If  I do  turn  you  off? 

Ant.  Till  night,  farewell ! then  better. 
hm.  Best  it  should  be; 

But  peevish  hatred  keeps  hack  that  decree. 

[haunt. 

Mart.  I never  look’d  so  smooth  as  now  I 
purpose: 

And  then,  beware ! Knave  is  at  worst  of  knave 
When  he  smiles  best,  and  the  most  seems  to 
save.  [Eiit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Ju/io. 

Julio.  My  mind’s  unquiet;  while  Antonio 
My  nephew’s  abroad,  rnv  heart’s  not  at  home; 
duly  my  fears  stay  with  me;  bad  company ! 
But  I cannot  shitt  ’em  off.  This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  house  of  Bdlidcs  and  us 
Is  not  lair  war;  ’tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 

Wc  arc  near  neighbours;  were  of  love  as  near, 
Till  a cross  misconstruction  (’twos  no  more, 
In  conscience)  put  us  so  far  asunder: 

I would  ’[were  reconciled ! it  has  lasted 
Too  many  sun-sets.  If  grace  might  mo- 
derate, 

Man  should  not  lose  so  many  days  of  peace, 
To  satisfy  the  anger  of  one  minute. 

1 could  repent  it  heartily.  I sent 
The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too, 
f Yet  he  returns  iio  comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Bus  fop  ha. 

Bust.  No,  I must  not--  — 

Julio.  Ila!  lie  is  come. 

Bust.  I must  not; 

’Twill  break  his  heart  to  henr  if. 

Julio.  How!  there’s  had  tidings: 

I must  obscure  and  hear  it;  he'i!  not  tell  me. 
For  breaking  of  my  heart;  it  is  half  split  al- 
ready. 

Bust,  j have  spied  him : Now  to  knock 
down  a don 

With  a lie.  a silly  harmless  lie  ! ’twill  be 
Valiantly  done,  and  nuMv  perhaps. 

Ju*m.  J cannot  hear  lmn  now. 

But! . Oh,  the  bloody  Hh>s  that  wc  live  in! 
Tlie  envious,  mallei. ms.  deadly  days 
That  wc  draw  breath  in. 

Ju'w.  Now  1 hear -loo  loud. 

Bust.  The  children  that  never  shall  be  born 
may  rue  it; 

For  men  that  are  slain  now,  might  have  liv’d 
I To  have  got  children,  that  im*,ht  have  curs’d 
[ Their  fathers. 


3g  Yet  b-1  so  nice  to  puli]  Svmpson  tliinks  we  should  read  1 Yet  bo  so  nice  us  tiot  to  pull.’  & 
nice  to  pull  means  to  scrupU  pullivc , be  so  ni^e  about  it;  and  as  right. 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

Julio.  Oh,  my  posterity  is  ruin’d! 

Host.  Oh,  sweet  Antonio  ! 

Jufio.  Oh,  dear  Antonio  ! 

Bust . Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts: 

When  be  and  Lisauro  met 

Jufio.  Oh,  death  has  parted  ’em! 

Bust.  Welcome,  my  mortal  foe  ! says  one. 
Welcome,  [doublets, 

My  deadly  enemy  ! says  t’other.  Off  go their 
They  in  their  shirts,  and  their  swords  stark 
naked ; 

Here  lies  Antonio,  here  lies  Lisauro  ; 

He  conics  upon  him  with  an  embroccado, 
That  he  puts  by  w ith  a punctu  revtrta  ; Li- 
sauro 

Recoils  me  two  paces,  and  some  six  inches 

Takes  his  career,  and  then,  oh [back, 

Julio.  Oh! 

Bust.  Huns  Antonio 

Quite  thro’ 

Julio.  Oh,  villain ! 

Rust.  Quite  thro’  between  the  arm 
And  die  body  ; so  that  he  had  no  hurt  at  that 
Julio.  Goodness  he  prais’d  ! [bout. 

Bust.  But  then,  at  next  encounter, 

He  fetches  ine  up  Lisauio;  Lisauro 
Makes  out  a lunge  at  him,  which  he  thinking 
To  be  a passado,  Antonio's  foot 

Slipping  down,  oh,  down 

Julio.  Oil,  now  thou  art  lost ! 

Bust.  Oh,  hut  the  quality  of  the  thing; 
both  gentlemen. 

Both  Spanish  Christians:  Yet.  one  man  to 

Julio.  Say  his  enemies’  blood,  [shed 

Bust.  Liis  hair,  may  come 
By  divers  casualties,  tho’  he  never  go 
Into  the  field  with  his  foe;  but  a mail 
To  lose  nine  ounces  and  two  drams  of  blood 
At  one  wound,  thirteen  and  a scruple  at  an- 
other, [surgeon, 

And  to  live  'till  he  die  in  cold  blood — Yet  the 
That  cur’d  him,  said  if  pia  mater  had  not 
Been  perish’d,  he  had  been  a lives  man 
Q’ill  this  day. 

Julio.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

Bust.  But  all  this  is  nothing:  Now  I come 
to  the  point 

Julio.  Ay,  the  point,  that’s  dendly;  the 
ancient  blow 

Over  the  buckler  ne’er  went  half  so  deep. 

Bust.  Yet  pity  bids  me  keep  in  my  charity; 
For  me  to  pull  an  old  man’s  ears  from  his  head 
With  telling  of  a tale — Oh,  foul  tale!  No; 
be  silent,  talc 

Furthermore,  there  is  the  charge  of  burial; 
Every  one  will  cry  Slacks,  blacks , that  had 
But  the  least  linger  dipt  in  lus  blood,  tho’  ten 
Degrees  remov’d  w hen  'twas  done.  More- 
over, 

The  surgeon  (that  made  an  eud  of  him)  will 
be  paid: 

Sugar-plums  and  sweet-breads ! yet,  I say. 
The  man  may  recover  Hgain,  and  die  in  his  bed. 
Julio.  What  motley  stuff  is  this?  Sirrah, 
speak  truth, 

VOL.II.  4 


What  hath  befoll'n  my  dear  Antonio? 
Restrain  your  pity  in  concealing  it! 

Tell  me  the  danger  full ; take  off  your  care 
Of  my  receiving  it;  kill  ine  that  way, 

1*11  forgive  my  death ! what  thou  keep’st  back 
from  truth 

Thou  shall  speak  in  pain  ; do  not  look  to  find 
A limb  in  his  right  place,  a bone  uubrokc, 
Nor  so  much  flesh  uubroil’d  of  ail  that  moun- 
tain, [patch'd ! 

As  a worm  might  sup  on ; dispatch,  or  be  dis- 
Bust.  Alas,  sir,  I know  nothing,  but  that 
Antonio 

Is  a man  of  God's  making  to  this  hour; 

Tis  not  two  since  I left  ium  so. 

Julio.  Where  didst  thou  leave  him? 

Bust.  In  the  same  cloaths  he  had  on  when 
he  went  from  you. 

Julio.  Does  lie  live? 

Bust.  I saw  him  drink. 

Julio.  Js  he  not  wounded ? [time; 

Bust.  He  may  have  a cut  i*  th*  leg  by  this 
For  don  Martino  and  he  were  at  whole  slashes. 
Julio.  Met  he  not  with  Lisauro? 

Bust.  I do  not  know  her. 

Julio.  Her?  Lisauro  is  a man,  as  he  is. 
Bust.  I saw 
Ne’er  a man  like  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  not  discourse 
A fight  betwixt  Antonio  and  Lisauro? 

Bust.  Ay,  to  myself; 

I hope  a man  may  give  himself  the  lie 
if  it  please  him. 

Juhn.  Didst  thou  lie  then? 

Bust.  As  sure  as  you  live  now. 

Julio.  I live 

The  happier  by  it.  When  will  he  return? 

Bust.  That  he  sent  me  to  tell  you;  within 
Ten  days  at  furthest.  [these 

Julio.  Ten  days?  he’s  not  wont 
To  he  absent  two. 

Bust.  Nor  I think  he  will  not;  he  said  he 
would  be  at  home 

Tomorrow;  but  I love  to  speak  within 
My  compass.  [now. 

Julio  You  shall  speak  within  mine,  sir. 
Within  there ! Take  this  fellow  into  custody ! 

Enter  Servants. 

Keep  him  safe,  I charge  you  ! 

Bust.  Safe?  Do  you  hear?  take  notice 
What  plight  you  fmd  me  in;  if  there  want  but 
a coliop. 

Or  a steak  o'  me,  look  to’t ! 

Julio.  If  my  nephew 

Return  not  in  his  health  tomorrow,  thou  gocst 
To  the  rack. 

Bust.  Let  mo  go  to  th’  manger  first ; 

I had  rather  cat  oats  than  liny.  [£retml. 

Enter  Be  Hides  zeith  a letter. 

Bel.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

Julio.  For  aught  1 know  yet,  you  are  wel- 
come, sir.  [spectacles 

Bel.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  so ; or  if  thy 
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He  not  easy,  keep  thy  nose  unsadlcd,  and  ope 
Thine  ears:  I can  speak  thee  the  contents; 
[ made  ’em. 

M’is  u challenge,  a fair  one.  I’ll  maintain’t: 

I scorn  to  hire  my  second  to  dtjlivcr’t, 

I bring’t  myself.  Dost  know  me,  Julio? 
Julio.  Bt  Hides  ? 

lipl.  Yes;  is  not  thy  hair  on  end  now? 
Julio.  Somewhat  amaz'd  at  thy  rash  hardi- 
ness: 

IIow  durst  thou  come  so  near  thine  enemy? 
Bel.  Durst? 

I darr  come  nearer:  Thou  art  a fool,  Julio. 
Julio,  l ake  it  home  to  thee,  with  a knave 
to  boot. 

Bel.  Knave  to  thy  teeth  again ! and  all 
that's  quit. 

Give  me  not  U fool  more  than  T give  thee, 
Or,  if  thou  dost,  look  to  hear  on't  again. 
Julio.  What  an  encounter’s  this ! 

Bel.  A noble  one ! 

My  hand  is  to  ray  words;  thou  hast  it  thr*-e: 
There  J do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar’st,  l>c 
Good  friends  with  me;  or  i’ll  proclaim  thee 
coward. 

Julio.  Be  friends  with  thee  ? 

Bel.  I’ll  shew  thee  reasons  for't: 

A pair  of  old  coxcombs,  (now  wego  together) 
Such  as  should  stand  examples  of  discretion, 
The  rules  of  grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  takeout  lessons  by ; we,  that  should  check 
And  quench  the  raging  tire  ip  others’ bloods, 
We  strike  the  battle  to  destruction? 

Head  ’em  the  black  art?  mid  make  ’em  believe 
It  is  divinity  f Heathens,  gre  we  not? 

Speak  thy  conscience ; how  hast  tl»ou  slept 
this  month, 

fcinct  this  fiend  haunted  us? 

Julio.  Sure  some  good  angel 
Was  w ith  us  hath  last  night ! -Speak  thou 
truth  now ; 

Was  it  not  last  night’s  motion  ? 

Bel.  Dost  not  think 

J would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  first  proflef? 
Should  I ne'er  sleep  again  ? 

Julio , Take  not  all  f rom  me ; 

I’ll  tell  the  doctrine  of  my  vision. 

Say  that  Antonio,  best  of  thy  blood. 

Or  any  one,  the  least  allied  to  thee. 

Should  be  the  prey  unto  ijsnuro's  swopd, 

Or  any  of  the,  house  of  Belittles 

Bel.  Mine  was  the  just  inversion ; on,  on! 
Julio.  How  would  thine  eyes  have  emptied 
thee  in  sorrow, 

And  left  the  conduit  of  Nature  dry! 

Thy  hands  have  turn’d  n.  beilious  to  the  balls, 
And  broke  the  glasses!  w ith  tlline own  curses 
Have  torn  thy  soul,  left  thee  a statue  - 
To  propagate  thy  next  posterity  ! 

Bel.  \ es,and  thou  causer!  (so  it  said  tome,) 


They  fight  hut  your  mischiefs;  the  young  roc* 
were  friends, 

As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate. 

And  curded  in  one  body  ; hut  this  is  yours. 
An  inheritance  that  you  have  gather’d  for ’em, 
A legacy  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  generations.  Was’t  not  so? 
Julio.  WorjJ  for  word. 

Bet.  Nay,  1 can  go  further  vet. 

Julio.  'Tis  far  enough:  Let  us  alone  it  here, 
And  in  a reconciled  circle  fold 
Our  friendship  ne  w again. 

Bel.  The  sign’s  in  Gemini ; [again. 

An  auspicious  house!  'thus  join’d  both  ours 
Julio.  Youcau’t  proclaim  me  coward  now, 
don  Belhdt  s. 

Btl.  No;  thou’rt  a valiant  fellow;  so  am  f : 
I’ll  light  with  thee  at  this  hug,  to  the  last  leg 
I have  to  stand  on,  or  breath  or  life  left. 

Julio.  This  is  the  salt  unto  humanity, 

And  keeps  it  sweet. 

Eel.  Love  ! oh,  life  stinks  without  it. — 

I can  tell  you  news. 

Julio.  Gooff  has  long  hern  wanting. 

Bel.  I do  suspect,  and  I have  some  proof 
(So  far  us  :»  love-epistle  comes  to)  (on't. 
That  Antonio  (your  nephew  ) and  my  daughter 
Isincniu  are  verv  good  friends  before  us. 

Julio.  That  were  a double  wall  about  our 
Which  1 could  wish  were  budded,  [houses, 
Bet.  I had  it  from 
Antonio's  intimate,  don  Martino: 

A i;d  vet,  luethought,  it  was  no  friendly  part 
To  shew  jt  me. 

Julio.  Periiaps  ’twas  his  consent : 

Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  statesmen; 

*1  hey  look  not  always  at  the  mark  they  aim  at. 
Bet.  We’ll  tuke  up  cudgels,  mid  have  one 
bout  with  ’em. 

They  shall  know  nothing  of  tins  union; 
And,  ’till  they  find  themselves  most  desperate, 
Succour  shall  never  see  ’em. 

Julio,  i'll  take  your  part,  sir. 

Bel.  It  grows  late;  there's  a happy  day 
past  us. 

Jutto.  'I  he  example  I hope  to  all  behind  it. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Amin/a  above,  nith  a taper. 
Amin.  .Stand  fair,  light  of  Love37 ! which 
epithet  and  place 

Adds  to  thee  honour,  to  me ’t would  be  shame. 
We  must  he  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light; 
Thou  art  the  land-mark;  but  if  Love  lie  blind, 
(As  many  that  can  see  have  so  reported) 
What  benefit  canal  thou  be  to  his  darkness? 
Love  is  a jewel  (some  say)  inestimable 5‘, 
But  hung  at  the  car,  deprives  our  own  sight, 


37  Light  of  lave.}  Theobald  is  for  reading,  4 light  love.’ 

3*  Eo  U u jewel  ( tome  say ) inestimable, 

But  hung  nl  the  for , deprives  our  uteri  tight.}  What  the  Poets  designed  to  «nv  seem*  to 
be  this,  eiz. 1 Thut  the  jewel  uf  love  being  hung  at  the  tar,  is  unseen  by  them  that  atiued  *t 

there;’ 
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Act  4.  Scene  31] 

And  so  it  shines  to  others,  not  ourselves. 

1 speak  my  skill;  I have  only  heard  on’t, 
But  I could  wish  a nearer  document. 

Alas,  the  ignorant  desire  to  know  ! 

Some  say,  Love's  hut  a toy,  and  w ith  a hut — 
Now,  methiuks,  I should  love  it  ne’er  the 
worse;  [with; 

A toy  is  harmless  sure,  and  may  be  play’d 
It  seldom  goes  without  his  adjunct,  pretty, 

* A pretty  toy,*  we  sav ; ’tis  metre  to  fay  too. 
Well,  here  may  he  a inad  night  yet,  tot* all  this! 
Here’s  a priest  ready, and  a lady  ready; 

A chamber  ready,  and  a bed  ready;  [done. 
Tis  then  hut  making  unready,  and  that’s  soon 
My  Indy  is  my  cousin  ; 1 myself; 

Which  is  nearest  then  ? M y desires  are  mine; 
Stiy  they  he  hers  too,  is’t  a hanging  matter  ? 
It  may  be  ventur'd  in  a wurser  cause. 

I must  go  question  with  my  conscience: 

1 have  the  w'ord;  ccntinel,  do  thou  stand; 
Thou  shait  not  need  to  call,  I’ll  be  at  hand. 

[Eat. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martino. 

Ant.  Are  we  imtdog’d  behind  us,  think’st 
thou,  friend  ? 

Mart.  I heard  not  one  hark,  sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  hire  [fellows 

And  hark  not,  man;  methought  I spied  two 
That  thro*  two  streets  together  walk’d  aloof, 
And  wore  their  eyes  suspiciously  upon  us. 
Mart.  Your  jealousy,  nothing  else;  or 
such  perhaps 

As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us;  w ho  knows 
JBut  ubou:  the  like  business?  but,  for  your 
fear’s  sake, 

1*1!  advise  and  • i treat  one  courtesy. 

Ant.  W hut  is  that,  friend  ? 

Mart.  I will  not  Ik:  denied,  sir; 

Change  your  upper  garments  w ith  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mart.  I think  so  too  ; but  I will  have  it  so, 
If  you  Hare  trust  me  with  the  better,  sir. 
Ant.  Nay  then 

Mart.  It  there  should  he  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  main  mark,  I’m  sure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak’st  from  me 

Mart.  Tush  ! the  general 
Must  he  safe,  howe’er  the  buttle  goes, 
bee  you  the  beacon  yonder? 

Ant.  Yes;  we’re  near  shore. 


Enter  trro  Gentlemen,  with  weapons  drawn  ; 
thty  set  upon  •Martino ; Antonio  pursues 
them  out  in  rescue  of  Martino. 

Mart.  Come,  land,  land!  you  must  clam- 
ber by  the  cliff; 

Here  are  no  stairs  to  rise  by. 

Ant.  Ay  ! arc  you  there  ? 

[JigAf,  and  Eteunt. 

Enter  Aminla  above , and  Martino  returned 
again  ascends • 

Amin.  Antouio? 

Mart.  Yes.  Ismenia? 

Amin.  Thine  own. 

Mart.  Quench  the  light;  thine  eyes  are 
guides  illustrious. 

Amin k Tis  necessary.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Your  legs  have  sav’d  your  lives w, 
whoe’er  yc  are. 

Friend ! Martin’ ! where  art  thou  ? not  hurt, 
I Impe ! 

Sure  I w as  furthest  i’th*  pursuit  of  ’em. 

My  pleasures  are  forgotten  thro*  iny  fears! 
The  light’s  extinct ! it  was  discreetly  done ; 
They  cou!d  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil. 
And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  clos’d  up: 

I do  commend  the  heed.  Oh,  but  my  friend, 
I fear  he’s  hurt!  Friend!  friend!  It  cannot,  be 
So  mortal,  that  I should  lose  thee  quite,  friend ! 
A groan ! any  thing  that  may  discover  thee  ! 
Thou  art  not  sunk  so  far,  but  i might  hear 
thee. 

I’ll  lay  mine  ear  as  low  as  thou  canst  fall : 
Friend ! don  Martino ! 1 must  answer  for  thee, 
(Tarns  in  iny  cause  thou  fcll'stj  if  thou  be'st 
down. 

Such  dangers  stand  betwixt  us  and  our  joys, 
Flint,  should  we  forcthink  ere  we  undertake. 
We’d  sit  at  home,  aud  save.— What  a night’s 
here ! 

Purpos’d  for  so  much  joy,  and  now  dispos’d 
To  so  much  wretchedness ! I shall  not  rest  m’t! 
If  I had  all  my  pleasures  there  withip, 

I should  not  entertain  ’em  with  u smile. 
Good-night  to  you ! Mine  will  be  black  and 
sad ; 

A friend  cannot,  a woman  may  be  bad. 

[ Exit. 


there;’  hut  as  this  is  not  possible  to  be  made  of  the  words  as  they  stand,  I imagine  the  line 
might  originaily  run  thus, 

‘ Love  is  n jewel 

4 But  hung  at  tli*  car  is  depriv'd  our  own  sight.’  Sympson. 

W’e  think  the  Poets  designed  to  compare  love  to  n jewel,  whose  lustre  is  seen  by  the  rest 
of  the  world,  mid  not  by  rhe  neater.  The  mode  of  phrase  in  the  text  is  peculiar,  but  we 
b-iieve  genuine;  and  what  editor  has  a right  to  alter  it? 

Mart.  Your  legs  have  sav’d,  &c.]  The  eiror  of  giving  this  spesch  to  Martino  corrected 
by  Sympson. 
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[Act  5.  Scene  ?. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  lsmenia  and  Annul  a. 

Ism.  AH,  thou  false [own, 

Amin.  Do  your  daring’st ! he’s  mine 
Soul  and  body  nunc,  church  und  chamber 
Totally  mine.  [mine, 

Ism.  Da  rest  thou  fare  thy  falshood  r 
Amin.  Shull  I not  give  a welcome  to  my 
wishes,  [pany, 

Come  home  so  sweetly  ? Farewell,  your  com- 
Till  you  he  calmer,  woman  ! [JSril. 

Ism.  Oh.  what  a heap 
Of  misery  has  one  night  brought  with  it ! 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? Do  you  turn  your  shame 
from  me  ? 

You’re  a blind  adulteress ! you  know  you  are. 
Ism.  How’s  that,  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  Till  I have  vengeance, 

Your  sin’s  not  pardonable  ! I will  have  him, 
If  hell  hide  him  not!  you’ve  had  your  last  of 
him.  [A\r<7. 

Ism.  What  did  he  speak  ? I understood 
him  not ! 

He  call’d  me  a foul  name  ; it  was  not  mine; 
He  took  me  for  anothcr'sure. 

Enter  He  Hides. 

Bel.  Ha!  nre  you  there?  [traytor 

Where  is  vour  sweetheart  ? I have  found  you, 
To  my  ho  isc  ! wilt  league  with  mine  enemy  ? 
You'll  shed  his  blood,  you'll  say:  Ila!  will 
you  so  ? fjlion  ; 

And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards?  No,  tni- 
I have  a husband  for  you,  (since  you’re  so 
rank) 

And  sucli  a husband  as  thou  shalt  like  hitn, 
Whether  thou  wilt  or  no:  Antonio  ? 

Ism.  It  thunders  with  the  storm  now. 

Bet.  And  to-night 

I’ll  have  it  dispatch’d;  I’ll  make  it  sure,  1 ! 
By  tomorrow  this  time  thy  maidenhead 
.Shall  not  be  worth  a chicken  <°,  if  it  were 
Knock’d  at  an  out-cry.  Go  ! I’ll  ha’  you 
before  ine: 

Shougli,  shough  ! up  to  your  coop,  pea-hen  ! 
Ism.  Then  I’ll  try  my  wings.  [ Exit. 
Bel.  Ay  ? are  you  good  at  that?  stop,  srop 
thief ! stop  there ! [£ri{. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Otrnntc , and  Florimel  singing. 
Flor.  Now  having  leisure,  and  abappy  wind, 
Thou  inayst  at  pleasure  cause  the 
stones  to  grind ; 

Sails  spread,  and  grist  here  ready  to 
be  ground ; 

Fy,  stand  not  idly,  but  let  the  mill  go 
round ! 

Otr.  Why  Host  thou  sing  and  dance  thus? 
why  so  merry  ? 

Why  do«»t  thou  look  so  wantonly  upon  me? 
And  kiss  my  iiands? 

Flor.  If  \ were  high  enough, 

I’d  kiss  vour  lips  too. 

Otr.  Do!  this  is  some  kindness ; [still. 
This  tastes  of  willingness  ; nay,  you  may  kiss 
But  why  o’  th’  sudden  now  does  the  fit  take 
you,  [curt’sies? 

Unoffer’d,  or  uncoinpell’d  ? why  these  sweet 
E’en  now  yon  would  have  blush'd  to  death 
to  kiss  thus:  [ness! 

’Prithee,  let  ine  be  prepar’d  to  meet  thy  kinfi- 
I shall  be  un furnish'd  else  to  bold  thee  play, 
wench : 

Stay  now  a little,  and  delay  your  blessings! 
If  this  be  love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent : 

1 f you  repent  you  of  your  strictness  to  me, 
It  is  so  sudden,  it  wants  circumstance. 

Flor.  Fy,  how  dull'! 
llow  long  shall  l pine  for  love  ? 

How  long  shall  I sue  ih  vain  ? 

IIow  long,  like  the.  turtle-dove. 

Shall  I heavily  thus  complain? 

Shall  the  sails  of  my  love  stand  still? 
Shull  the  grist  of  my  hopes  be  un- 
ground  ? 

Oh  fy,  oh  fy,  oh  fy  ! 

Let  the  mill,  let  the  mill  go  round  ! 
Otr.  ’Prithee  be  calm  a little!  [strange, 
Thou  mak'st  me  wonder ; thou  that  wert  so 
And  read  such  pious  rules  to  my  behaviour 
But  yesternight;  thou  that  wert  made  ot 
modesty, 

Shouhlst  in  a few  short  minutes  turn  thus 
Flor.  You  are  too  cold.  [desp’rate ! 
Otr.  I do  confess  l freeze  now  ! 

I am  another  thing,  all  over  me. 

It  is  my  part  to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted : 


4°  Shall  not  be  zcorlh  a chicken.]  In  this  place  the  unknown  gentleman  reads  thus, 

* worth  a chequin' 

and  adds  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  in  his  tables  of  gold  and  silver  coins  soys,  $cquint  cheqvin , 
or  zuchtrn , is  a gold  Venetian  coin,  worth  nine  and  sixpence.  It  may  be  so;  but  yet  my 
friend  will,  I hope,  pardon  me  it  I have  not  altered  tin*  line  according  to  his  direction  ; for  I 
am  not  sure  that  there  is  not  a double  entendre  couched  under  this  word,  which  w ill  be  lost 
by  bis  proposed  correction  of  the  text.  Sampson. 

VVe  apprehend  the  old  man’s  meaning  is,  * Thy  maidenhead  shall  not  be  worth  a chicken, 
w hich  (on  a great  demand  for  viands)  has  been  killed  without  fatting.’ 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

Unfold  this  riddle ; ’tis  to  me  a wonder. 

That  now  o'  th’  instant,  ere  I can  expect, 

Ere  I can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  think,  upon 
A separation  of  your  honest  carriage 
From  the  desires  of  youth,  thus  wantonly, 
Thus  beyond  expectation—— 

FI  or.  I will  tell  you, 

And  tell  you  seriously,  why  I appear  thus. 
To  hold  you  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded: 

I have  no  modesty;  I’m  truly  wanton  ; 

I'm  that  you  look  for,  sir:  Now,  come  up 
roundly!  [ness 

If  iny  strict  fare  and  counterfeited  stayed- 
Could  have  won  on  you,  I had  caught  you 
that  way, 

And  you  should  ne’er  have  come  t’  have 
known  who  hurt  you.  [me  ! 

'Prithee,  sweet  count,  be  more  familiar  with 
However  we  are  open  in  our  natures. 

And  apt  to  inure  desires  than  you  dure  meet 
with. 

Yet  wc  affect  to  lay  the  gloss  of  good  on’t. 

I saw  you  touch'd  not  at  the  bait  of  Chastity, 
And  tliat  it  grew  distasteful  to  your  palate 
To  appear  so  holy;  therefore  i take  iny  true 
shape:  [me. 

Is  your  bed  ready,  sir?  you  shall  quickly  find 
On  the  bed  I’ll  throw  thee,  throw  thee  down; 
Down  being  laid. 

Shall  we  be  afraid 

To  try  the  rights  that  belong  to  love? 
No,  no;  there  I’ll  wooe  tliee  with  a crown, 
Crown  our  desires; 

Kindle  the  fires,  [prove, 

When  love  requirrs  we  should  wanton 
We’ll  kiss,  we'li  sport,  wc’H  laugh,  we’ll 
play ; 

If  thou  com’st  short,  for  thee  I’ll  stay  ; 

If  thou  unskilful  art,  on  the  ground 
I'll  kindly  leach; — we’ll  have  the  mill  go 
round. 

Otr.  Arc  you  no  maid  ? 

Flor.  Alas,  my  lord,  no,  certain ; 

I’m  sorry  you’re  so  innocent  t*»  think  so. 

Is  this  an  age  for  silty  maids  to  thrive  iu  ? 

It  is  so  long  too  since  1 lost  it,  sir, 

That  I Imve  no  belief  I ever  was  one: 

W h.it  should  you  do  with  maidenheads?  you 
hate  ’em ; 

They're  peevish,  pettish  things,  that  hold  no 
game  up, 

No  pb  a*  .re  neither;  they  are  sport  for  sur- 
ge ms;  [head: 

I’ll  wanai:  you  I’d  fit  you  beyond  maiden- 
A fair  and  easy  way  men  travel  right  in, 


And  with  delight,  discourse,  and  twenty  plea- 
sures, 

They  enjoy  theii  journey;  mad  men  creep 
thro’  hedges.  [pear, 

Otr.  I’m  metanorphos'd  ! Why  do  you  ap- 
I conjure  you,  tx^’ond  belief  thus  wanton  r 
Flor.  Uecause  I would  give  you  pleasure 
beyond  belief. 

Think  me  still  in  mv  father’s  mill. 

Where  1 liafe  oft  l een  found-a 
Thrown  m my  back. 

On  a well-til  I’d  sack, 

While  the  inll  has  still  none  round-a: 
’Prithee,  sirrah  try  thy  ‘•kill ; 

And  again  ic.  the  mill  go  round-a! 
Otr.  Then  you  lave  traded  ? 

Flor.  Traded  ? low  should  I know  else 
how  to  live,  sir, 

And  how  to  satisfy  tuch  lords  as  you  are, 
Our  best  guests  audour  richest  ? 

Otr.  I low  1 shakt  now! 

You  take  no  base  nun  ? 

Flor.  Any  that  wll  offer; 

All  manner  of  mcii,md  all  religions,  sir, 

We  touch  at  in  our  tine ; all  states  and  ages. 
We  c xempt  none. 

The  young  one,  th*  old  one, 

The  fearful,  the  bdd  one. 

The  lame  one,  tjo*  ne’er  so  unsound, 
The  Jew  or  the  Tuk, 

Have  leave  for  to  vork. 

The  whilst  that  tie  mill  goes  round. 
Otr.  You  are  a counmn  thing  then  ? 

Flor.  No  matter,  sice  you  have  your  pri- 
vate pleasure, 

And  have  it  by  an  artjt  excellent: 

Whether  ( am  thus,  <r  thus,  your  men  can 
tell  you.  [together, 

Otr.  My  men?  dcfiid  me!  how  I frccie 
And  um  on  icc  ! Do  I ute  at  such  an  orauge? 
After  ray  men?  I am  > refer  r’d ! 

Flor.  Why  slay  yoi? 

Why  do  we  talk,  my  Ird,  and  lose  our  time  ? 
Pleasure  was  made  fie  lips,  and  sweet  em- 
braces ; 

Let  lawyers  use  their  jngues ! — Pardon  me. 
Modesty ! fserable. 

This  de>p*rate  way  mst  help ; or  1 am  mi- 
Otr.  She  turns,  an  wipes  her  face ; she 
weeps  for  certain  [beastly  ; 

Some  new  "way  now  she  cannot  be  thus 
She  is  too  excellent  faito  be  thus  impudent: 
•She  knows  the  eiciueubof  common  looseness, 
The  art  of  lewduess*1  That,  that,  that— 
Iloiv  now,  sir? 


«'  The  utt  of  tczi'dnes *.]  However  Florimel's  language  shews  that  shorn*  I heard  of  the  ele- 
ments at  I ct  of  looseness,  yt-i.  1 ihiuk  Otranto  should  say,  that  he  duliol  believe  she  knew 
the  practical  part  of  it,  and  so  l would  read ; 

* Not  th*  art  of  lewdness ’ 

Or  rather  thus, 

‘ Not  th*  a<  t of  lew  dness.’  Art  and  act  bmg  often  confounded 
both  iu  Shake  spear  and  our  Authors.  Sewurd.  $ 

The  rest  of  the  speech  seuus  to  confirm  the  old  reading. 
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Enter  a Servent. 

Serf).  The  king,  an’t  pletsc  yonr  lordship. 
Close  at  the  gate.  [is  alighted 

Otr.  The  king? 

Serv.  And  calls  for  you, sir; 

Menus  to  break  last  here  t*o. 

Flor.  Then  Tin  happy  ! 

Otr.  .Stolen  so  suddenly?  Go,  lock  her  up ; 
Lock  her  up  where  the  coirtiers  inay  not  see 
her ; 

Lock  her  up  closely,  sirrWi,  ju  my  closet. 

Set  v . I will,  my  lord.  Vhat,  does  she  yield 
Otr.  Peace!  fyet? 

She's  cithel  a dainn'd  dedl,  or  an  angel. 

No  noise,  upon  your  life,  dame,  hut  all  si- 
lence ! [Ei dint  Flor.  and  Serv. 

Enter  King,  Lords , Vftigo,  Lisa uro,  and 
'1  'crz>. 

Otr.  Your  majesty  leaps  too  much  ho- 
nour on  me, 

With  such  delight  to  viov  each  several  corner 
Of  a rude  pile;  there’s  io  proportion  in’t,  sir. 
Phil.  Methitiks  ’tis  handsome,  and  the 
rooms  along 

Are  neat,  and  well  coitriv’d;  the  gallery 
Stands  pleasantly  and  sweet.  What  rooms 
are  these  ? 

Otr.  They’re  sluttisi  ones.  ^ 

Phil  Nay,  1 must  ee. 

Otr.  ’Pray  you  do, dr:  [dm. 

They’re  lodging-clmnycfso’er  a homely  gur- 
FltU.  Fit  still,  and  landsome  ; very  well ! 
and  tho-e? 

Otr.  Those  lead  o tli*  other  side  o’  th* 
house,  an’t  likcjpuu. 

Phil.  Let  me  sec  tio*c.  % 

Otr.  You  may  ; tlr  doois  are  open.— 
What  should  thisvitv  iih-uj*?  lum  imif  aus- 
Phil.  'Fins  little  rum  ? [ picious. 

Otr.  Tis  mean;  a >h*ce  for  trash,  sir, 

For  rubbish  of  the  Imse. 

Phil.  I would  see  his  too 
I w ill  see  all. 

Otr.  1 beseech  yor  majesty ! [ance  — 
The  savour  of  it,  rod  the  course  uppoar- 
Phil.  T'is  not  so  »ud ; you’d  uoc  olfeiid 
your  house  wait:  4 
Come,  let  me  see. 

Otr.  Taith,  sir 

Phil.  F faith,  I wl  see. 

Otr.  My  groom  hs  the  key,  sir;  and  ’tis 
ten  to  one — [lords! 

P/ut.  Hut  I will  se  it.  Force  the  lock,  my 
There  be  smiths cnogh  to  mend  it:  i perceive 
You  keep  some  rarclhmgs  here,  you  would 
not  shew,  sir. 

Florimt  diicovcrcd. 

Tcrzo.  Here's  a fir  maid  indeed  ! 

Phil . By  my  faiths  she ; 

A handsome  girl !— Jou;e  forward!  do  not 
fear,  wench. 

Ay,  marry,  here's  measure  worth  conceul- 
Cail  in  the  milter,  : fine. 


Otr.  Then  I am  discover’d ! — 

Hi  confess  all  before  the  miller  comes,  sir: 
Twas  but  intention  ; from  ull  act  I'm  clear 
yet. 

Enter  Franio. 

Phil.  Is  this  your  daughter  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  an’t  please  your  highness, 

This  is  the  shape  ol  her;  for  her  substance, 
«'«•»  fable. 

Whether  she  he  now  honotirahleor  dishonour- 
Whether  she  be  a w hite  rose,  or  a canker,  is 
the  question. 

I thank  my  lord,  he  made  bold  with  ray  filly: 
If  she  ho  for  your  pace,  you  had  best  pre- 
serve her,  sir ; [handsomely! 

She’s  tender-mouui’d  ; let  her  he  broken 
Phil.  Maid,  were  you  stol'n  ? 

Flor.  I went  not  willingly,  [boldly. 

An’t  please  your  Grace ; 1 was  ne’er  bred  •m 
Phil.  I low  has  he  us'd  you? 

Flor.  Yet,  sir,  very  nobly. 

Phil.  Be  sure  you  tell  truth.  And  be  sure, 
ray  lord, 

You  have  not  wrong'd  her;  if  you  have,  I 
tell  you, 

You've  lost  me,  and  yourself  too!  Speak 
again,  wench.  [a  maid: 

Flor.  Ik*  has  not  wrong’d  me,  sir ; I’m  vet 
Bv  all  that’s  white  and  innocent,  I am,  sir! 
Only  I sullcr’d  under  strong  temptations, 
Fbc  heat  of  youth;  but  lleav'u  deliver’d 
me. — 

My  lord,  I am  no  whore,  for  all  I feign’d  it, 
And  feign’d  it  cuuimijjy,  ami  made  you  loath 
me:  [eine* 

' IV,  as  time  to  out-do  you  ; I bad  been  robb'd 
I had  been  miserable;  but  I forgive  you. 
Phil.  What  recompense  for  this? 

Otr.  A great  one,  sir; 

I irst  a repentance,  and  a hearty  one. 
Forgive  me,  sweet! 

Flor.  I do,  tny  lord. 

Otr.  I thank  you ! f Florimel ! 

Tlit'  next,  take  this,  nnd  these;  ail  I have, 
Fhrr.  No,  good  my  lord,  these  often  cor- 
rupt maidens; 

I dare  not  touch  at  these,  they’re  lime  for  vir- 

But  if  you’ll  give  tue " [gins; 

Otr.  Any  tiuwg  in  iny  power, 

Or  in  my  purchase. 

Flor.  Take  heed,  noble  sir  ! 

You’ll  make  me  u hold  asker. 

Otr.  Ask  mcdreely.  [vou; 

Flor.  Ask  you  ? I do  ask  yon,  and  I deserve 
I’ve  kept  you  from  a crying  siu  would  damn 
y»u  * [dit, 

To  men  and  time  ; I have  preserv’d  your ere* 
That  would  hare  died  to  all  posterity: 
b urses  of  maids  shall  never  now  afflict  you, 
Nor  parents’  bitter  tears  make  your  name 
barren. 

II  he  deserves  well  that  redeems  his  country, 
And  as  a patriot  be  remember’d  nobly. 

Nay,  set  the  highest;  may  not  1 be  worthy 
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Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

To  be  your  friend,  that  have  preserv’d  your 
honour? 

Otr.  You  are,  and  thus  1 take  you;  thus 
I seal  you 

Mine  own,  and  only  mine. 

Phil.  Count,  she  deserves  you : * 

And  let  it  be  iny  happiness  to  give  you ! 

[Gives  her  to  Otrante. 
I’ve  giv’n  a virtuous  maid  now,  I dare  say  it; 
Tis  more  than  blood.  I’ll  pay  her  portion. 
And  it  shall  he  worthy  you.  [sir; 

Fra.  J’il  sell  my  mill, 

I'll  pay  some  too!  I’ll  nay  the  fullers. 

And  we’ll  have  all  i’  th  couutry  at  this  wed- 
ding. [her, 

Trav  let  me  give  her  too : Here,  my  lord,  take 
Take  her  with  all  my  heart, ami  kiss  her  freely. 
HVould  I could  give  you  all  this  hand  has 
stol’n  too,  [whiter. 

In  portion  with  her ! ’twould  make  her  a little 
The  wind  blows  fair  now;  get  me  a young 
miller ! 

Vert.  She  must  have  new  cioaths. 

Ter  to.  Yes. 

Vert.  Yes,  marry  must  she. 

If ’t  please  yc,  madam,  let  me  see  the  state 
of  your  body ; 
pi  fit  you  instantly. 

Phil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet? 

Vert.  An’t  please  your  Grace,  a gown,  a 
handsome  gown  now, 

An  orient  gown 

Phil.  Nny,  take  thy  pleasure  of  her. 

Vert.  Of  cloth  of  tissue — I can  fit  you, 
madam : [body ! 

(My  lords,  stand  out  o’  th*  light!;  a curious 
The  neatest  body  in  Spain  this  day — with 
embroider’d  flowers, 

A clinquant  petticoat  of  some  rich  stuff, 

Jo  catch  the  eye:  I have  a thousand  fashions. 
Oh,  sleeve,  on,  sleeve!  I’ll  study  all  night, 
To  magnify  your  sleeve.  [madam, 

Otr.  Do,  superstitious  tailor,  , 

When  you’ve  more  time. 

Flor.  Make  me  no  more  than  woman,  and 
I’m  thine.  [help, 

Otr.  Sir,  happily  my  wardrobe,  with  your 
May  fit  her  instantly;  will  you  try  her? 
Vert.  If  I fit  her  not,  vour  wardrobe  can- 
not : 

But  if  the  fashion  be  not  there,  you  mar  her. 

Enter  Antonio , Constable , and  Officers. 
Ant.  Is  my  offence  so  great,  ere  I be  con- 
To  be  torn  with  rascals?  If  it  be  law,  [vict, 

Let  ’em  be  wild  horses  rather  than  these. 
Phi/.  What’s  that? 

Con.  This  is  a man  suspected  of  muxdcr, 
if  it  please  your  Grace. 

Phil.  It  pleases  me  not,  friend;  but  who 
suspects  him  ? 
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Con.  We  that  are  your  highness’  extraor- 
dinary officers,  [in  peace. 

We  that  have  taken  our  oatfis  to  maintain  you 
Phil.  ’Twill  he  a great  charge  to  you. 

Con.  Tis  a great  charge  indeed ; 

But  then  we  call  our  neighbours  to  help  ns. 

This  gentleman 

And  another  were  fallen  out  ( yet  that’s  more 
Than  I am  able  to  say,  for  I heard  no  words 
Between  ’em,  hut  w hat  their  weapons  spoke, 
clash,  and  clatter)  [vernment. 

Which  we  seeing,  came  w-ith  our  hills  of  go- 
And  first  knock'd  down  their  weapons,  and 
then  the  men. 

Phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace? 

Con.  Yes,  an’t  like  your  Grace y 
We  knock’d  ’em  down,  to  keep  the  peace  : 

This  we  laid  hold  on,  [do 

The  other  we  set  in  the  stocks  That  I could 
By  mine  own  power,  without  your  majesty. 

Enter  Aminta. 

Phil.  How  so,  sir? 

Con.  I am  a shoemaker  by  my  trade. 

Amin.  Oh,  my  husband  ! 

Why  stands  my  husbaud  us  a man  endanger’d? 
Restore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful ! 

I’ll  answer  for  him. 

Ant.  W hat  woman  is  this? 

What  husband?  Hold  thy  bawling!  I know 
thee  for  no  wife. 

Amin.  You  married  me  last  night. 

Ant.  Thou  liest ! I neither  was 
In  church  nor  house  last  night,  nor  saw  I thee. 

A thing  that  was  iny  friend,  I scorn  to  name 
now, 

Was  with  Ismenia,  like  a thief,  and  there 
He  violated  a sacred  trust : This  thou  mayst 
know,  Aminta. 

- Amin.  Are  not  you  he? 

Ant.  No,  nor  a friend  of  his : 

’Would  1 had  killed  him!  I hope  T have. 

Amin.  That  was  my  husband,  royal  sir, 
that  man, 

That  excellent  man  ! 

Enter  Be  Hides. 

Ant , That  villain,  timtthief!  [taken! 

Bel.  Have  I caught  you,  sir?  Well  over- 
This  is  mine  enemy.  Pardon,  my  sovereign  ! 
Phil.  Good  charity,  to  crave  pardon  for 
your  enemy ! [rudeness. 

Bel.  Mine  bwji  pardo:^ sir,  for  my  joy’s 
In  what  place  better  could  1 meet  my  foe, 

And  both  of  us  so  well  provided  too?  [him. 

He  with  some  black  blood-thirsty  crime  upon 
That  (ere  the  horse-leech  burst)  will  sack  him 
J with  a second  accusation,  [dry ; 

Enough  to  break  bis  neck,  if  need  should  he; 
And  then  to  have  e’en  Justice’  seif  to  right 
us*9!  * f 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


4*  Justice  self  to  right  t/s]  Is  from  the  most  ancient  edition : the  octavo  has  it, 

‘ Justice  it  self,*  Ac. 

The  reading  in  the  text  completes  the  measure  here,  ami  I wish  I could  have  done  the  same 
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How  should  I make  my  joys  a little  civil, 
They  might  not  keep  this  noise? 

Ant.  Here  is  some  hope: 

Should  th’  axe  be  dull,  the  halter  is  preparing. 
Pint.  Whut  is  your  accusation,  sir?  We’ve 
heard  the  former. 

Enter  Julio. 

Pel.  Mine,  my  lord  r A strong  one. 

Julio.  A false  one,  sir, 

At  least  malicious;  an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  despite:  He  would  accuse 
My  poor  kinsman  of  that  he  never  d ream'd  of, 
Nor  waking  saw,  the  stealing  of  hisdaughter, 
She  whom,  I know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 
Speak,  Antonio,  didst,  thou  ever  see  her? 
Ant.  Yes,  sir;  1 have  seen  her. 

Bel.  Ah,  ha,  friend  Julio  ! 

Julio.  He  might;  but  how?  With  an  un- 
hred  fill  eye. 

An  accidental  view,  as  men  see  multitudes, 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precisely  say 
They  saw  that  face,  or  that,  amongst  ’em  all. 
Didst  thou  so  look  on  her? 

Bel.  Guilty,  guilty ! 

Ilis  looks  hang  themselves. 

Phil.  Your  patience,  gentlemen  ! 

I pray  you  tell  me  if  I he  in  error; 

3 may  speak  often  when  I should  hut  hear : 
This  is  some  show  you  would  present  us  with, 
And  I do  interrupt  it.  'Pray  you  speak, 

(It  seems  no  more)  is’t  any  thing  but  a show? 
Bel.  My  lord,  this  gentlewoman  can  shew 
you  all, 

So  could  my  daughter  too,  if  she  were  here  : 
By  this  time  they  are  both  immodest  enough. 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I accuse  this  thief  for’t. 
Don  Martino  his  own  friend,  is  my  testimony; 
A practis’d  night-work ! 

Phil.  That  Martino's  the  other 
In  your  custody  ; he  was  forgotten  : 

Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  We’ll  bring  the  stocks  and  all  else, 
An’t  please  your  Grace! 

Enter  Bustopha  ami  Ismenia. 

Amin.  That  man’s  my  husband  certain, 
Instead  of  this:  Both  would  have  deceiv’d, 
and  both 
Beguil’d  4\ 

Bint.  Soho,  miller,  miller!  look  out,  miller! 
Js  there  ne’er  a miller  amongst  you  here,  gen- 
tlemen? 


[Act  5.  Scene  2. 

Terzo.  Yes,  sir,  here  is  a miller  amongst 
gentlemen, 

A gentleman  miller. 

Bust.  1 should  not  be  far  off*  then  ; 

There  went  but  a pair  of  sheers  and  a bodkin 
between  us. 

Will  you  to  work,  miller?  here  is  a maid 
Has  a sack  full  of  news  for  you  : Shall  vour 
stones  walk? 

Will  you  grind,  miller? 

Phil.  This  your  sou,  Fran io? 

Em.  My  ungrar  .jus,  my  disobedient, 

My  unnatural,  my  rebel  son,  my  lord. 

Bust.  Fy ! your  hopper  runs  over,  miller. 
Era.  This  villain 

(Of  my  own  flesh  ami  blood)  was  accessary 
To  the  stealing  of  my  daughter. 

Bust.  Oh  mountain, 

Shalt  thou  call  a molehill  a scab  upon  the  face 
of  the  ear tli  ? 

Tho’  a man  he  a thief,  shall 
A miller  call  him  so?  Oh,  egregious ! 

Julio.  Remember,  siirah,  who  you  speak 
before.  [grain; 

Bust.  I speak  before  a miller,  a thief  in 
For  he  steals  corn  : lie  that  steals  a wench, 
Is  a true  man  to  him. 

Phil.  Can  you  prove  fJmt?  [inf. 

You  may  help  another  cause  that  was  in  plead* 
Bust,  i’ll  prove  it  strougly.  He.  that  steal* 
* corn,  steals 

.The  bread  of  the  commonwealth ; he  that 
A wench,  steaU  hut  the  flesh.  [steals 

Phil.  And  how  [llcsti? 

Is  the  bread-stealing  more  criminal  thau  die 
Bust,  lie  that  steals  bread,  steals  that 
which  is 

Lawful  every  day;  he  that  Urals  flesh,  steals 
nothing  from  the  fasting  day: 

Ergo , to  steal  the  oread  is  the  arranter  theft. 
Phil.  This  is  to  some  purpose. 

Bust.  Again,  he 

That  steals  flesh  steals  for  his  own  belly  full; 
He  that  steals  bread,  robs  the  guts  of  others: 
Ergo , the  arranter  thief  the  bread-stealer. 
Again,  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals  once,  and 
gives  over ; 

Yes,  imd  often  pays  for  it ; the  other 
Steals  every  day,  without  satisfaction. 

To  conclude,  bread-stealing  is  the  more  ca- 
pital crime; 

For  what  he  steals, he  puts  it  in  at  the  head; 
lie  that  sleaJsdesh  vus  the  Dutch  author  say?) 


bv  the  assistance  of  all  the  copies  through  the  rest  of  the  play;  for  great  part  of  it  is  so  far 
fr*»m  being  verse,  that  it  has  no  pretence  to  any  such  thing,  and  indeed  in  a multitude  of 
places  is  neither  better  nor  worse  than  prose  run  mad.  Sympsou. 

This  justice  to  the  measure  has  been  attempted  in  this  edition. 

•3  Both  u'ou'd  have  deceiv'd,  and  both  beguil'd .]  What,  deceiv'd  and  beguiTd  too?  Aminta 
purposed  no  such  tautology,  but  only  that  she  and  Martino  were  two  designing  cheats,  and 
had  been  as  well  fitted  for  their  purposed  knavery.  But  as  the  old  rcadiug  docs  not,  nay 
cannot,  make  out  this  sense,  1 suspect  we  should  write  thus, 

4 Both  (i.  e.  of  ns)  would  have  deceiv’d,  and  both  are  beguil’d.’  Sytnpson. 

The  old  reading  bears  the  same  sense. 
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Pats  it  in  at  the  foot  (the  lower  member). 
Will  you  go  as  you  are  now,  miller? 

Phil.  How  has  this  satisfied  you,  don  Bcl- 
lides  ? fotis ! 

Bel.  Nothing,  mv  lord ; my  muse  is  seri- 
I claim  a daughter  from  that  loving  thief 
there. 

Ant . I would  I had  her  fdr  you,  sir ! 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  Julio! 

Julio.  How  said  you,  Antonio ! Wish  you, 
you  had  his  daughter?  [body 

Ant.  With  my  soul  I wish  her;  and  my 
Shall  perish,  but  I will  enjoy  my  soul’s  wish. 
I would  have  slain  my  friend  for  his  deceit, 
But  I do  find  Ids  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 
Julio.  Will  you  vex  my  soul  forth?  no 
other  choice  [girl ! 

But  where  iny  hate  is  rooted?  Coine  hither, 
Whose  pretty  innid  art  thou? 

It's.  The  child  of  a poor  man,  sir. 

Julio.  The  better  for  it.  With  iny  sove- 
reign’s leave, 

I will  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,  niil  he. 
Phil.  P.irdon  me,  sir,  I’ll  be  no  love- 
enforcer; 

I u«c  no  power  of  mine  unto  those  ends. 
Julio.  Wilt  thou  have  him? 
hm.  Not  unless  he  love  me.  [beauties! 
Ant.  I do  love  thee:  Farewell,  all  other 
I Httle  here.  You  are  Ismenia. 

[Aside  to  Ismenia. 
Ism.  The  same  I was ; better,  nor  worse, 
Antonio. 

Ant.  I shall  have  vour  consent  here,  I am 
sure,  sir. 

Bel.  With  all  iny  heart,  sir;  nay,  if  you 
accept  it. 

I’ll  do  this  kindness  to  mine  enemy. 

And  give  her  as  a father. 

Ant.  She'll  thank  you  as  a daughter; 

Will  you  not,  Ismenia? 

Bel.  How!  Ismenia? 

Ism.  Your  daughter,  sir. 

Bel.  Is  it  possible? — 

Away, you  feeble- wilted  things!  You  thought 
You’d  caught  the  old  ones!  You  wade,  you 
wade  [here ! 

In  shallow  fords;  we  can  swim,  we:  Look 
We  made  the  match ; we  arc  ail  (fiends,  eood 
friends:  [tool. 

Thin,  thin  ! Why,  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this 
Bust.  Keep  that  to  yuursdf,  s:r;  what  I 
knew  I knew: 

This  sack  is  n witness.  Miller,  this  is  not  for 
your  thumbing.  [day 

Here’s  gold  lace;  you  may  sec  her  in  herhoii- 
Cloathsif  you  will;  1 was  her  wardrobe-man. 

Enter  Martino,  A minta%  C instable  und  Officers. 
Ant.  Y'ou  beguil’d  me  well,  sir. 

Mart.  Dill  you  speak  to  me,  sir? 

Ant.  It  might  seem  to  you,  Martino  ; 

Your  conscience  has  quick  cars. 

Jtoirt.  My  sight  v\  us 

VoL.II.  ' b 4 


A little  dim  i'th’dark  indeed  ; so  was 
My  feeling  cozen’d;  yeti  nin  content: 

T am  the  better  understander  now ; 

I know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a woman ! 
There  you’re  my  junior. 

Ant.  You’re  not  hurt? 

ilfarf.  Not  shrewdly  hurt ; [flesh. 

T have  good  flesh  to  heal,  vou  see,  good  round 
These  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping,  crack 
stones  and  all ; 

I should  not  give  much  to  boot  to  ride 
In  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 
Ant.  You  mistake  the  weapon : Arc  you 
not  hurt  ? 

Mart.  A little  scratch  ; but  I shall  claw’t 
off  well  enough. 

Enter  Gillian. 

Gil.  I can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine, 
With  a free  conscience.  My  liege,  your 
pardon. 

Phil.  For  what? — Who  knows  this  woman? 
Fra.  1 l»est,  my  lord  ; I’ve  been  acquainted 
with  her 

These  foriy  summers,  and  as  many  winters, 
Were  it  spring  again:  She’s  like  the  gout;  I 
enn  ret 

No  cure  for  her. 

Phil.  Oh,  your  wife,  Franio?  [painful 

Fra.  ' Hs  * oh,  ray  wife*  indeed,  my  lord;  a 
Stitch  to  my  side;  'would  it  were  pick’d  out ! 

Phil.  Well,  sir. 

Your  silcjicc ! 

Bast.  Will  you  be 

Older  und  older  every  day  than  other? 

Fhe  longer  you  live  the  older  still  ? Must 
his  majesty  [tongue? 

Command  your  silence,  ere  you'll  hold  your 
Phil.  Your  reprehension  runs  into  the  same 
’Pray,  sir,  will  you  be  silent?  [fault: 

Bust  I have  told  him 
Of  ibis  before  now,  my  liege;  hut  age 

Will  have  his  course,  and  las  weaknesses 

Phil.  Good  sir, 

Your  forbearance. 

Bust.  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies, 

As  I may  say,  that  cannot  hold  his  tongue 

Ere  he  be  bidden 

Phil.  Why,  sirrah ! 

Bast.  But  I believe  ' [him: 

Your  majesty  will  not  be  long  troubled  with 
I hope  that  wornau  lias  something  to  confess 
V\  ill  hang  them  both. 

Phil,  birrah,  you’ll  pull  your  destiny  upon 
If  vou  cease  not,  the. sooner.  [you, 

Bust.  Nay,  I have  done,  my  liege;  yet 
It  grieves  itic  that  1 should  call  that  man  fa- 
ther. 

That  should  be  so  shameless,  that  being  con. - 

To  hold  his  tongue (triatidetl 

Phil.  To  lh’ porter’s  lodge  with  him. 

Bust.  I thank  your  Grace ! 1 have  a friend  / 
there. 

Phil.  Speak,  woman ! 
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If  any  interruption  meet  thee  more,  it  shall 
Be  punish'd  sharply. 

(HI.  Good  my  liege,  (I  dare  not) 

Ask  you  the  question  why  that  old  man  weeps. 
r Phil.  M ho?  count  Juiio?  i observ’d  it  not. 
^ ou  hear  the  question,  sir;  will  you  give  the 
cause ? [sage, 

Julio.  Oil,  my  lord,  it  hardly  will  get  pas- 
flt  is  a sorrow  of  that  greatness  grown) 

Less  it  dissolve  in  tears,  and  come  by  parcels. 

Gil.  I’ll  help  you,  sir,  in  the  delivery, 

And  bring  you  forth  a joy : You  lost  a daugh- 
ter 

J ufio.  T was  that  recounted  thought  brought 
forth  Lhesc  sorrows. 

Gil.  She’s  found  again.  Kuow  you  this 
mantle,  sir? 

Julio.  Hu? 

Gil.  Nay,  leave  your  wonder;  I’ll  explain 
it  to  you. 

This  did  enwrap  your  child,  whom  ever  since 
I have  call’d  mine,  when  nurse  Amaranta, 

In  a remove  from  Mora  to  Corduba, 

Has  seiz'd  on  by  a fierce  and  hungry  bear; 
She  was  the  ravin’s  prey,  asileav’ii  so  would ! 
He  with  his  booty  fill’d,  forsook  the  babe: 
All  this  was  in  my  sight ; and  so  long  I saw, 
Until  the  cruel  creature  left  my  sight; 

At  which  advantage  I adventur’d  me 
To  rescue  the  sweet  lamb  : I did  it,  sir  ; 

And  ever  since  J have  kept  back  your  joy, 
And  made  it  mine.  But  ugc  hath  wearied  me, 
And  bids  me  back  restore  unto  the  owner 
What  1 unjustly  kept  these  fourteen  years. 
Julio.  Oh,  thou  hast  ta’en  so  many  years 
from  me,  [me. 

And  made  mu  young  os  was  her  birth-day  to 
Oil,  good  my  liege,  give  my  joys  a pardon  ! 

I must  go  pour  a blessing  on  my  child, 
Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  trouble- 
some. [Exit. 

Phil.  Franio,  you  knew  this  before  r 
Bust.  Ob,  oh  ! Item  for  you,  miller  ! 

Fra.  I did,  my  liege ; 1 must  confess  I did  : 
And  I confess,  I ncVr  would  have  confess’d, 
Had  not  that  woman’s  tongue  begun  to  me. 
We  poor  ones  love,  aud  would  have  com- 
forts, sir,  [sir; 

As  well  as  great.  This  is  no  strange  fault, 
There's  many  men  keep  other  men’s  children, 
As  tbo’  they  were  their  own. 


Bust.  It  may  stretch 
Further  yet ; I beseech  you,  my  liege,  let 
This  woman  be  a little  further  examin’d ; 

Let  the  w ards  of  her  conscience  be  search'd  ** : 
I would  know  how  she  came  by  me;  I am 
A lust  child,  if  I be  theirs:  Though  1 have 
Been  brought  up  in  a mill,  yet  1 had  ever 
A mind,  methought,  to  be  a greater  man. 
Phil  Siie  will  resolve  you  sure. 

Gil.  Ay,  ay, 

Boy  ; thou  art  mine  own  flesh  and  blood,  born 
Of  mine  own  body. 

Bust.  Tis  very  unlikely 
That  such  a body  should  hear  inc  ! There’s  no 
Trust  in  these  millers.  Woman,  tell  the  truth! 
My  father  shall  forgive  thee,  whatsoever  - 
lie  was,  were  he  kuigiu,  squire,  or  captain; 
lie  should  not  be.  [!e** 

Gil.  Thou  art  mine  own  child,  boy. 

Bust.  And  was  the  miller  my  father? 

Git  Wouldst  thou  make 
Thy  mother  n whore,  knave  ? 

Bust.  Ay,  if  she  make  me 
A bastard.  The  rack  must  make  her  con- 
fess, iny  lord  ; 

- 1 shall  never  come  to  know  who  I am  else. 

I have  a worshipful  mind  in  me  sure;  mo- 
1 do  scoru  poor  folks.  [thinks 

Enter  Otranlet  Florimely  Julio , 8fC. 
Phil.  Here  comes  the  brightest  glory  of 
the  day ; 

Love  yok’d  with  love,  the  best  equality, 
Without  the  level  of  estate  or  person  is. 
Julio  You  both  shall  be  rewarded  boun- 
tifully ; 

Well  be  n-kin  too  ; brother  and  sister 
Slmll  be  chang'd  with  us  ever.  [cousin 

Bust.  Thank  you,  uncle  ! My  sister  is  iny 
Yet  at  the  last  cast : Farewell,  sister-foster ! 
If  1 had  known  the  civil  law  would  have 
Allowed  it,  thou  hadst  hud  another  manner 
Of  husband  than  thou  hast;  but  much  good 
dp  thee  ! | so— 

I’ll  dance  at  thy  wedding,  kiss  the  bride,  and 
Julio.  Why,  how  now,  sirrah  ? [ttr. 

Bwf.Tis  lawful  now,  she’s  none  uf  my  si*- 
it  was  a miller  and  a lord 
That  had  a scabbard  and  a sword, 
lie  put  it  up  in  the  country  word. 

The  miller  and  Ins  daughter. 


« Let  the  words  of  her  conscience  be  search'd .]  Sympsnn  reads  tv  omuls  for  worth.  We  think 
tcards  is  as  much  more  congruous  to  the  sense,  as  it  is  nearer  the  trace  of  the  letters. 

Ijtxel  of  estate  or  person.]  In  the  business  of  match-making,  generally  the  chief  con- 
sideration turns  not  on  the  quality  of  the  persons,  but  the  quantity  of  their  means.  If  so, 
then  possibly  the  Poets  made  the  king  express  himself  thus: 

‘ Without  the  level  of  estate,  or  portion .* 

So  in  this  very  play,  act  ii.  scene  2,  Martino  says  to  Antonio, 

‘ You  not  consider,  sir, 

* The  great  disparity  is  in  their  bloods, 

* Estates , and  fortunes* 

Unless  the  reader  will  say  that  person  above  may  mean  the  quality  of  blood.  On  that  sup- 
position indeed  the  line  may  stand  without  any  alteration.  Sumpson. 

As  it  undoubtedly  should  do,  spue  of  hvpercriiicisni. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  MAID  IN  THE  MILL. 


587 


Act  5.  Scene  2.] 

She  has  a face,  and  she  can  sing. 

She  lias  a grace,  and  she  can  spring, 
She  has  a place  with  another  thing, 
Tradoodlc. 

Fra.  A knavish  brother  of  yours,  my  lord. 
Bust.  ’Would  1 

Were  acquainted  with  your  tailor,  noble  bro- 
ther ! 

Otr.  You  may;  there  he  is!  mine,  newly 
entertain'd. 

Vert.  It'  you  have  any  w'ork  for  me,  I can 
fit  you,  sir; 

I fitted  the  lady. 

Bust.  My  sister,  tailor? 

What  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  roe. 

Vert.  Who  fits  her 

May  fit  you,  sir;  the  tailor  can  do  both. 
Bust.  You  hove  a true  yard,  tailor  ? 

Vert.  Ne’er  a whit  too  long,  I warrant  you. 


Bust.  Then,  tailor,  march  w ith  me  away  ! 

I scorn  these  robes,  I must  be  gay ; 

IVIy  noble  brother  he  shall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  [Exeunt, 

Phil.  Your  recover'd  friendships  are  sound, 
gentlemen  ? 

Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart,  my  lord  * The  worm 
shall  not  * 

Beyond  many  ages  find  a breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  These  lovers’  unities  I will  not  doubt 
of. 

How  happy  have  you  made  our  progress  then. 

To  be  tne  witness  of  such  fair  accords ! 

Come,  now  we'll  eat  with  you,  my  lord 
Otrante : 

Tis  a charge  sav’d ; you  must  not  grudge 
vour  guest ; 

Tis  Loth  my  welcome,  and  your  wedding- 
feast.  [Exeunt  omtus , 


4 F 2 


Digitized  by  Google 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA 

A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Commendatory  Verses  by  Gardiner  ascribe  this  piny  (which  was  first  printed  in  the  folia 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Valuta,  the  Grand-waster  of  Malta. 

Miranda,  an  Italian  Gentleman f the  Knight 
of  Malta. 

CAM  Run  j tw°  Kn‘ghti  °Tder- 

MOUNTFERRAT,  a Knight  of  the  Order , but  a 
Villain. 

Gomera,  a deserving  Spanish  Gentleman. 

NoraNDINF.,  a valiant  merry  Dane , Com- 
mander-in-chtff  of  the  Gallies  of  'Malta. 

COLON N a,  alius  ANGP.LO,  a Captive  redeemed 
from  the  Gullies , and  beloved  of  Miranda. 

Rocca,  Servant  and  Instrument  to  Mount- 

Tint)  Bishops.  [ferrut 

Soldiers. 


Corpora). 

Prisoners. 

Two  Marshals. 

Doctor. 

One  if  the  Esguard. 

Servants. 

Oriana,  Sister  to  Valet  ta,  and  Wife  of  Go - 
mera. 

Veli.KDA,  Attendant  on  Oriana. 

Zantiua,  alias  Abdella,  a Moor,  Servant 
to  Oriana. 

Lucinda,  a beautiful 'Turkish  Woman,  con- 
tracted to  Angelo , Prisoner  to  Miranda. 

Two  Gentlewomen. 


SCENE,  Malta. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mountferrat. 

Mountferrat . TVytES  she  despise  me  thus? 

me,  that  with  spoil 

And  hazardous  exploits,  full  sixteen  years 
Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Victory, 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  servitors? 
Tempests  I Have  subdued,  and  fought  them 
calm, 

Out-lighten*d  lightning  in  my  chivalry, 

Rid  (tame  as  Patience)  billows  that  kick'd 
Heav’n, 

Whistled  enraged  Boreas  'till  his  gusts 
Were  grown  so  gentle,  that  he  seem’d  to  sigh, 
Because  he  could  not  shew  the  air  my  keel ; 
And  yet  1 cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes. 
Which,  tho*  they  blaze,  both  comfort  and 
invite ; [car, 

Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud,  pass  thro  her 
Whose  guard  is  only  blushing  Innocence, 

To  take  the  least  possession  of  her  heurL 
Did  I attempt  her  with  a thread-bare  name, 


Un-napt  with  meritorious  actions. 

She  might  with  colour  disallow  iny  suit : 

But,  by  the  honour  of  this  Christian  cross, 
(In  blood  of  infidels  so  often  dyed. 

Which  mine  own  soul  and  sword  hath  fixed 
•here, 

And  neither  favour,  iipr  birth's  privilege) 
Oriana  shall  confess,  faltho*  she  be 
Valletta’s  sister,  our  Grand-master  here) 

The  wages  of  scorn’d  love  is  baneful  hate, 
Aud,  if  I rule  not  her,  I’ll  rule  her  fate. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Rocca,  my  trusty  servant,  welcome ! 

Rocca.  Sir,  # 

I wish  my  Rews  deserv’d  it!  Hapless  I, 
That,  being  lov’d  and  trusted,  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  answer  that  you  do  expect. 

Muthitf.  Why  spenk’st  thou  from  me  ? thy 
pleas’d  eyes  send  forth 
Beams  brighter  than  the  star  that  ushers  day; 
Thy  smiles  restore  sick  expectation,  [mine. 
liocca.  I bring  you,  #ir,  her  smiles,  not 
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Mount/.  Her  smiles  ? 

Why,  tbev  arc  presents  for  ki pits’  eldest  sons  : 
Great  Sofymun,  that  wearies  his  hot  eyes 
Rut  to  peruse  his  deck’d  seraglio, 

When  from  the  number  of  his  concubines 
He  chuseth  one  for  that  night,  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wraith,  is  not  so  rich  as  I 
In  this  one  smile,  from  Oriana  sent. 

Bocca.  Sir,  fare  you  well  I 
Mount/.  Oh,  Roccn ! thou  art  wise, 

And  wouldst  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Ruin  me  headlong!  Aptly  thou  conceiv’st, 
If  one  reviving  smile  can  raise  me  thus, 
What  trances  will  the  sweet  words  which 
thou  bring’st 

Cast  me  into.  I felt,  my  dearest  friend, 

(No  more  my  servant)  when  I employ’d  thee, 
That  k new’s t to  look  and  speak  as  lovers 
should, 

And  carry  faithfully  thy  master’s  si"hs, 

That  it  must  work  some  heat  in  her  cold  heart; 
And  all  my  labours  now  come  fraughted  home 
With  ten-fold  prize. 

Rorca.  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Mount/.  Yes : 

But  take  heed,  gentle  Rorca,  that  thou  dost 
Tenderly  by  degrees  assault  mine  ears 
With  her  consent,  now  to  embrace  my  love ; 
For  thou  well  know’st  I’ve  been  so  plung’d, 
so  torn 

With  her  resolved  reject,  and  neglect, 

That  to  report  her  soft  acceptance  now 
Will  stupifv  sense  in  me,  if  not  kill. 

Why  shew’st  tliou  this  distemper? 

Itocca.  Draw  your  sword,  [you, 

And,  when  I with  my  breath  have  blasted 
Kill  me  with  it: 

I bring  you  smiles  of  pity,  not  affection, 

For  such  she  sent. 

Mount/.  Oh  ! can  she  pity  me  ? 

Of  all  the  paths  lend  to  a woman’s  love, 
Pity’s  the  straightest. 

Bocca.  Waken,  sir,  and  know 
That  her  contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  so) 
Continues  still;  she  bidsyou  throw  your  pearl 
Into  strong  streams,  and  hope  to  turn  them  so, 
Ere  her  to  foul  dishonour ; write  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  coral  grown  above  the  sea ; 

Them  hope  to  soften  to  compassion. 

Or  change  their  modest  blush  to  love-sick 
pale. 

Ere  work  her  to  your  impious  requests. 

All  your  loose  thoughts  she  chides  you  home 
again. 

But  with  such  calm  behaviour,  and  mild  looks, 
4Shc  gentlicr  den.es  than  others  grant, 

For  just  as  others  love,  so  doth  she  hate. 

She  suys,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever,  and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her,  and  your  own 
faith 

That  being  the  virgin  you  should  now  protect. 
Hitherto,  she  professes,  sh’  has  conceal’d 
Your  lustful  batt’rk$;  but  the  next,  she  vows, 
(In  open  hall,  before  the  honour’d  cross, 


And  her  great  brother)  she  will  quite  disclose, 
Calling  for  justice,  to  your  utter  shame. 
Mount/.  Hence ! find  the  Blackamoor  that 
waits  upon  her, 

Bring  her  unto  me;  she  doth  love  me  yet, 
And  I must  her  now,  at  least  seem  to  do. 
Cupid,  thy  brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  veins, 
i will  with  blood  extinguish  ! — Art  not  cone? 

f Exit  Rncca. 

Shall  my  desires,  like  beggars,  wait  at  door, 
i Whilst  any  others  revel  in  her  breast? 

I Sweat  on,  my  spirits!  Know,  tliou  tnck’d-np 
toy, 

My  love’s  a violent  flood,  where  thou  art  fali’n; 
Playing  with  which  tide  th'hadst  been  gently 
toss’d, 

But,  crossing  it,  thou  art  o’efwhelm’d  and  lost. 

Enter  Astorius  and  Qaslriot. 

Cast.  Monsieur,  good  day  ! 

Asto.  Good  morrow,  valiant  knight! 
What,  are  you  for  this  great  solemnity 
'I’h is  morn  intended  ? 

Mount/.  What  solemnity? 

Asto.  Th*  investing  of  the  martial  Spaniard, 
Peter  Gomera,  with  our  Christian  badge. 

Cost.  And  young  Miranda,  the  Italian; 
Both  which,  with  wondrous  prowess  and  gryat 
luck. 

Have  dar’d  and  done  for  Malta  such  high 
feats, 

That  not  one  fort  in  it  but  rings  their  names 
As  loud  as  any  man’s. 

Mount/.  As  any  man’s  ? 

Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Asto.  Yes,  Mountferrat, 

No  bold  knight  ever  past  you  ; but  we  wear 
The  dignity  of  Christians  on  our  breasts, 
And  have  a long  time  triumph’d  for  our  con- 
quests : {yet. 

These  conquer’d  a long  time,  not  triumph’d 
Mount/.  Astorius,  you’re  a most  indul- 
gent knight, 

Detracting  from  yourself,  to  add  to  others. 
You  know  this  title  is  the  period 
To  ail  our  labours,  the  extremity 
Of  that  tall  pyramid,  where  honour  hangs; 
Which  we  w itii  sweat  and  agony  have  reach’d, 
And  should  not  then  so  easily  impart 
So  bright  a wreath  to  every  cheap  desert. 
Cast.  How  is  this  Frenchman  chang’d, 
Astorius! 

Some  sullen  discontent  possesses  him, 

That  makes  him  envy  what  he  heretofore 
Did  most  ingenuously  hut  emulate. 

Mount.  Oh,  furious  desire,  how  like  a 
whirlwind 

Thou  hurriest  me  beyond  mine  honour's  point ! 
Out  of  my  heart,  base  lust ! or,  heart,  I vow 
Those  flames  that  heat  me  thus,  I’ll  burn 
thee  in.  [Audc, 

Asto.  Do  you  observe  him  ? 

Mount/.  What  news  of  the  Dane? 

That  valiant  captain  Norandiue? 

Cast,  lie  fights  still, 
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In  view  oW  town  ; he  plays  the  devil  with 
And  they,  the  Turks  with  hirti.  [’em, 

Mountf.  They’re  well  met  then  ; 

Twcre  sin  to  sever  'em.  Pish— woman — 
memory — 

’Would  one  of  yc  would  leave  me ! [Aside. 

Asto.  Six  fresh  gullies 
I in  St.  Angelo  from  the  promontory 
This  morn  descried,  making  a girdle  for  him; 
But  our  Great-master  doth  intend  relief 
This  present  meeting.  Will  you  walk  along? 
Mount  f.  Hum — Ihuve  read,  ladies  enjoy’d 
have  been  [names, 

The  gulphs  of  worthiest  men,  burled  their 
Their  former  valour,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue, 
And  sent  them  slinking  to  untimely  graves. 

I that  cannot  enjoy,  by  her  disdain, 

Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched.  Woman  then 
Checking,  or  granting,  is  the  grave  of  men. 

[ Aside. 

Asto.  He’s  saving  of  his  prayers  sure. 

Cast.  Will  you  go, sir  ? [ported 

Mount/  I cry  you  mercy  ! I am  so  traus- 
(Yonr  pardon,  noble  brothers;  with  a business 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta,  that  1 am 
(Anon  you’ll  bear  it)  almost  blind  and  deaf— 
( Lust  neither  sees  nor  hears  aught  hut  itself ) — 
But  1 will  follow  instantly.  Your  cross. 
Asto.  Not  mine.  [Crou  dropt. 

Cost.  Nor  mine;  *tis  yours. 

Asto.  Cost.  Good  morrow,  brother.  [Ere. 
Mount/.  White  innocent  sign,  thou  dost 
abhor  to  dwell  [breast, 

So  near  the  dim  thoughts  of  this  troubled 
And  grace  these  graceless  projects  of  my 
heart ! 

Enter  Zanthia , uluis  Aldella. 

Yet  I must  wear  thee,  to  protect  uiy  crimes, 
If  not  for  conscience,  for  hypocrisy; 

Some  churchmen  so  wear  cassocks.  Oli,  ray 
Zanthia, 

My  pearl,  that  scorns  a stain  ! I much  repent 
All  my  neglec  ts ; let  me,  Ixion  like. 
Embrace  my  black  cloud,  since  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averse : Thou  art  more  soft 
And  full  of  dalliance  than  the  tairest  flesh, 
And  far  more  loving.  4 

Zant.  Ay,  you  say  so  now ; 

But,  like  a property,  when  I have  serv’d 
Your  turns,  vou’U  c.ist  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 
For  a sigi  somewhere. 

Mountf.  May  my  life  then  forsake  me. 
Or,  from  my  expected  bliss,  be  cast  to  hell! 
Zunt  My  tongue,  sir,  cannot  lisp  to  meet 
you  so, 

Nor  ray  black  cheek  put  on  a feigned  blush, 
To  make*  nit*  s«  era  m >re  modest  than  I am. 
This  ground- w .rk  will  not  oenr  adult'rateri  d, 
Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love.  [teeth. 
These  dark  h.cksnre  not  purcha>‘d,  nor  these 
For  ev’ry  t..ght  they  are  my  bedfellows; 

No  bath,  no  blanching  water,  smoothing  oils, 


Doth  mend  me  up ; and  yet,  Mountferrat, 
know, 

I am  as  full  of  pleasure  in  the  touch 
As  e’er  a white- fac’d  puppet  of ’email. 

Juicy,  and  firm;  unfledge  them  of  their  tires, 
Their  wires,  their  partlets,  pins,  and  perriwigs. 
And  they  appear  like  bald  cootes,  in  the  nest: 
1 can  as  blitbly  work  in  my  love’s  bed, 

And  deck  thy  fair  neck  with  these  jetty  chains, 
Sing  thee  asleep,  being  wear ied;  and,  refresh’d. 
With  the  same  organ,  steal  sleep  off  again. 
Mount/  Oh,  my  black  swan,  sleeker  than 
cygnet’s  plush 

Sweeter  than  is  the  sweet  of  pomander. 
Breath’d  like  curl’d  Zephyrus,  cooling  liinon- 
trees,  [grove! 

Straight  us  young  pines,  or  cedars  in  the 
(Quickly  descend,  lovers'  best  cfcnopy, 

Still  Night,  for  Zanthia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  ail  continence ! Perpetrate,  dear 
wench, 

What  thou  hast  promis’d, and  T vow  by  Heav’n, 
Malta,  I’ll  leave  in  it  my  honours  here, 

And  in  some  other  country,  Zanthia  make 
My  wife,  aud  my  best  fortune. 

Zant.  From  this  hope. 

Here  is  an  answer  to  that  letter,  which 
1 lately  sliew’d  you,  sent  from  Tripolv, 

By  the  great  bu-»lia,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  treachery  to  the  island; 
Which  will  she  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  blest  Alcoran, 
Marriage  unto  her:  This  the  Master  knows. 
But  is  resolv’d  of  her  integrity, 

As  well  he  may,  sweet  lady ; yet,  for  love, 
For  love  of  thee,  Mountferrat,  (oh!  what 
chains 

Of  deity,  or  duty  can  hold  love  ?) 

I have  this  answer  fram’d,  so  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off,  returning 
The  basha’s  letter  safe  into  her  pocket. 
What  you  will  do  w ith  it,  yourself  best  knows. 
Farewell  I keep  my  true  heart,  keep  true  your 
vows.  [ Exit. 

Mount/.  Till  I be  dust,  my  Zanthia,  be 
confirm'd.  [lips.— 

Sparrows,  and  doves,  sit  coupling  ’twixt  thy 
It  is  not  love,  but  strong  libidinous  will 
That  triumphs  o’er  me;  and  to  satiate  that, 
What  dilTrcnce  ’twixt  this  Moor,  and  her  fair 
dame  ? 

Night  makes  their  hues  alike,  their  use  is  so; 
Whose  hand's  so  subtle  he  can  colours  name, 
If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  ’em?  Lust  being 
blind, 

Never  in  women  did  distinction  find.  [Exit* 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  tiro  Gentlewomen. 

1 Gent.  But  i’fuith  dust  thou  thiukmy  lady 
Was  never  in  love? 

U Gent.  I rather  think  she  was  ever 


» Silkuer  than  cygnet's  plush.]  So  first  folio.  Sympson. 


Digitized  by  Google 


‘THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


592 


[Act.  1.  SceneS. 


In  lore;  in  perfect  charity «,  I mean. 

With  nil  the  world. 

1  Gent.  A most  Christian  answer, 

I promise  you.  But  I mean  in  love 
With  a man.  [have  her 

Q Gent.  With  a man  ? what  else?  wouldst 
In  love  with  a beast? 

1 Gent.  You  are  somewhat  quirk  ; 

But  if  she  were,  it  were  no  precedent : 

Did  you  never  read  of  Euro  pa 

The  fair,  that  leapt  a bull,  that  leapt  the  Sea, 
That  swam  to  land,  and  them  leapt  tier? 

2 Gent.  Oh,  heavens!  a bull? 

1 Gent.  Yes,  a white  bull. 

2 Gent.  Lord  ! how  could  she  sit  him  ? 

Where  did  she  hold?  [time, 

1 Gent.  Why,  by  the  horn;  since  which 
No  woman,  almost,  is  contented  ’till  * 
biie  have  a horn  of  her  own  to  hold  by. 

2 Gent.  Thou 
Art  very  knavish. 

1 Gent.  And  thou  very  foolish. 

But,  sirrah,  why  dost  thou  not  marry? 

2 Gent.  Because 

1 would  he  no  man’s  lookmg-gia.->8. 

S Gent.  As  how  ? 

2 Gent.  As  thus;  there  is  no  wife  (if  die 
Be  good  and  true,  will  honour  and  obey) 
But  must  reflect  the  true  countenance  of 
licr  husband  upon  him  : If  he  look  sad  upon 
her. 

She  must  not  look  merrily  upon  him;  if  he 
Look  merrily,  she  must  not  sorrowfully; 
Else  she  is  a false  glass,  and  tit  for 
Nothing  but  breaking  : His  anger  must  be 
Her  discontent,  his  pleasure  her  delight : 

If  he  weep,  she  must  cry; 

If  he  laugh,  she  must  shew  her  teeth  ; 
if  he  be  sick,  she  must  nut  be  -in  health ; 

If  he  eat  candles,  she  must  eat  pottage ; she 
Must  hare  no  proper  passion  of  her  own ! 
And  is  not  this  a tyranny  ? 

1 Gent.  Yes,  i'faith ! Tthen 

Marriage  nfny  well  be  call’d  a yoke  ! Wives 
Are  but  like  superficial  lines  in  geometry, 

1 hat  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own, 


But  as  their  bodies  (their  husbands)more.  Yet 
I know  some  wives,  that  are  never  freely 
tnfrry. 

Nor  truly  pleas'd,  but  when  they're  furthest 
Their  husbands.  [otf 

2 Gent.  That’s  because  the  moon 
Governs  ’em ; which  hath  most  light  and  shines 
Brightest,  the  more  remote  it  is  from  the  sun ; 
And,  contrary,  is  more  sullen,  dim,  andshews 
Least  splendor,  when  it  is  nearest. 

1 Gent.  But  if  I were  to  marry, 

I would  marrv  a fair  effeminate  fool. 

2 Gent.  Why? 

1 Gent.  Because  I would  lead  the  blind 

whither  I list.  [lor  monet, 

2 Gent.  And  l the  wisest  man  i could  get 
Because  I had  rather  follow  the  clear-sighted 
Bless  me  from  a husband  that  sails  by  his 

1 Gent.  Why  ? [wife’s  compass ! 

2 Gent.  Why,  ’tis  ten  to  one  hut  she 
Breaks  his  head  in  her  youth;  and,  when  she 

is  old,  [too! 

She’ll  never  leave  ’till  she  has  broke  his  back 

1 Gent.  But  what  scurvy  knights  have  we 

heie  i»  Malta®,  [allegiance 

That  when  they  aredub’d  take  their  oath  of 
To  live  poor,  and  chastly,  ever  after? 

2 Gent.  ’Faith, 

Many  knights  in  other  nations  (I  have  l)fard) 
Are  as  poor  us  ours;  marry,  where  one  of ’em 
Has  taken  the  oath  of  chastity,  we  want 
A new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Enter  Zunthia. 

Znnt.  Ilist,  wenches! 

My  lady  calls;  she's  entering  the  terrace, 
To  see  the  show. 

1 Gent.  Oh,  black  pudding! 

2 Gent.  My  little  labour  iu  rain  ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  aborc,  Oriana , Zunthia , and  two  Gen- 
tlewomen', beneath.  Valet ta , Mountferrat, 
As  tot  ins,  Cast  riot,  Gomera , Maunda,  At- 
tendants of  Knights,  4 c. 

Mount/.  Are  you  there,  lady? 


9 2 Gent.  I rather  think  she  was  ever  in  lore,  in  p erf  eat  charity. 

1 Gent.  I mean,  with  all  the  world. 

2 Gent.  A most  Christum  nnsu'tr,  I promise  you  ; but,  4 c. 

2 Gent.  With  amai)?j  Corrected  in  1750. 

3  hi  okr  his  back  to- 

But  w hat  scurvy  knight  have  you  here  in  Malta,  &c. 

Enter  Zunthia. 

Zan.  Hi*t,  wenches:  my  lady  calls,  she  sent' ring 
The  t err  ass,  to  see  the  show. 

1 Gent.  Oh  black  pudding. 

2 Gent.  My  little  labour  in  vain. 

1 Gent.  But  what  scurvy  knights  have  we  here  in  Malta,  that,  4-c.l  This  confusion  find 
repetition  appear  in  all  the  editions  but  the  present.  We  apprehend  there  can  he  no  doubt 
but  Zanthias  entry,  and  the  five  following  lines,  should  he  removed  to  the  conclusion  ot  the 
scene,  which  hitherto  ended  with  the  words,  Columbus  tv  find  out.  The  4'C-  (with  the  sense- 
less variation  of  the  words)  induces  us  to  think,  that  the  first  occurrence  of  the  reiterated 
line  was  meant  as  a direction  for  the  performer  to  pass  on  to  that  pussage  beginning,  But 
what  scurvy , 4'C* 
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Act.  1.  Scene  3.] 

Ori.  ThouYt  a naughty  man ; 
lieav’n  mend  tnee ! 

Tat.  Our>:reat  meeting;,  princely  brothers, 
Ye  holy  soldiers  ot'  ttie  Christian-Cross, 

Is  to  relieve  our  captain  Noraudine, 

Now  lighting  ror  Valetta  with  the  Turk4; 

A valiant  geiilleman,  a noble  Dane 
As  e’er  the  country  bred,  endanger’d  now 
By  fresh  supply  of  head-bound  infidels5. 
Much  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  Dane 
hath  spent 

T’  advance  our  ting  above  their  horned  moons, 
And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  conquest: 
We  must  not  see  him  perish  in  our  view. 
How*  far  off  tight  they? 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a league.  [venting 

Vul.  Tin  well.  Our  next  occasion  of  con- 
Are  those  two  gentlemen,  standing  in  your 
(Ye  noble  props  of  Malta!)  royally  I sight; 
Descended  are  they  both,  valiant  as  \VnrB, 
Miranda,  and  Goinera:  Full  ten  years 
They've  serv’d  this  island,  perfected  exploits 
Matchless,  and  infinite;  they’re  honest,  wise. 
Not  empty  of  oue  ornament  of  muu. 

Most  eminent  agents  were  they  in  that 
slaughter, 

That  great  marvellous  slaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Before  St.  Lime,  where  five  and  twenty  thou- 
sand 

Fell,  for  rive  thousand  of  our  Christians. 
These  ripe  considerations  moving  us. 

Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths*, 
Here  we  would  call  ’em  to  our  brotherhood! 
If  any  therefore  can  their  manners  tax, 
Their  faith,  their  chastity,  any  part  of  life. 
Let  ’em  speak  now. 

Aito.  None  does. 

Alt.  None  can,  Great-master. 

Vat.  The  dignity  then  dignify,  by  them7, 
As  their  reward.  Fender  Miranda  first 
(Because  he  is  to  succour  Noraudine) 

Our  sacred  robcof  knighthood, our  whitecross 
(The  holy  cognizance  of  him  we  serve), 

Tile  sword,  the  spurs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  most  honour’d  Master, 
With  humble  duty,  and  my  soul’s  best  thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  conventicle, 

Let  me  w ith  modesty  refuse  acceptance 


Of  this  high  order ! I,  alas,  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  Bach  honour; 
That  merit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge, 
Is  far,  far  short,  of  this  propos'd  reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  such  a charge  as  this, 
Must  come  with  pure  thong  at*,  and  a gather’d 
That  time  nor  oil  occasions  ever  may  [mind, 
After  disperse,  or  stain.  Did  inis  title  iicre 
Of  kiiighlhood,  ask  no  other  ornaments 
Than  other  countries,  giut’ring  show,  poor 
pride, 

A jingling  spur,  a feather,  a w hite  hand, 

A frizzled  hair,  powder8,  perfumes,  and  lust, 
Drinking  sweet  wines,  surfeits,  and  ignorance, 
Rashly  and  eas’ly  should  I venture  on't; 

But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 
Mount/.  A staid  and  mature  judgment ! 
speak  oil,  sir. 

Mir.  May’t  please  you  then  t’ allow  me 
some  small  time 

To  rectify  myself  for  that  high  scat, 

Or  give  my  reasons  to  the  contrary. 

1’ tii’ menu  space,  to  dismiss  me  to  the  aid 
Of  Noraudine : My  ships  ride  iii  the  bay 
Ready  to  disembogue,  tackled,  and  maim’d 
Even  to  my  wishes. 

Mount/.  His  request 
Is  fair  and  honest. 

Vul.  At  your  pleasure  go.  [vou, 

Mir.  1 humbly  take  m>  leave  of  all : Of 
My  noble  friend  Mountferrat!  Gracious 
mistress — [dicr! 

Oh,  that  auspicious  smile  doth  arm  your  sol- 
Who  fights  for  those  eyes,  urnl  this  sacred 
cross,  • 

Can  neither  meet  sad  accident,  nor  loss  ! 

[ Exit, 

Ori.  The  mighty  master  of  that  livery, 
Conduct  tiiee  safely  to  these  eyes  again  ! 
Mount/.  Blows  tiie  wifld  tliat  way? 

Vat.  Equally  belov’d, 

Equally  meriting,  Goinera,  you 
Without  excuse  receive  that  dignity,  [vou. 
Which  our  provincial  chapter  Imto  decreed 
Gom.  Great-mustei  of  Jerus’iem’s Hospital, 
From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  blest  fraternity 
Was  driven,  but  uow  among  the  Maltese 
stands, 


4 Now  Jigkting  for  Valetta^]  Sympson  asks,  * But  was  Norandine  then  fighting  only  for 

* the  Grand-master?*  Answering  himself  in  the  negative,  lie  supposed  i corruption,  and  reads, 

* fighting  /ore  Valetta.’  We  sec  no  need  for  variation,  the  sense*  being,  that  he  is  fighting 
/or  Valetta,  upon  the  safety  of  which  town  their  own  security  depends. 

5 H fad-bound,  j i.  e.  turban  if,  ns  in  Othello.  Theobald. 

6 Valiant  as  War.J  Sympson  thinks  this  corrupt,  and  says,  ‘ We  must  turn  the  IF  upside 
down,  and  add  an  l/  and  so  substitute  Murs  for  I Van;  or  else  read,  Valiant  IS  war;  * or,  if 
such  a liberty  may  he  allowed,  a valiant  pair.'  There  ueeds.no  variation,  since  by  War  is 
understood  the  genius  or  god  of  war. 

6 Their  worthies.]  First  folio.  Probably*wrote,  * these  worthies.’ 

7 The  dignity  then  dignific,  by  them 

is  their  reward. J bo  first  folio.  Sympson  proposes  reading, 

*  then  dignified  by  them, 

* h their  reward.’ 

8 A frizzled  hair , powder’d,  perf  umes , &c.  ] Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me  thus, 

* A fnzlcd  hair,  powder,  perfumes,’  <$c.  Sympson . 

Vol.  II.  4 G 
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Long  may  it  flourish,  whilst  Gomera  serves  it, 
But  Hares  not  enter  further ! 

All*  This  is  strange  ! 

V al.  What  do  you  object? 

G< >m.  Nothing  against  it,  but  myself,  fair 
I may  not  wear  this  rohe.  [knights; 

Val.  Express  your  reasons: 

Doth  anv  hid  sin  goar  your  conscience? 

Atto.  Are  you  unstedfast  in  religion? 

Cust . Or  do  you  intend  to  forsake  Malta 
now, 

And  visit  your  own  country,  fruitful  Spain  ? 
Gum.  Neither,  good  sir9. 

Val.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts. 

Gom.  This  then : I should  be  perjur’d  to 
receive  it. 

Once  in  Malta,  your  next  city  here, 

When  I was  younger,  read  I the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
T approach  it  once.  None  but  a gentleman 

Can  be  admitted 

Val.  That’s  no  obstacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I should  he  sorry  that  were  it. — 

No  married  man  - - 

Mount/.  You  never  felt  that  yoke. 

Gom.  None  that  hath  been  contracted 

Cast.  Were  you  ever? 

Gom.  Nor  married,  nor  contracted. — 
None  that  ever 

Hath  vow'd  his  love  to  any  womankind. 

Or  finds  that  secret  Are  within  his  thoughts: 
Here  1 am  cast;  this  article  my  heart 
Objects  against  the  title  of  my  fame ; 

I am  in  love.  Laugh  rjot ! tho*  Time  hath  set 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  face,  and  these  curl’d 
Will  shortly  dye  into  another  hue,  ( locks 
Yet,  yet  1 am  in  love:  ( l’ faith,  you  smile  !) 
What  age,  what  sex,  or  what  profession. 
Divine  or  human,  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  alms  in  the  highway,  to  him  that  *in£s 
At  the  high  altar,  and  doth  sacrifice, 

Can  truly  say  he  knows  not  what  is  love? 
Val.  Tis  honestly  profess’d.  With  whom, 
Gomera  ? 

Name  .the  lady,  that  with  all  advantage 
We  inay  advance  your  suit. 

Gom.  But  will  you,  sir? 

Val  Now  by  our  holy  rock,  were  it  our 
sister,  flier. 

Spaniard,  I hold  thee  worthy;  freely  name 
Gom.  Be  master  of  your  word : It  is  she, 
The  matchless  Oriana.  [sir, 

Val.  Coine  down,  lady.  * 

You've  made  her  blush : Let  her  consent,  I 
Make  good  my  oath.  [will 

Mount/.  Is*t  so? — Stay!  I Ho  love 


[Act  1.  Scene  X. 

So  tenderly,  Gomera,  your  bright  fame'*, 

As  not  to  suffer  your  perdition. 

Gom.  What  means  Mount  terra t? 

Mount/.  This  whole  Auberge  hath" — 

(A  guard  upon  this  lady!)  Wonder  not?— 

Enter  Guurd. 

TaVn  publiek  notice  of  the  basha's  love 
Of  Tripoli  unto  her,  and  consented 
She  should  return  this  answer,  (as  he  writ 
For  her  conversion,  and  betraying  Malta) 
She  should  advise  him  betray  Tripoly, 

And,  turning  Christian,  lie  should  marry  her. 
All.  All  this  was  so. 

Mount/,  llow  weakly  does  this  court  then 
Send  vessels  forth  to  sea,  to  guard  the  land, 
Taking  such  special  care  to  save  one  bark. 
Or  strive  to  add  lam’d  men  unto  our  cloak. 
When  they  lurk  in  onr  bosoms  would  subTcrt 
This  state  and  us,  presuming  on  their  blood, 
And  partial  indulgence  to  their  sex? 

VaL  Who  can  this  be? 

Mount f.  Your  sister,  great  Vnlctta! 
Which  thus  I prove:  Demand  the  basha’s 
letter.  [been  mot'd 

Ori.  Tishere;  nor  from  this  pocket  hath 

Nor  answer'd,  nor  perus’d,  by 

Mount/.  Do  not  swear; 

Cast  not  away  your  fair  soul ; to  your  treason 
Add  not  foul  perjury! — Is  this  your  hand? 
Ori.  T»  very  like  it. 

Mount/.  May  it  please  the  Master, 
Confer  these  letters^) ad  thru  rend  her  answer, 
Which  i have  intercepted.  Pardon  me, 
Uevcrend  Valetta,  that  am  made  the  means 
To  punish  this  most  beauteous  treacliery, 
E’en  in  your  sister,  since  in  it  1 save 
Malta  from  ruin  : I am  bolder  in’r, 

Because  it  is  so  pnlpahle,  mid  withal 
Know  our  Great-master  to  this  country  firm 
As  was  the  Homan  Marcus,  who  spar'd  not 
As  dear  a sister  in  the  publiek  cause. 

Val.  1 am  amaz'd ! attend  ine. 

[Reads.]  * Let  your  forces  by  the  next  even 
‘ be  ready;  iny  brother  leasts  then;  put  in 

* at  St.  Michaels;  the  ascent  at  that  port  is 

* easiest;  the  keys  of  the  castle  you  shall 
4 receive  at  my  hands.  1 bat  possess’d,  you 

* are  lord  ofi-Multa,  and  may  soon  destroy  all 
4 by  fire;  than  which  I am  hotter,  "till  1 cm- 
4 hrace  you.  Farewell ! Your  wife,  Oriana  * 
From  this  time  let  mo  never  read  again. 

Gent/cm.  T is,  certain,  her  hand. 

Val.  This  letter  too, 

So  close  kept  by  herself, could  not  be  answer’d 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  herself. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  me ! 


9 "Never,  good  sir.]  The  variation  proposed  by  Seward. 

10  Your  bright  flame.]  Corrected  in  1750. 

11  Auberge.]  In  the  Ancient  ct  Nauveaux  Stafnts  de  TOrdre  de  Saint  Jean  de  Jerusalem. 
the  word  Auberge  frequently  occurs;  and,  in  the  chapter  De  la  Signification  des  Teams,  is 
thus  explained : 1 Auberge  est  un  nom  con  nil  des  Francois,  des  Espngnols,  et  des  Halims, 
* pour  significr  un  lieu,  ou  1 'on  mange,  ct  oil  1’on  s’ assemble  Nation  par  Nation.’  Vertot’s 
llistvirc  des  Chevaliers  de  Malt  he , tome  vi.  p.  260,  edit.  Paris,  1701. 


Act  i.  Scene  3.] 

Vul.  Peace ! thou  fair  sweet  bank  of 
flowers, 

Under  whose  beauty  scorpions  lie,  and  kill ! 
Wert  thou  akin  to  me  in  some  new  name 
Dearer  than  sister,  mother,  or  all  blood, 

1 would  uot  hear  thee  speak. — Bear  her  to 
prison ! 

So  gross  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  course. 
Prepare  thyself;  tomorrow  thou  shall  die. 

On.  I die  a martyr  then,  and  a poor  maid, 
Almost  i’  faith  as  innocent  as  born ! 

Thou  know’st  thou’rt  wicked,  Frenchman ; 
Heav’u  forgive  thee  ! [ J Exit. 

All.  This  scene  is  strangely  turned. 

Vul.  Yet  can  nature  be 
So  dead  in  me !— I would  my  charge  were  off! 
Mouutferrat  should  perceive  my  sister  had 
A brother,  would  not  live  to  see  her  die 
Unfought  for,  since  the  statutes  of  our  state 
Allow,  iu  case  of  accusations, 

A champion  to  defend  a lady’s  truth. — 
Peter  Gomera,  thou  hast  lost  thy  wife: 
Death  pleads  a precontract. 

Gam.  I’ve  lost  my  tongue, 

My  sense,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty  ! 
Mountferrat,  go  not  up  ! With  reverence 
To  our  Great-master,  and  this  consistory, 

(I  have  consider’d  it,  it  cannot  be) 

Thou  art  a villain  and  a forger, 

A blood-sucker  of  iunocence,  an  hypocrite, 
A most  uuworthy  wearer  of  our  cross; 

To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  dar’st, 
that  gage, 

And,  arm’d  at  all  points  like  a gentleman. 
Meet  me  tomorrow  morning,  where  the  Mas- 
ter 

And  this  fraternity  shall  design1*  ; where  I 
VV ill  cram  this  slander  back  into  thy  throat, 
And  with  my  sword's  point  thrust  it  to  thy 
heart. 

The  very  nest  where  lust  and  slander  breeds. 
(Pardon  my  passion  !)  1 will  tear  those  spurs 
Off  from  thy  heels,  and  stick  ’em  in  thy  front, 
As  a mark’d  villain ! 

Mount/.  This  l look'd  not  for. — 

Ten  times  more  villain,  I return  my  gage, 
Ami  crave  the  law  of  arms ! 

Gom.  Tis  that  I crave! 

All.  It  c&utiot  be  denied. 

Gom.  Do  uot  I know, 

With  thousand  gifts  and  iniportnnacies, 
Thou  often  hast  solicited  this  ludy  ? 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chastity  !) 

Who  ne’er  disclosing  this  thy  hot-rein'd  lust'*, 
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Yet  tender  to  prevent  a publick  scandal, 
That  Christendom  might  justly  have  impos’d 
Upon  this  holy  institution, 

Thou  now  hast  drawn  tliis  practice ’gainst  her 
To  quit  her  charity.  [life. 

Mount/  Spaniard,  thou  liest! 

As  to.  So  more,  Goinera ! thou  art  granted 
coinbat. 

And  you,  Mountferrat,  must  prepare  against 
Tomorrow  morning,  in  the  valley  here. 
Adjoining  to  St.  George’s  Port.  A lady. 

In  case  of  life,  ’gainst  whom  oue  witness 
May  have  her  champion.  [coiues, 

Vul.  And  who  hath  most  right. 

With,  or  against  our  sister,  speed  in  fight ! 

[Flourish.  Exeunt . 

J! Ianet  Mountferrat.  Enter  Racca. 
Mount/.  Ilocca,  the  first  news  of  Miran- 
da’s service 
Let  me  have  notice  df. 

Ilocca.  You  shall.  The  Moor 
Waits  you  without. 

Mount/.  Admit  her.— Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Oh,  how  my  fancies  run  at  tilt ! Gomera 
Loves  Oriuna;  she,  as  l should  guess, 

Affects  Miranda ; these  are  two  dear  friends, 
As  firm,  and  full  of  fire,  as  steel  and  Hint. 
To  make  ’em  so  now,  one  against  the  other— 

Enter  Sant/ua. 

Stay  ; let  me  like  it  better. — Znnthia, 

First  tell  me  this;  did  don  Gomera  use 
To  give  his  visits  to  your  mistress? 

Zunt.  Yes, 

And  Miranda  too,  but  severally. 

Mount f.  Which  did  she  most  apply  to? 
Zant.  ’Faith,  to  neither : 

Yet  infinitely  I’ve  beard  her  praise  them  both. 
And  in  that  manner,  that,  were  both  one  man, 
I think  she  was  in  love  wilh't. 

Mount/.  Zambia, 

Another  letter  you  must  frame  for  me 
Instantly,  in  your  lady's  character, 

To  such  a purpose  us  I’ll  till  thee  straight. 
Go  in,  and  stay  me ! Go,  my  tinder-box  !• 
Cross  lines  I’ll  cross.  So,  so ! ray  after-game 
I must  play  oclter : Woman,  I will  spread 
My  vengeance  over  Malm,  for  thy  sake! 
Spaniard,  Italian,  like  my  steel  and  stone. 
I’ll  knock  ye  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilst  l seem  precise, 
And  wink,  to  save  the  sparkles  from  mine 
eyes.  [Exeunt. 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


«*  And  this  fraternity  shall  design.]  This  word  has  its  original  signification  to  appoint  or 
decree , in  Latin,  designate,  from  whence  designator , an  herald.  Senurd.  . 

•J  Thy  hot  reign’d  /as/.]  Seward  proposes  reading,  ‘ Thy  not  reign'd  lust.*  The  variation 
is  from  Sympsou*  conjecture. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

A Sea-fight  nit  It  in , Alarm. 

Enter  Norandine,  Miranda,  Soldiers , and 
Gent  lenten, 

Mir.  TTOW  is  it,  sir? 

* Nor.  Tray  set  me  down  ! I cool, 
And  my  wounds  smart. 

Mir.  I hope  yet, 

Tho’  there  he  many,  there’s  none  dangerous. 
Nor.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not  much  ; I 
got  ’em  [geons 

Like  a too-forwnrd  fool ; but  I hope  the  sur- 
Wili  take  an  order  I sha’n’t  leave  ’em  so. 

I make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the 
island, 

And  yet  they  give  me  th*  hardest  words  for 
my  money. 

Mir.  I’m  glad  ye  are  so  sprightly ! Ye 
fought  bravely,  [nobly; 

(Go  call  the  surgeons,  soldiers:)  wondrous 
Upon  mv  life,  I have  not  seen  surh  valour, 
Maintain’d  so  long,  and  to  so  large  a ruin, 
The  odds  so  strom:  against  ye. 

Nor.  I thank  ye,  [cour! 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  vour  timely  suc- 
By  th’  mass,  it  came  i’  th*  nick,  sir,  and  well 
handled,  [else ; 

Stoutly,  and  strongly  handled ; we  had  duck'd 
My  Turk  had  turk’d  me  else : But  h’has  well 
paid  for’t.  [me  ! 

Why,  what  a sign  for  an  almanack  h’  has  made 

Enter  Astorius. 

Asto.  I’m  glad  to  find  you  here,  srr;  of 

necessity  [captain, 

J must  have  come  aboard  rise.  And,  brave 

AVe  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  victory, 

,And  all  the  island  speaks  your  valour  nobly. 
Have  you  brought  the  Turk  in  that  you  took? 
Mir.  He  rides  there. 

Nor.  I f he  were  out  again,  the  devil  should 
bring  him: 

II*  1ms  truly  circumcis’d  me. 

Asto.  I've  u business 

Which  much  coucerns  you,  presently  con- 
cerns you ; 

But  not  this  place  nor  people : 'Pray  ye  draw 
oft*,  sir ! 

For  ’tis  of  that  weight  to  you— 

Mir.  I’ll  wait  on  you. — 

I must  crave  leave  awhile ; my  care  dwells 
with  you, 

And  I must  wait  myself 
Nor.  Your  servant,  sir. 

Mir.  Believe  I shall,  and  what  my  love 
can  minister— 

Keep  your  si  opt  heart  still 

Aor.  That’s  my  best  physician  ! 

[Exit  Asto. 


Mir.  And  I shall  keep  your  fame  fair. 

[Exit. 

Nor.  You’re  too  noble. 

A brave  young  fellow,  of  a matchless  spirit! 
He  brought  me  oil  like  thunder,  charg’d  and 
boarded, 

As  if  he  bad  been  shot  to  save  mine  honour: 
And  when  my  fainting  men,  tir’d  with  their 
labour 

And  lack  of  blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  assu- 
rance [thus, 

The  day  was  his  ; when  I w as  cut  in  shreds 
And  not  a corn  of  powder  left  to  bless  us; 
Then  flew  his  sword  in,  then  his  cannon  roar’d, 
And  let  fly  blood  and  death,  in  storms  s- 
mongst  ’em.  [too; 

Then  might  I hear  their  sleepy  prophet  Iwwi 
And  all  their  silver  crescents  then  I saw 
Like  failing  meteors  spent,  and  set  forever 
Under  the  cross  of  Malta : Death  so  wautoa 
j I never  look’d  upon,  so  full  of  revel. — 

Enter  Surgeon. 

I will  not  be  dress’d  yet. — Methought  that 
lellow 

Was  fit  for  no  conversation,  nor  no  Christian, 
That  had  not  huif  his  brains  knock’d  out,  no 
soldier. 

Oh,  valiant  young  man,  how  I love  thy  virtue ! 
1 Sold.  Tray  you,  sir,  he  dress’d  ! alas,  you 
bleed  apace  yet. 

Nor.  Tis  but  the  sweat  of  honour.  Alas! 
thou  milksop, 

Thou  man  of  marchpane,  canst  thou  fear  to 
see  [gcr? 

A few  light  hurts,  that  blush  they  are  no  big” 
A few  small  scratches?  Getyc  a caudle, sirrah* 
(Your  finger  aches)  and  let  the  old  wives 
watch  thee ! 

Bring  in  the  booty,  and  the  prisoners : 

By  Heav’n,  I’ll  see ’em,  and  dispose  'em  first, 
Before  I have  a drop  of  blood  wip’d  from 
me ! go. 

Surg.  You'll  faint,  sir.  [F.reunl  Soldiers . 
Nor.  No,  you  lie,  sir,  like  an  ass,  sir ! 

I have  no  such  pig’s  heart  in  my  belly  *4. 

Surg.  By  my  life,  captain. 

These  hurts  are  not  to  Ik*  jested  w ith. 

Nor.  If  thou  hadst  ’em  ; 

They’re  my  companions,  fool,  my  family: 

I cannot  eat  nor  sleep  without  their  company. 
Dost  take  ine  for  St.  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  seeing  of  his  nose  bleed  ? 

Enter  SAdiers  with  booty. 

Surg.  Here  they  come,  sir: 

But  ’would  yon  would  be  dress*d  ! 

Nor.  Pox,  dress  thyself  first! 

Thou  faint’st  a great  deal  faster.  What’s  all 
tins  ? 


*4 1 have  no  such  pigs  hurt  in  my  belly.]  The  correction  is  from  Sympson’s  conjecture. 
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Act  2.  Scene  1.] 

1 Sold.  The  money  and  tl»e  merchandize 

ye  took,  sir.  % [venture 

Nor.  A goodly  purchase!  Ia’t  for  this  we 
Our  liberties  and  lives  ? What  can  all  this  do  ? 
Get  me  some  dozen  surfeits,  some  seven 
fresh  whores 

And  twenty  pot-allics,  and  then  I’m  virtuous. 
Lay  the  knights’ part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the 
soldier: 

This  is  mine  own;  I think  I havrdeserv’d  it. — 
Come;  now  look  to  ine,  and  grope  tnclike  a 
chambermaid ; 

I’ll  neither  start  nor  squeak. — What’s  that 
i*  th’  truss  there? 

2 Sold.  Tis  cloth  of  tissue,  sir;  and  this 
is  scarlet. 

Nor.  I shall  look  redder  shortly  then,  I 
fear  me, 

And  ns  a captain  ought,  a great  deal  prouder. 
Can  yc  cute  me  of  that  crack,  surgeon  ? 

Snrg.  Yes,  when  your  suit’s  at  pawn,  sir. 

Nor.  There’s  for  your  plaister. 

A verv  learned  surgeon! — What’s  in  that  pack 

1 Sold.  Tis  English  cloth.  [there? 

Nor.  That’s  a good  wear  indeed. 

Both  strong  and  rich;  but  it  has  a virtue, 

A twang  of  the  own  country,  that  spoils  all; 
A man  shall  ne’er  he  sober  in’t.  Where  are 
the  gentlemen  [fortunes? 

That  ventur’d  with  me,  both  their  lives  and 
Come  forward,  my  fair  spirits!  Norandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  va- 
lours. 

You’ve  lost  an  eve ; l saw  yon  face  nil  hazards; 
You’ve  one  left  vet,  to  chute  your  mistress. 
You  have  your  feg  broke  with  a shot;  yet, 
sitting.  [still. 

I saw  you  make  the  plnce  good  with  your  pike 
And  your  hand’s  gone;  a good  heart  wants 
no  instruments.  [arm; 

Share  that  amongst  ye:  There’s  an  eve;  un 
And  that  will  hear  you  up,  when  your  legs 
cannor. — «.  [!,m> 

Oh.  where’s  the  honest  sailor?  that  poor  fel- 
Iudccd  that  bold  brave  follow,  that  with  his 
musq  net  [off* 

Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  their  caps 
That  stood  lhefireofallthertght,tw  ice  blown, 
And  twice  I gave  him  drown’d  ?— Welcome 
ashore,  knave ! 

Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  he  not  both  lost. 
'Faith,  thou  art  welcome  ! my  tough  knave, 
welcome ! 

Thou  wilt  not  shrink  i’  th’  washing. 


Hold,  there’s  a piece  of  scarlet ; get  thee  hand* 
And  this  to  buy  thee  buttons.  [some  ; 

* Sailor.  Thank  you,  captain. 

Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

Nor.  Thou  durst  give  it. — 

You  have  desert’d  too  ? 

3  Sold.  We  have  seen  the  fight,  sir.  [eels, 
Nor.  Yes;  coil'd  up  in  n cable,  like  suit 
Or  buried  low  i’th’  ballast:  Do  you  call  tlmt 
lighting? 

Where  he  vonr  wounds?  your  knocks?  your 
want  of  limbs,  rogues  ? 

Art  not  thou  he  that  ask'd  the  master-gunner 
Where  thou  mighi’st  lie  safest?  and  he  strait 
answer’d,  [cannon, 

Pitt  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor’d  with  a 
For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  shot 
would  not  hit  thefe? 

Your  wages  you  shall  have*  hut  for  rewards 
Take  your  own  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  ta- 
verns ; 

There,  when  ye're  hot  with  wine,  'mongst 
your  admirers,  [pleasures, 

Take  ships,  ami  towns,  and  castles  at  your 
And  make  the  Great  Turk  shake  at  your 
valours.— Bring  in 

The  prisoners.  Now,  my  brave  Mussulmans, 

Enter  Prisoners  and  Lucinda. 

You  that  are  lords  o'th’sca,  and  scorn  us 
Christians,  [here? 

Which  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt 
Away  to  prison  with  ’em,  see  ’em  safe! 

You  shall  find  we  have  gallies  too,  and  slaves 
too.  [sir? 

1 Sold.  Whnt  shall  he  donewith  this  woman. 
Nor.  Pox  take  her ! [Suryeo/#.*  dress  him. 
Twas  she  that  set  inc  on  to  tight  with  these 
rogue*!—  [now, 

That  ring-worm,  rot  it ! — What  can  you  do 
With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncing*, 
lady,  [Cupid, 

To  restore  my  blood  ngain  ? you,  and  your 
That  have  made  a carbonado  of  me-- Plague 
take  you. 

You  are  too  deep,  you  rogue  !— l*his  is  thy 
work,  woman,  [still!  — 

Thou  lousy  woman  ! — Death,.yoii  go  too  deep 
The  seeing  of  your  simpering  sweetneess  you 
filly,  fjmgling. 

You  tit,  you  tomboy ! what  can  one  night’s 
Or  two,  or  ten,  sweetheart,  and  1 oh,  ray  dear 
chicken,’  [foremast, 

Scratching  my  head,  or  fumbling  with  my 


**  Get  me some  seven  fresh  nhorrt,  t 

Ana  tacntif  pot-allies , and  then  I'm  virtuous.]  The  oldest  copy  rends  thus: 

* And  twenty  pot  allies  and  to:  and  then,’&c 
Which  would  induce  one  to  think  the  original  might  run  so: 

4  And  twenty  pot  allies,  and  two* 

To  o is  often  mistakenly  w rote  too  in  the  oldest  edition,  and  possibly  might  have  been  so 
here.  Si/mpson.  . 

The  meaning  of  the  whole  passage,  we  think,  is  this:  * What  can  all  this  money  dor  Get 
1 me  surfeits,  whores,  and  a score  of  pot-companions  to  cry  me  up!'  And  to,  we  think,  is 
corrupt,  but  not  explauied  properly  by  Sympson. 
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Do  me  pood  now  ? You’ve  powder’d  me  for 
one  year:  [beauty, 

] am  in  souce,  I thank  you;  thunk  your 
Your  most  sweet  beauty ! Fox  upon  those 

mgfc* ! 

We  cannot  fight  like  hone  st  men,  for  honour, 
And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought, 
But  in  steps  one  of  you;  the  devil's  holiness 
And  you  must  have  a dance.  Away  with  her! 
She  stinks  to  me  now. 

1 Sold.  Shall  l have  her,  captain? 

? Sold.  Or  I? 

3 Sold.  I’ll  marry  her 

4 Sold.  Good  captain,  I 

b Sold.  And  make  her  a good  Christian, 
i at y hands  on  her; 

I know  she’s  mine. 

2 Sold.  i'Ugivo  my  full  share  for  her  ! 
Have  ve  no  manners,  to  thrust  the  woman  so? 

Nor.  Share  her  amoug  ye ; 


And  may  she  give  ye  us  many  hurts  os  I have, 
And  twice  as  many  aches  ! 

Luc.  Noble  captain,  (wildness, 

IV  pleas’d  to  free  me  from  these  soldiers’ 
’Till  l but  speak  two  words. 

Nor.  Now  tor  your  maidenhead  ! 

Yon  have  your  book  ; proceed. 

Luc.  Victorious  sir. 

Seldom  are  seen  in  men  so  valiant,  fquer, 
Mi-.dsso  devoid  of  virtue;  he  that  can  con- 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preserve  his  con- 
quest ; 

Tis  but  a base  theft  else : Valour  s n virtue, 
Crown  of  men’s  action*  here;  yours,  as  you 
make  it. 

And  can  you  put -ski  rough  a foil  as  violence. 
As  wronging  of  weah  w oman,  to  your  triumph? 
Nor.  Let  her  alone ! 

Luc.  I’ve  lost  my  husband,  sir;  [not: 
You  feel  not  that:  Him  that  1 love;  vou  care 
When  fortune  fulls  on  you  thus,  you  may 
grieve  too. 

Mv  liberty  I kneel  not  for;  mine  Itouour 
(if  ever  virtuous  honour  touch'd  your  heart 
vet)  f mother- 

Make  dear  and  precious,  sir.  You  had  a 
Nor.  l'l»*  roguy  thing  speaks  finely,  neat. 
Who  took  you? 

For  he  must  he  your  guard. 

Luc.  i wish  no  better: 

A noble  gentleman,  and  nobly  us’d  me. 

Thev  call  d his  name  Mirmtdu. 

Nor.  You  arc  his  then : [vice. 

You’ve  lit  upon  a young  man  worth  your  scr- 
I free  you  from  all  the  rest,  and  from  nil 
violence;  f for’t ! 

He  that  doth  otfer’t,  by  mv  head,  he  hangs 
Go  see  her  sale  kept,  till  the  noble  gentleman 
Be  ready  to  dispose  her.  Thank  your  tongue. 


[Acts.  Scene's. 

Y ou  have  a good  one,  nod  preserve  it  good  stilL 
Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me;  I’ll  see  ye  paid 
all.  [Ejcunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Astorius. 

Asto.  I knew  you  lov’d  her,  virtuously  yon 
lov’d  her. 

Which  made  me  make  that  haste:  I knew 
vou  priz'd  her, 

As  nil  fhir  minds  do  gooduess. 

Mir.  Good  Astorius, 

I must  confess  I do  much  honour  her, 

And  worthily  1 hope  still. 

Asto.  ’l  is  no  doubt,  sir; 

For  on  my  life  she’s  much  wrong’d. 

Mir,  Very  likely. 

And  I as  much  tormented  I was  absent. 

Asto.  You  need  net  fear;  Peter  Gome ra’s 
Of  a tried  faith  and  valour.  [noble, 

Mir.  This  1 know  too:  [suffer'd, 

Rut  w hilst  I was  not  there,  and  whilst  she 
Whilst  Virtue  suffer’d,  friend — Oh,  how  it 

loads  me  ! [gether 

Whilst  Innocence  ami  Sweetness  sunk  fo- 
llow cold  it  sits  here  ! If  my  arm  had  fought 
for  her,  [son», 

My  youth,  tho*  naked,  stood  against  all  trea- 
My  sword  litre  grasp'd,  Love  ou  the  edge, 
and  Honour, 

And  but  u signal  from  her  eye  to  steel  it16? 
If  then  she  had  been  lost — I brag  too  late, 
And  too  inuchl  decline  the  noble  Peter. 

Yet  some  poor  service  1 would  do  her  sweet- 
Alas,  she  needs  it,  my  Astorius,  [ness: 
The  gentle  lady  needs  iL 

Asto.  Noble,  spirit ! [this  weak  ness! 
Mir.  And  what  I can— 'Prithee,  bear  with 
Often  1 do  not  use  these  women’s  weapons, 
But  where  true  pity  is— I am  much  troubled, 
And  something  have  to  do,  1 cannot  form  vel! 
Asia  I’ll  take  my  leave,  sir;  I shall  hut 
disturb  you. 

A Ur.  Au’t  please  you,  for  a while;  and 
pray  to  Fortune 
To  smile  upon  this  lady. 

Asto.  All  my  help,  sir.  [£r*7. 

Mir.  Gomcra’s  old  and  stiff,  and  he  may 
lose  her, 

The  winter  of  his  years  and  wounds  upoo  him; 
And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto : 
Mountferrat’s  fury  in  his  bent  of  summer, 
The  whistling  of  his  sword  like  angry  storms, 
Renting  up  life' 'by  tii’  roots:  I’ve  seen  him 
As  if  a falcon  had  run  up  a train,  [scale 
Clashing  Ins  warlike  pinions,  his  steel’d 
cuirass, 

And  at  his  pitch  inmew  the  town  below  him  >7. 
I must  do  something ! 


,ti  From  fur  eye  to  seal  it.]  To  seal  a sword  seems  a very  odd  metaphor.  I think,  it  there- 
fore highly  probable  that  the  true  word  was  steel.  The  propriety  and  elegance  of  which 
ini^ht  be  proved  by  forty  pa  sages  in  Shakespear  and  our  Authois,  w here  it  is  used  in  the 
same  sense  ; and  the  reader  wi.i  Hud  it  twice  before  the  end  of  this  act.  Seward. 

Inmew  the  town  below  him.  j Theobald  would  read,  ‘ the  Jowl  below  him  j’  but  scale  seems 
to  confirm  town. 
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Enter  Colnnna, 

Col.  Noble  sir,  for  Heav’n  sake, 

Take  pity  or' a poor  afflicted  Christian, 
Redeem’d  from  one  affliction  to  another! 
Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that;  we  are  bound 
to  give  it. 

From  what  affliction,  sir? 

Col.  From  cold  and  hunger, 

From  nakedness  and  stripes. 

Mir.  A prisoner?  (Taken; 

Col.  A slave,  sir,  in  the  Turkish  prize,  new 
That,  in  the  neat  of  tight,  when  your  brave 
hand 

Brought  the  Dane  succour,  pot  my  irons  off, 
And  put  myself  to  mercy  of  the  ocean. 

Mir.  And  swam  to  land? 

Col.  I did,  sir;  Heav’n  was  gracious  ! 

But  now  a stranger,  and  mv  wants  upon  me, 
(Tho*  willingly  1 would  preserve  this  life,  sir, 
With  honesty  and  truth)  I am  not  look’d  on  ; 
The  hand  of  pity,  that  should  give  for  Heav’n ’s 
sake. 

And  charitable  hearts,  are  grown  so  cold,  sir, 
Never  remembring  what  their  fortunes  may 
be. 

Mir.  Thou  say’st  too  true.  Of  what  pro- 
fession art  thou  ? 

Cot.  I have  been  better  train’d,  and  can 
serve  truly, 

Where  tru?t  is  laid  upon  me. 

Mir.  A handsome  fellow  ! 

Hast  thou  e’er  bore  arms  ? 

Col.  I’ve  trod  full  ninny  a march,  sir. 

And  some  hurts  have  to  shew ; before  me  too, 
sir. 

Mir.  Pity  this  thing  should  starve, or,  forc’d 
for  want, 

.Come  to  a worse  end.— I know  not  what 
thou  raayst  be, 

But  if  thou  tliink'st  it  fit  to  be  a servant, 

I’ll  be  a master,  and  a good  one  to  thee, 

Jf  you  deserve,  sir. 

Col.  Else  I ask  no  favour. 

Mir.  Then,  sir,  to  try  your  trust,  because 
1 like  you, 

Go  to  the  I^ane ; of  him  receive  a woman, 
A Turkish  prisoner,  for  inc  receive  her; 

I hear  she  is  my  prize:  Look  fairly  to  her, 
For  I would  have  her  know,  tho’  now  my 
prisoner,  [honour. 

The  Christians  need  no  schoolmasters  for 
Take  this  to  buy  thee  cloaths;  this  ring,  to 
help  thee  [stranger, 

Into  the  fellowship  of  my  house;  you  are  a i 
And  my  servants  will  not  know  you  else; 
there  keep  her, 

And  with  all  modesty  preserve  your  service! 
Col.  A foul  example  find  me  else ! Heav’n 
thunk  ye ! 

Of  captain  Norandine? 

A fir.  The  same. 

Col.  Tis  done,  sir : [you  ! 

And  may  Heav’n *s  goodness  ever  dwell  about 
Mir.  Wait  there  ’till  I come  home. 

Col.  I shall  not  fail,  sir.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  ni. 

Enter  Mou  n if  err  a t a >id  A blrlla. 

Abd.  Tis  strange  it  should  be  so,  that  your 
high  mettle 

Should  chock  thus  poorly,  dully,  ino^t  un- 

Mountf.  Let  me  alone.  [manly 

Abd.  Thus  leadenly 

Aiountf.  Pox  take  you  ! [dow  ! 

Abd.  At  every  childish  fear,  at  every  shn- 
Are  you  Mount  ferrat,  that  have  done  such 
deeds  ? 

Wrought  thro*  such  bloody  fields  men  shake 
to  speak  of? 

Can  von  go  buck?  is  there  a safety  left  yet. 
But  fore-right?  is  not  ruin  round  about  you  ? 
Have  you  not  still  these  arms,  that  sword, 
that  heart  whole? 

Is’t  not  a man  you  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 
A man  half-kind  already?  am  not  I here? 

As  lovely  in  ray  black  to  entertain  thee, 

As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  plca- 
Afouutf.  I’ll  be  alone.  [sures— > 

Abd.  TAu  shall : Farewell,  sir  ! 

And  do  it  bravely!  never  think  of  conscience; 
There  is  none  to  a man  resolv’d.  Be  happv ! 

[Euf. 

Enter  Alirandu. 

Aiountf.  No,  most  unhappy  wretch,  as 
thou  hast  made  me, 

More  devil  than  thyself,  I am. 

Mir.  Aione, 

And  troubled  too,  I take  it.  How  lie  starts! 
All  is  not  handsome  in  thy  heart,  AJount- 
ferrat. — 

God  speed  yon,  sir!  1 have  bern  seeking  of 
They  say  you  arc  to  fight  to-day.  [you: 
Aiountf.  What  then? 

Mir.  Nay,  nothing,  but  good  fortune  to 
your  sword,  sir ! 

You  have  a cause  requires  it;  the  island’s 
The  order’s,  and  your  honour’s.  [safety, 

Aiountf.  And  do  you  inuke  a quesliou 
I will  not  fight  it  nobly? 

Mir.  You  dare  tight;  [justice. 

You  have;  and  with  as  great  a confidence  as 
I’ve  seen  you  strike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 
Mount f.  Why  arc  these  questions  then? 
Mir.  i’ll  tell  you  quickly. 

You  have  a lady  in  vour  cause,  a fair  one, 

A gentler  never  trod  on  ground,  a nobler 

Aiountf.  Do  you  come  on  so  fast;  I have 
it  for  you.  [Aside. 

Mir.  The  sun  ne’er  saw  a sweeter. 

Aiountf.  These  I grant  you  ; 

Nor  dare  1 against  beauty  heave  ray  hand  up, 
/t  were  unmanly,  sir,  too  much  unmanly: 

But  when  these  excellencies  turn  to  ruin. 

To  ruin  of  themselves, and  those  protect  'em  ; 
When  virtue’s  lost,lust  and  dishonour  enter’d; 
Loss  of  ourselves  and  souls  basely  projected— 
Altr.  Do  you  think  Tis  so  ? 

Aiountf.  Too  sure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be?  [sweetness, 

Can  it  be  thought,  Mountfcrrat,  so  much 
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So  great  a magazine  of  all  things  precious, 

A wind  so  heavenly  made— ’Prithee  observe 
uie. 

Mountf.  I thought  so  too:  Now,  by  my 
holy  order, 

11c  that  had  told  me/’till  experience foand  it. 
Too  bold  a proof)  this  Indy  had  been  vicious — 
1 wear  no  dull  sword,  sir,  nor  hate  I virtue. 
Mir.  Against  her  brother  ? to  the  man  has 
bred  her  ? 

Her  hlood  and  honour? 

Mountf.  Where  ambitious  Lust 
Desires  to  be  above  the  rule  proscrib’d  her, 
Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  Chastity,  cold 
Duty, 

Like  fashions  old  forgot,  she  flings  behind  her, 
And  puts  on  blood  and  mischief,  death  and 
ruin,  •> 

To  raise  her  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to 
fasti- n her : 

Ma’foy,  she  is  as  foul  as  Hc  av’u  is  beauteous! 
Mir.  '1  hou  liest,  thou  liest,  Mounifcrrnt, 
thou  best  basely ! 

Stare  not,  nor  swell  not  with  thy  pride  ! thou 
And  this  shall  make  it  good.  [liest ; 

Mountf.  Out  w ith  your  heat  first. ! 

You  shall  lx*  fought  w ithal. 

Mir.  By  Hcav’n,  that  lady,  [deeds 

The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  the  good 
Of  all  thv  families  bound  in  one  faggot, 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  sparkle 
Would  fire  that  wisp,  and  turn  it  to  light 
ashes. 

Mountf.  Oh,  pitiful  young  man,  struck 
blind  w ith  beauty  ! [randa! 

Shot  with  a woman’s  smile ! Poor,  poor  Mi- 
Thou  hopeful  young  man  once,  but  now  thou 
lost  inun, 

Thou  nuked  man  of  all  that  we  call  noble, 
IIow  art  thou  cozen’d  ! Didst  thou  know  what 
1 do, 

And  how  far  thy  dear  honour,  (mark  me,  fool ! ) 
Which  like  a father]  have  kept  from  blasting, 
Thy  tender  honour,  is  abus'd — But  light  first. 
And  then,  too  late,  thou  shalt  know  all. 

Mir.  Thou  liest  still ! 

Mountf'.  Stay!  now  i'll  shew  thee  all,  and 
then  i’ll  kill  thee:  [ihee. 

I love  thee  so  dear,  time  shall  not  disgrace 
Read  that!  [Giver  him  a Utter. 

Mir.  It  is  her  hand,  it  is  most  certain. 
Good  angels,  keep  me  ! that  1 should  be  her 
agent 

To  betray  Malta,  and  bring  her  to  the  basha ! 
That  on  iny  tender  love  lay  all  her  project! 
Eyes  never  see  again,  melt  out  for  sorrow  ! 
Did  the  devil  do  tins? 


[Act  2.  Scene  8. 

Mountf.  No,  but  his  dam  did  it. 

The  virtuous  lady  that  you  love  so  dearly: 
Come,  will  you  tight  again  ? 

Mir.  No;  ’prithee  kill  me. 

For  Heav’u’s  sake,  and  for  goodness'  sake, 
dispatch  me ! 

For  the  disgrace  sake  that  I gave  thee,  kill 
Mountf  Why,  are  you  guilty?  [me! 
Mir.  i have  liv’d,  Mountfcrrat, 

To  see  Dishonour  swallow  up  all  Virtue, 
And  now  would  die.  By  lieavVs  eternal 
brightness, 

I am  as  clear  as  Innocence! 

Mountf.  I knew  it,  [ledge, 

And  theieforc  kept  this  letter  from  all  know* 
And  this  sword  from  anger;  you  had  died  else. 
And  yet  i lie,  and  basely  lie.  ' 

Mir.  Oli,  Virtue, 

Unspotted  Virtue, w hither  art  thou  vanish’d? 
W hat  hast  thou  left  us  to  abuse  our  frailties, 
In  shape  of  goodness  ? 

Mountf.  Come,  take  courage,  man ! 

I have  lorgiven  and  forgot  your  rashness, 
And  hold  you  fair  us  light  ill  all  your  actions; 
And  by  my  troth  I griev’d  your  love.  Take 
comfort ! 

T here  he  more  women. 

Mir . And  more  mischief  in  'em  ! 
Mountf.  \ he  justice  1 shall  do,  to  right 
these  villainies,  [nr. 

Shall  make  you  man  again:  I'll  sti  ike  it  sure, 
Come,  look  up  bravely;  put  this  puling  pav.mn 
Out  of  your  mind.  Oue  knock  for  thee,  Mi- 
randa, 

And  for  the  the  grave  Gomera  gave  thee, 
When  she  accepted  thee  her  champion, 
And  in  thy  absence,  like  a valiant  gentleman; 
I yet  remember  it:  ‘ lie  is  too  young, 

‘ Too  boyt$h,  umi  too  tender,  to  adventure:’ 
I’ll  give  him  one  sound  rap  for  that:  1 love 
Thou  art  a brave  young  spark.  [thee; 

Mir.  Hoy,  did  he  call  uie? 

Gomera  call  me  boy  V 

Mountf.  I t pl eas'd  his  gravity,  [vice, 
To  think  so  of  you  then : They  that  do  ser* 
And  honest  service,  such  as  tliou  aud  i do, 
Are  either  knaves  or  boya. 

Mir.  Hoy,  by  Gomera  ? 

How  look’d  he  when  he  said  it?  for  Gomera 
Was  ever  wont  to  be  a virtuous  gentleman, 
Humane  aud  sweet. 

Mounf . Yes,  when  he  will,  be  ran  he. 
Rut,  let  it  go;  l womd  not  breed  d been  dun; 
H is  an  unfriendly  office.  Aud  had  it  i-tvn 
To  any  of  a higher  strain  than  you,  sir  ,B, 
The  well-known,  well-uppr  uv’d,  ami  lov’d 
Miranda, 


,s  7o  any  of  an  hichcr  strain  than  you  art.]  At  first  glance,  the  render  may  think,  as  I once 
did  with  Mr.  Seward,  that  lighter,  or  loner,  or  some  such  word  should  supply  the  place  of 
higher.  But  possibly  the  passage  is  right  as  it  is,  aud  refers  only  to  the  even  tempo'  and  da- 
pout  ion  of  Miranda,  and  means  that,  hud  lie  been  of  an  hot  fierv  temper  prone  to  passion, 
he  should  not  have  discovered  a secret,  which  might  possibly  breed  dissension  betwixt  Go- 
mera and  him.  This!  only  offer  the  reader,  in  order  to  give  the  text  fair  play : if  he  doesuot 
approve  of  the  explanation,  lighter  or  lower  me  still  at  Ins  service.  Syniptoiu 
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Act  4.  Scene  4.] 

I had  not  thought  on’fc:  'Twas  happily  his 
haste  too,- 
And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A traitor  and  a boy  too  ? 

Shame  take  me,  if  1 suffer  it! — Puff!  fare- 
well, love ! 

Mount/'.  You  know  my  business;  I must 
leave  you,  sir; 

My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mir.  I must  not  leave  ydu, 

I dare  not,  nor  I will  not,  ’till  your  goodness 
Have  granted  me  one  courtesy : You  say  you 
love  me  ? 

Mount/'.  I do,  and  dearly;  ask,  and  let 
that  courtesy 

Nothing  concern  mine  honour 

Mir.  You  must  do  it. 

Or  you  will  never  see  me  more. 

Mountf.  What  is  it?  [it. 

It  shall  be  great  that  puts  you  off:  Tray  speak 
Mir.  'Pray  let  ine  fight  to-day,  good,  dear 
Moitntferrat ! 

Let  me,  and  bold  Goraera— — 

Mountf.  Py,  Miranda ! 

D’ve  weigh  roy  worth  so  little? 

Mir.  On  nay  knees ! 

As  ever  thou  hadst  true  touch  of  a sorrow 
Thy  friend  conceiv’d,  as  ever  honour  lov’d 
thee 

Mountf.  Shall  I turn  recreant  now? 

Mir.  *Tis  not  thy  cause; 

Thou  hast  no  reputation  wounded  in  it; 
Thine*  but  a general  zeal:  'Death!  I am 
tainted ; 

The  dearest  twin  to  life,  my  credit’s  murder’d, 
Baffled  and  bay'd. 

Mountf  I’m  glad  you’ve  swallow’d  it. — 
[Aside. 

I must  confess  I pity  you ; and  ’tis  a justice, 
A great  one  too,  you  should  revenge  these 
injuries; 

I know  it,  and  I know  you  fit  and  bold  to  do’t. 
And  man  as  much  as  man  may : But,  Mi- 
randa— 

Why  do  you  kneel? 

Mir.  By  Heav’n,  I’ll  grow  to  the  ground 
here,  Piu't, 

And  with  iny  sword  dig  up  my  grave,  and  fall 
Unless  thou  grant  me — Dear  Mountferrat ! 
friend  ! 

Is  any  thing  in  my  power?  to  my  life,  sir! 
The  honour  shall  be  yours. 

Mount/'.  1 love  you  dearly ; 

Yet  so  much  I should  tender 

Mir.  I'll  preserve  all ; 

By  llcav'n,  1 will,  or  all  the  sin  fall  with  me  ! 
'Pray  let  me. 

Mountf.  You  have  won ; I’ll  once  be  coward 
To  pleasure  you. 

Mir.  I kiss  your  hands,  and  thank  yon. 
Mountf.  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  and  fight 
bravely. 

Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 
Mountf.  i'il  send  mine  armour; 

My  man  shall  presently  attend  vou  with  it, 

Vot.  II. 


(For  you  must  arm  immediately;  the  hour 
calls)  [crct, 

I know  ’twill  fit  you  right.  Be  sure,  aud  se- 
And  last  he  fortunate!  farewell !— You  are 
fitted : 

I’m  glad  the  load’s  off  me. 

Mtr.  My  best  Mountferrat!  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Norandine  and  Doctor. 

Nor.  Doctor,  I’ll  see  the  combat,  that*! 
the  truth  on’t; 

If  l had  ne’er  a leg,  I’d  crawl  to  see  it. 
Doctor.  You’re  most  unfit,  if  I might  court* 
sel  you. 

Your  wounds  so  many,  and  the  air 

Nor.  The  halter ! 

The  air’s  as  good  an  air,  as  fine  an  air — 
Wouldst  thou  have  me  live  in  an  oven  ? 
Doctor.  Beside,  the  noise,  sir; 

Which,  to  a tender  body 

Nor.  That’s  it,  Doctor, 

My  body  must  he  cur'd  withal;  if  you’ll  heal 
tne  quickly, 

Boil  adrmn-liead  in  my  broth ; I never  prosper 
With  knuckles  o’veal,  and  birds  in  sorrel  sops, 
Caudles  and  cullices;  they  wash  me  away 
Like  a horse  had  eaten  grains  ; If  thou  wilt 
cure  me, 

A pickled  herring,  and  a pottle  of  sack,  Doc- 
And  half  a dozen  trumpets!  [tor, 

Doctor.  You’re  a strange  gentleman 

Nt>r.  As  e’er  thou  knevv’st.  Wilt  thou  give 
me  another  clister,  [lady, 

That  I may  sit  cleanly  there  like  a French 
When  she  goes  to  a masque  at  court  ? Where’s 
thy  hoboy? 

Doctor.  I’m  glad  you're  grown  so  merry. 

Enter  Astorius  and  Castriot. 

N.tr.  Welcome,  gentlemen ! 

Ado.  We  come  to  see  you,  sir;  and  glad 
we  are 

To  sec  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  health, 
Nor.  I thank  my  Doctor  here.  [sir. 

Doctor.  Nav,  thank  yourself*  sir; 

For,  by  my  troth,  I know  not  how  he’s  cur’d! 
He  ne’er  observes  any  of  out  prescriptions. 
Nor.  Give  me  iny  money  again  then,  good 
sweet  Doctor ! 

Wilt  thou  have  twenty  shillings  a-dny  for 
vexing  me? 

D<Ktor.  That  shall  not  serve  you,  sir. 

Nor.  Then  forty  shall,  sir,  % 

And  that  vvill  make  you  speak  well.  Ilark, 
the  drums! 

[Drums  afar  of}':  A lotr  march. 
Cast.  They  begin  to  boat  to  th*  field.  Oh, 
noble  Dane, 

Never  was  such  a stake,  I hope/ of  innocence, 
Play'd  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blood,  before. 
Auto.  It  makes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 

Nor.  A bold  villain ! 

If  there  be  treason  in  it—  Accuse  poor 

4 H 
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And  yet  they  may  do  mischief  too. 
with  ye : 

If  she  he  innocent  I shall  find  it  quickly, 

And  something  then  i’ll  say 

Asto.  Come,  lean  on  us,  sir. 

Aror.  I tlmuk  ye,  gentle  men ! and,  domino 
Doctor,  [pocket, 

Trav  bring  a little  sneezing  powder  in  your  i 
For  fear  l swoon  when  I see  blood. 

Doctor.  You're  pleasant.  [Ereanf. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  two  Marshals 

1 Marsh.  Are  the  combatants  come  in? 

2 Marsh.  Yes. 

[77/C  scaffold  set  out , and  the  stairs. 

1 Matsli . Make  the  field  clear  there! 

2 Marsh.  That’s  done  too. 

1 Marsh.  T hen  to  the  prisoner;  the  Grand- 
master’s coming. 

Let's  see  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2 Marsh.  Too  reaily. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  end*  are! 

Alas,  sweet  lady,  if  she  be  innocent, 

[ 1’lourish. 

No  doubt  but  justice  will  direct  her  champion. 
Away  ! 1 hear  ’em  come. 

1 'Marsh.  'Pray  llcav’n  she  prosper! 

Enter  Valet  t a,  Korundine , Astorius,  Cast  riot, 

<5c 

VuL  Give  captain  Norandine  a chair. 

JVor.  I thank  your  lordship. 

VuL  Sit,  sir,  and  take  your  ease;  your 
hurts  require  it : 

You  come  to  see  a woman's  cause  decided ; 
(That’s  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  name,  I've 
for  hen 

They  say  a false,  n base,  »md  trcach’rous  wo* 
And  partly  prov’d  too.  [man, 

JVor.  Pity  it  should  be  so; 

And,  if  your  lordship  durst  ask  rny  opinion, 
Sure  I should  answer  No,  (so  much  1 honour 
her) 

Aud  answer't  with  my  life  too.  But  Gomera 
Is  a brave  gentleman;  the  other  valiant, 

And  if  lie  be  not,  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flesh 
off! 

And  one  above  ’em  both  will  find  the  truth 
He  never  fails,  sir.  • [out; 

Val.  That’s  the  hope  rests  with  me. 

Aor.  How  nature  and  his  honour  struggle 
in  him ! 

A sweet,  clear,  noble  gentleman  ! 

\Guurd  within .]  Make  room  there  ! 

Enter  Oriuna,  Ladies , Executioner , Abdella , 
and  Guurd. 

Val.  Go  up,  aud  what  you  have  to  say, 
say  there. 

Ori.  Thus  I ascend;  nearer,  I hope,  to 

iluiv'n ! 


[Act  2.  Scene  5. 

Nor  do  I fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  man- 
sion, 

The  image  of  my  grave ; each  foot  we  move 
(iocs  to  it  still,  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us 
Knolls  sadly  toward  it.  My  noble  brother, 
(For  vet  mine  innocence  dares  call  you  so) 
And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hi- 
ther. 

The  chorus  to  this  tragick  scene,  behold  me, 
Behold  me  with  your  justice,  not  with  pity, 
(My  cause  w as  ne’er  so  poo.*  to  ask  compas- 
sion) 

Behold  me  in  this  spotless  white  I wear, 

The  emblem  of  my  life,  of  o' I my  actions; 
So  yc  shall  find  rny  story,  tho'  l perish. 
Behold  me  in  my  9cx ; 1 urn  no  soldier; 
Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  blushing  sex  is, 
Unburden'd  with  relentless  thoughts;  un- 
hatcht  '9  [tremble 

With  blood  nod  bloody  practice:  Alas,  we 
But  when  an  angry  dream  uflliets  our  fancies, 
Die  with  a tale  well  told.  Had  1 been  prac- 
tis'd, [it, 

And  known  the  way  of  mischief,  traveU'd  in 
And  giv’n  my  blood  and  honour  up  to  reach  it; 
Forgot  religion,  and  the  line  I sprung  on; 
Oh,  Heav’u ! 1 liad  been  lit  then  for  thy  jus- 
tice, [litre. 

And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  bell,  I’d  howl'd 
Last,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  mine  inno- 
cence : 

Amongst  ye  I was  planted  from  an  infaut. 
(’Would  then,  if  lleuv’n  had  so  been  pleas’d, 
I'd  perish’d !) 

Grew-  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit, 
The  honourable  fruit  of  marriage  : 

Aud  am  I blasted  iu  my  bud,  with  treason? 
Boldly  and  basely  of  toy  fair  name  ravish'd, 
And  hither  brought  to  find  toy  rest  in  ruin? 
But  be  thut  knows  all,  be  that  rights  all 
w rougs,  ( spoken. 

And  in  his  time  restores,  knows  me  f— I've 
Vul.  If  ye  be  innocent,  Utav'u  will  pro- 
tect ve, 

And  so  I leave  ye  to  bis  sword  strikes  for  yo; 
Farewell!  jbmtlicr, 

Ori.  Oh,  that  went  deep  ! Farewell,  dear 
And  lioww*e*ir  uiy  cause  goes,  see  u»y  body 
(Upon  my  knees  i ask  it)  buried  chastely; 
For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trespass  d. 
Asto.  Justice  sit  on  your  cause,  aud  lleav  n 
fight  for  ye!  [honour 

Nor.  Two  of  ye,  gentlemen,  do  me  but  the 
To  lead  me  to  her;  good  my  lord,  your  have 
Val.  You  have  it,  sir.  [too. 

A dr.  Give  me  your  fair  hand*  fearless : 
As  white  as  this  J see  your  innocence. 

As  spotless,  and  as  pure  ; be  not  afraid,  lady ! 
You  are  «but  here  brought  to  your  uobltr 
fortune, 

To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  story  : 
Virtue  thro’  hardest  things  arrives  at  happi- 
ness. 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 
I’ll  be 
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Act  f.  Scene  5.] 

Shame  follow  that  blunt  sword  that  Ion's  yon ! 
And  lie  that  strikes  against  you,  I shall  *tudy 
A curse  or  two  for  him.  Once  more,  your 
fair  hands ! 

I ne’er  brought  ill  luck  vet;  lie  fearless,’  Imp- 
Ori.  I thank  v'c,  noble  captain.  [py. 
Nor.  So  f leave  ye. 

I'a/.  Cull  in  the  knights  severally. 

Enter  ereerulfy,  Owner  a and  Miranda. 
Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  champion  ; 
And  then  to  Ileus ’it  ami  him  l give  toy  cause 
Vat.  >penk  quickly,  and  speak  short,  [up. 
Ori.  I have  not  much,  sir. 

Noble  Gotnern,  from  your  own  free  virtne 
You’ve  undertaken  here  a poormaid’shnnour, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  your  life;  and  happily 
You  may  suspect  thecuusc,  tlio’  in  your  true 
worth  [timony, 

You  will  not  shew  it ; therefore  take  this  te»- 
(And,  as  I hope  for  happiness,  n true  one  \) 
And  may  it  steel  your  heart,  and  edge  your 
good  sword ! 

You  tight  for  her,  as  spotless  of  these  mischiefs 
As  Hcns’n  is  of  our  sms,  or  Truth  of  errors; 
And  so  defy  that  treacherous  innn,  and  pro- 
Nor.  Blessing  o’  thy  heart,  lady  ! [*f»er! 

Vul.  Give  the  signal  to  ’em.  [Loir  afuim*. 
Nor.  Tis  bravely  fought ! Goincra,  follow 
thut  blow — 

Well  strurk  again,  boy  !— look  upon  the  lady, 
And  gather  spirit ! brave  again  ! be  close. 
Lie  close,  l say  ! he  tights  aloft,  and  strongly  ; 
Close  for  thy  life!— A pox  o’  that  fell  buffet ! 
Retire  and  gather  breath;  ye’ve  day  enough, 
knights — 

Look  lovely  on  him,  lady!  to’t  again  now  ! 
Stand,  stand,  Gum  era,  stand— one  blow  for 
nil  now  ! [woman  ! 

Gather  thy  strength  together ; God  bless  the 
Why,  where’s  thy  noble  heart  r lleav’n  bless 
the  lady ! 

Alt.  Oh,  oh ! 

Vat.  Site  is  gone,  she  is  gone. 

Nor.  Now  strike  it. 

Hold,  hold — he  yields:  Hold  thy  brave  sword, 
he’s  conquer’d  — 

He’s  thine,  Gomern.  Now  he  joyful,  lady  ! 
What  could  this  thief  have  done,  had  his 
cause  been  equal ! 
lie  made  my  heart-strings  tremble. 

Vat.  Off  with**  casque  there1*; 

And,  executioner,  take  you  his  head  next. 
Abd.  Oh,  cursed  Fortune  ! [Aside. 


003 

Gam.  Stay,  I beseech  you,  sir ! and  this 
one  honour 

Grant  me,  I have  deserv'd  it;  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  justice; 
That  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  the  sword 
fall, 

Viewing  the  glory  I have  won,  her  goodness. 
Vat.  He  shall ; and  you  the  harvest  of  your 
valour 

Shall  reap,  brave  sir,  abundantly. 

Goto.  I've  sav'd  her,  [stniction1'. 

Preserv’d  her  spotless  worth  from  black  d€- 
(llcr  white  name  to  eternity  deliver'd)  [in. 
Her  youth  and  sweetness  from  a timeless  ru- 
Now,  lord  Valetta,  if  this  bloody  labour 

May  but  deserve  her  favour 

Mir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  first. 

Vat.  Off  with  his  casque!  This  is  Miran- 
da's voice. 

Nor . Tis  he  indeed,  or  else  mine  eyes 
abuse  me: 

What  makes  be  here  thus? 

Ori.  The  young  Miranda? 

Is  lie  mine  enemy  too? 

Mir.  None  has  deserv'd  her, 

If  worth  must  carry  it,  and  service  seek  her, 
But  he  that  sav'd  her  honour. 

Com.  That  is  I,  Miranda.  [forward  ! 
Mir.  No,  no;  that’s  I,  Gornem;  be  not  so 
In  bargain  for  my  lore  you  cannot  cozen  me. 
Gian.  I fought  it. 

Mir.  And  1 gave  it,  which  is  nobler. 

Why,  every  gentleman  would  have  done  ns 
much  [sir; 

As  you  did:  Fought  it  ? that's  a poor  desert. 
They're  bound  to  that.  But  then  to  mako 
that  fight  sure, 

To  do  as  I did,  take  all  danger  from  it, 
buffer  that  coldness  that  must  call  me  now 

Into  disgrace  for  ever,  into  pity 

Gam.  1 undertook  first,  to  preset  ve  her 
from  hazarJ. 

Mir.  And  I made  sure  no  hazard  should 
come  near  her. 

Gam.  Twas  I defied  Mountft  rrat, 

Mir.  Twas  I wrought  him, 

(You’d  had  u dark  day  else;  ’twns  I defiei 
His  conscience  first,  'twns  l that  shook  him 
Which  is  the  brave  defiance.  [there, 

Gom.  My  life  and  honour 
At  stake  I laid. 

Mir.  My  care  and  truth  lay  by  it. 

Lest  that  stake  might  he  lost,  i have  de- 
serv’d her, 

It  signifies  here  a helmet,  and  sometimes  is 


*°  Cask.]  This  word  is  generally  spelt  caique. 
used  only  tor  a bearer,  or  hat.  It. 

*f  Erenero'd  her  spotless  worth  from  black  destruction.]  If  by  worth  the  Poets  mean  her 
worthy  self,  to  save  that  from  destruction,  would  he  only  saving  the  same  thing,  with  pre- 
serving ‘ Her  youth,  and  sweetness,  from  a tuneless  rui:i/ 

three  lines  below.  But  if  by  north  he  meant  her Jumc  and  character , I then  should  think 
destruction  a corruption,  and  would  propose  reading  the  line  so: 

4 Preserv’d  her  spotless  worth  from  black  detraction .’  Sympson. 

Detraction  would  be  best,  were  there  authority  for  the  change. 

4 II  U 
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Aud  none  but  I : The  lady  might  have  pe- 
rish'd [malice, 

Had  fell  Mouotferrat  struck  it,  from  whose 
With  cunning  and  bold  confidence,  J caich'd 
i 

And  ’twas  high  tunc.  And  such  a service, 
lady,  [knows 

For  you,  and  for^our  innocence — for  who 
Not  th*  all-devouring  sword  of  fierce  Mount- 
ferrat?  [spiteful, 

I shew’d  you  what  I could  do,  had  i been 
Or  master  but  of  half  the  poison  he  bears: 
(Hell  take  his  heart  forT!)  And  beshrew 
these  hand*,  madam, 

With  all  my  heart,  I wish  a mischief  on  ’em  ! 
They  made  you  oncp  look  sad  : Such  another 
fright 

I would  not  put  you  in,  to  own  the  island : 
Yet,  pardon  me  ; ’twasbut  to  shew  a soldier. 
Which  when  I’d  done,  I ended  your  poor 
coward. 

Val.  Let  some  look  out,  for  the  base  knight 
Mouutferrat [trusty. 

Aid  I hope  he's  far  enough,  if  his  man  be 
This  was  a strange  misfortune;  I must  i\ot 
know  it. 

Val.  That  most  deboshed  knight.  Come 
down,  sweet  sister, 

My  spotless  sister  now  ! ’Pray  thank  these 
gentlemen ; 

They  have  deserv’d  both  truly,  nobly  of  you, 
Both  excellently, dearly,  belli  all  the  honour, 
All  the  respect  and  favour 

Gri.  Both  shall  have  it ; 

And  as  ;ny  life  their  memories  I'll  nourish. 

Val.  Ye’re  both  true  knights,  and  both 
most  worthy  lovers ; 

Here  stand-*  a lady  ripen’d  with  ypur  service, 
Young,  fair,  and  (now  I dare  say)  truly  ho- 
nourable : 

Tis  my  will  she  shall  marry,  marry  now, 

And  oue  of  you  (she  cannot  take  more  nobly): 
Your  deserts  * 

Begot  tins  will,  and  bred  it.  Both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  ; dare  you  make  me  your  um- 

Gom.  Mir.  With  all  our  souls.  [pire? 

Val.  He  must  not  then  be  angry 
That  loses  her. 

Gom.  Oh,  that  were,  sir,  unworthy. 

Mir.  A iutlc  sorrow  lie  may  find. 

Val.  'Vis  manly.  [pian; 

Gomira,  you're  a brave  accomplish’d  gentlc- 
A braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 

In  the  wlrte  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour, 
You've  been  a pilgrim  long ; yet  no  man  fur- 
ther 

Has  trod  those  thorny  steps  than  young  Mi- 
randa: 


[Act  2.  Scene  5. 

You’re  gentle,  he  is  gentleness  itself : Ex- 
perience 

Calls  you  her  brother  ; this  her  hopeful  heir. 
A or.  The  young  man  now,  an’t  be  thy  will ! 
Val.  Your  bund,  sir  ! 

You  undertook  first,  nobly  undertook, 

This  lady's  cause;  you  made  it  good,  and 
fought  it;  [her! 

You  must  be  serv’d  first,  take  her  and  enjoy 
I give  her  to  vou : Ki.ss  her ! Are  you  pleas'd 
now  ? 

Gom.  My  joy’s  so  much  I cannot  speak. 
Vat.  Nay,  fairest  sir,  [promise. 

You  must  not  be  displeas'd  ; you  break  your 
Mir.  1 never  griev’d  at  good;  uor  dare  l 
now,  sir, 

Tho’  something  seem  strange  to  me. 

Val.  I’ve  provided 

A better  match  for  you,  more  full  of  beauty ; 
I’ll  wed  you  to  our  order:  There’s  a mistress 
Whose  beauty  ne’er  decays  (Time  stands  be- 
low her); 

Whose  honour,  ennin-like,  can  never  suffer 
Spot  or  black  soil;  whose  eternal  issue 
Fame  brings  up  at  her  breasts,  and  leaves  ’em 
Her  you  shuil  marry.  [sainted; 

Mir.  I must  humbly  thank  you. 

Vat.  Saint  I bourns’  Fort,  a charge  of  no 
small  value, 

I give  you  too,  in  present,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  spirits ; and,  to  breed  you  pious, 
I’ll  send  you  a probation-robe  ; wear  that, 
’Till  you  slia'.k  please  to  be  our  brother.— 
llow  now? 

Enter  Astoriut. 

* Asia.  Mountferrat’s  (led,  sir. 

Vat.  Let  him  go  a while,  [coupled  : 
Till  we  have  done  these  rites,  and  seen  these 
llis  mischief  now  lies  open.  Come,  all 
friends  now ! 

Aud  so  let’s  inarch  to  thv  temple.  Sound 
those  instruments, 

That  were  the  signal  to  a day  of  blood  I 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good. 

[Flourish. 

A 'or.  Come,  we’ll  have  wenches,  man,  and 
all  brave  things. 

Pox  ! let  her  go;  we’ll  want  no  mistresses; 
Good  swords,  and  gend  strong  armours! 
Mir.  Those  are  best,  captain. 

Nor.  And  fight  'till  queens  be  in  love  with 
us,  and  run  after  us. 

I’ll  see  you  at  the  fort  within  these  two  days; 
And  let’s  be  merry,  ’prithee! 

Mir.  By  that  tune  I shall. 

Nor.  Why,  that’s  well  said  ! I like  a good 
heart  truly.  [Ertunt. 


Digitized  by  Google 


Jlct3.  Scene  1.] 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


60S 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Norandine  and  Servant , Corporal  and 
Soldiers  above. 

Serv.  rT,IIE  day  is  not  yet  broke,  sir. 

Nor.  Tis  the  cooler  riding. 

I must  go  see  Miranda:  Bring  my  horse 
Hound  to  the  South  port;  I’ll  out  here  at  the 
beach, 

And  meet  you  at  the  end  o’  th’  sycamores: 
^Tis  a sweet  walk,  and  it*  the  wind  be  stirring 
Serves  like  fan  to  cool. 

Serv.  Which  walk? 

Aar.  Why,  that,  sir. 

Where  the  tine  city-dames  meet  to  make 
matches. 

Serv.  1 know  it.  [ Exit.  Singing  abov^. 
Nor.  Speed  ye  then  ” ! — What  mirth  is  this? 
The  watches  are  not  yet  discharg’d,  I take  it : 
These  are  brave  careless  rogues ! I'll  hear  the 
song  out. 

And  then  I’ll  fit  ye  for’t,  merry  companions! 
SONG,  by  tlte  Soldiers. 

L Sit,  soldiers,  sit  and  sing,  the  round  is  clear, 
And  cock-a-loodic-looe  tells  us  the  day  is 
near.  [mellow, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 
fellow  I 

2.  To  thee  a full  pot,  my  little  lancc-prisado, 
And  when  thou  hast  done,  a pipe  of  Tri- 

nidado ! 

Our  gla.vs  of  life  runs  wine,  the  vintner 
slinks  it43, 

Whilst  with  his  wife  the  frolick  soldier 
drinks  it 

3.  The  drums  beat,  ensigns  wave,  and  can- 

nons thump  it; 

Our  game  is  ruffe,  and  the  best  heart  doth 
trump  it : [low, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  :nel- 
Drink,  laugh,  and  siug;  the  soldier  has  no 
fellow. 

4.  HI  pledge  thee,  my  Corporal,  were  it  a 

flagon;  [dragon; 

After,  watch  fiercer  than  George  did  the 
What  blood  we  lose  i’  th*  town,  wc  gain 
i’  th’  tuns ; 

Furr’d  gowns,  and  flat  caps,  give  the  wall 
to  guns.  [low, 

Each  toss  his  cann,  until  his  throat  be  mcl- 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sing;  the  soldier  has  no 
fellow. 


Nor.  Here’s  notable  order!  Now  for  a 
trick  to  tame  yc ! 

Owgh,  owgh ! 

1 Watt  A.  Hark,  hark!  what’s  that  below 
us?  Who  goes  there ? 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh  ! 

2 I Vat  eh.  ’Pis  a bear  broke  loose;  ’pray 
call  the  Corporal. 

1 Watch.  The  Dutchman's  huge  fat  sow. 

2 Watch.  I see  her  now, 

And  five  fine  pigs. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Enter  Corporal. 

Corp.  Now,  wluit’s  the  matter?  [ral, 
1 Wutch.  Here’s  the  great  fat  swf,  Corpo- 
The  Dutchman’s  sow  ; and  all  the  pigs,  brav  u 
fat  pigs : 

You  have  been  wishing  long,  she  would  break 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh  I [loose. 

Corp.  ’Tis  she  indeed;  there’s  a white  pig 
now  sucking : 

Look,  look  ! d’you  sec  it,  sirs  ? 

1 Wutch.  Yes,  very  well,  sir. 

Corp.  A notable  fat  whoreson  ! Come,  two 
of  ye, 

Godown  with  m<T,  we’ll  have  a tickling  break - 

2 Watch.  Let’s  eat ’em  at  the  Cross,  [fast. 
Corp.  There’s  the  best  liquor. 

Nor.  I ’ll  liquor  some  of  ye,  ye  ln7V  rogues  ! 
Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and 
swilling. 

What  a sweet  beast  they’ve  made  of  me ! A 
Hog  upon  hog ! I hear  ’em  come.  [sow  ? 

Enter  Corporal  below , and  Watch. 

Corp.  Go  softly, 

And  fall  upon  ’em  finely,  nitnhlv. 

1 Watch.  Bless  me ! 

Corp.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

1 Watch.  Oh,  the  devil ! the  devil, 

As  high  as  a steeple ! 

2 Watch.  There  he  goes,  Corporal ! 

His  feet  are  cloven  too. 

Corp.  Stand,  stand,  I sav!  [kets? 

Death,  how  I shake  ! Where  be  your  mus- 

1 Watch.  There’s 

No  good  of  them:  Where  be  our  prayers, 
man  ? 

2 Wutch.  Lord,  how  he  stalks ! speak  te 
him,  Corporal. 

Corp.  Why,  what  a devil  art  thou ? 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Corp.  A dumb  d^vil? 


M Nor.  Speed yc  then , &C.J  This  and  the  three  following  lines  have  hitherto  been  placed 
after  the  Song,  which  they  should  undoubtedly  precede.  It  is  not  printed  in  the  first  folio. 

33  The  vintner  slinks  i*.J  As  we  can  aliix  no  idea  to  the  word  stinks  here,  we  have  substi- 
tuted skinks.  A skinker , the  very  ingenious  Dr.  Percy  te.Ils  us,  is  ‘ one  that  serves  drink.* 
The  word  occurs  as  late  a*  Dry  den’s  Translation  of  the  First  Book  of  Homer. 
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Tlie  worst  devil  that  could  come,  n dumb 
devil ! 

Give  me  a musket.  Hr  pothers  in  to  n t! 

1’  th'  name  of Speak!  what  ait  thou? 

Speak,  devil,  or 
I’ll  put  a plumb  in  your  bellr. 

1 Vor.  Owrgh,  owgh,  owghf 
Corp.  Fy,  fy ! in  w hat  a sweat  1 am  ! Lord 
biess  me, 

My  musketV  pone  too ! Iain  not  able  to  stir  it. 
AW.  Who  goes  there?  Stand,  speak  ! 
Corp.  Sure  i Bin  enchanted  ! 

Yet  here’s  my  halbert  still.  Nay,  who  goes 
. there,  sir? 

What,  have  I lost  myself?  What  are  ve? 
AW.  The  guard. 

Corp.  Why,  «hat  are  we  then?  He’s  not 
half  so  long  now, 

Nor  h’ha*  no  tail  at  all.  I shake  still  dam* 
AW.  The  word  ! [nobly. 

Corp.  Hat  i mercy  on  inc  ! what  word  does 
lie  mean  ? 

'Prithee,  devil,  if  thou  bc’st  the  devil,  do  not 
Make  an  ass  of  me  ! for  1 remember  yet. 

As  well  as  I run  here,  I am  the  Corporal; 
J’ll  lay  roy  life  on’t,  devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn’d  ! [Corporal  ? 

Corp.  1 hat’s  all  one;  but  am  not  I the 
I’d  give  a thousand  pound  tube  resolv’d  now. 
llad  not  I soldiers  here? 

AW.  No,  not  a man; 

Thou  art  dchosh’d,  and  cozen’d. 

Corp.  That  may  be,  [been  ? 

It  may  be  I am  drunk. — Lord,  where  have  I 
Is  not  this  my  halbert  in  my  hand  ? 

Nor.  No,  ’tis  a May-pole. 

Corp.  Why  then,  1 know  not  who  I am, 
nor  what. 

Nor  whence  I come. 

Nor.  You  art*  an  arrant  rascal ! 

You  corporal  of  a watch? 

Corp.  Tis  the  Dane’s  voice.  You  arc  no 
devil  then? 

AW.  No,  nor  no  sow.  sir.  [ne’er 

Corp.  (Jf  that  I am  right  glad,  sir;  i was 
So  frighted  in  my  life,  as  I am  a soldier. 

Nor.  Tall  watchmen  ! [centrics: 

A guard  for  a goose!  you  sing  away  your 
A careful  company  ! Let  me  out  o’  the  port 
here, 

(I  was  a little  nerry  with  your  worships) 
And  keep  your  guards  strung,  tho*  the  devil 
walk. 


[Act.  3.  Scene  t. 

Hold,  there’s  to  bring  ye  into  your  wits  again. 
Go  off  no  more  to  hunt  pigs ; such  another 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows.  [trick, 
Corp.  'Pray,  sir,  pardon  us! 

And,  let  the  devil  come  next,  I’ll  make  him 
Or  make  him  stink.  [stand, 

Nor.  Do.  do  vour  duiv  truly. 

Come,  let  me  out,  and  conic  awav*4. 

[ F.rtvnt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  A Me  l la  with  a letter , and  Roeea. 
Roeea  No  more  rage. 

AM  Write  thus  to  me?  Il’hath  fearfully 
and  IniM-ly 

Betray’d  bis  own  cause;  yet,  to  free  himself, 
He  now  ascribes  the  fault  to  me. 

Roeea.  1 know  not 

What  he  hath  clone;  hut  what .lie now  desires 
Ilis  letters  have  inform'd  you. 

AM.  Yes  ; he  is 

Tim  well  acfjii«intcH  with  the  power  he  holds 
t )ver  my  mad  affections! — I want  time 
I’o  w rite  ; but  ’pray  you  tell  him,  if  l wi  re 
No  better  slcel’d  in  my  strong  resolutions 
Than  he  hath  shewn  himself  in  his,  or  thought 
There  was  a hell  hereafter,  or  a Heaven 
But  in  enjoying  him,  I should  stick  here, 

And  move  no  further.  Bid  him  yet  take  com- 
fort; [*r» 

For  something  I will  do  the  devil  would  quake 
But  I’ll  untie  this  nuptial  knot  of  love. 

And  make  way  for  Ins  wishes.  In  the  mean 
time 

Let  him  lie  close,  (for  he  is  strictly  sought  for) 
And  practise  to  love  her,  that  for  his  ends 
Scorns  fear  and  danger! 

Enter  Orurna  and  Velleda . 

Roeea.  All  this  I will  tell  him.  [E/iL 
AM.  Do  so.  Farewell! — My  lady,  with 
my  fellow, 

So  earnest  in  discourse! — Whatc’er  it  be, 

I’ll  second  it. 

Yi'L  lie’s  such  a noble  husband. 

In  every  circumstunce  so  truly  loving. 

That  J might  say,  and  without  flattery,  ma- 
Tlie  sun  sees  not  a lady  but  yourself  [dam, 
That  can  deserve  him. 

Ahd.  Of  all  men,  I sav, 

That  dare  (for  ’tis  a destx  rate  adventure) 
Wear  on  tlwir  free  necks  the  sweet  }oke  of 
woman, 


u Come , let  me  out,  and  come  away ; no  more  rage. 

SCENE  H. 

Enter  Ahdella  with  a letter , and  Roeea. 

Ahd.  Write  thus  to  me  ?]  If  this  latter  part  of  the  line  belong  to  Norandine,  ’tis  strangely 
odd  ; for  why  must  he  say  no  more  rage  ¥ This  implies,  that  the  corporal  and  the  guard  had 
been  in  one  liefore,  which  the  read*  r knows  is  so  far  from  true,  that  they  were  frighted  with 
the  mimic  grunt  of  a hog,  and  took  it  for  the  devil;  hut  .supposing  Aodella  had  been  storming 
at  Mountferrat’s  Utter,  some  rime  before  Korea’s  and  her  coining  upon  the  ctag*%  these 
mnlluymg  woids  of  his  to  her.  viz.  no  more  rage,  will  be  exceedingly  in  character,  and  highly 
proper  to  introduce  the  angry  speech  of  Abdeliu.  Syn.j.soiu 
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Act  3.  Scene  $.] 

( For  they  that  Jo  repine  are  no  true  husbands) 
Give  me  a soldier  ! 

Ori.  Why  ? are  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men  ? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  Dior,  judgement: 
For,  but  observe,  your  courtier  is  more  curious 
To  set  himself  forth  richly,  than  his  lady; 
His  bnths,  perfumes,  nay  paintings  too,  more 
costly 

Than  his  frugality  will  allow  to  her; 

Ilia  cloathsas  chargeable;  and  grunt  him  hut 
A thing  without  a beard,  and  he  may  pass 
At  all  times  fora  woman,  mid  with  totue 
Have  better  welcome:  Now,  your  mau  of 
lands 

For  the  most  part  it  careful  to  manure  them, 
But  leaves  his  lady  fallow  ; your  great  mer- 
chant 

Breaks  of'tner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife, 
Than  with  hi** creditors;  and  that’s  tl»e  reason 
She  looks  elsewhere  for  payment:  Now,  your 
y tl.  Ay,  marry,  do  him  right ! [soldier — 
Abd.  First,  who  has  one 
Hns  a perpetual  guard  upon  her  honour; 

For  while  he  wears  a sword.  Slander  herself 
Dares  not  hark  at  it  ; next,  she  sits  at  home 
Like  a great  queen,  and  sends  him  forth  to 
fetch  in 

Her  tribute  from  all  parts;  which,  being 
brought  home, 

He  lays  it  at  her  feet,  and  seeks  no  further 
For  his  reward  than  what  she  may  give  freely, 
A nd  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modest ! 

Abd.  Why,  we  may  speak  of  that  we’re 
glad  to  taste  of, 

Among  ourselves  I mean. 

Ori  Thou  talk’s!  of  nothing. 

Abd.  Of  nothing,  madam  ? You  have  found 
it  something; 

Or,  with  the  raisinp-np  this  pretty  mount 
IViy  lord  hath  dealt  with  spirits.  [here, 

Enter  Gain  era. 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  absent? 

Gam.  Thy  pardon,  sweet!  I have  been 
looking  on  [Dane, 

The  pri7e  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave 
The  valiant  Korumiinc,  and  have  brought 
something 

That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of ; but  one  kiss, 
And  theu  possess  my  purchase*.  There's  a 
piece 

Of  cloth  of  tissue,  this  of  purple  velvet, 

And  las  they  swear)  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye, 
Which  others  hr  re  but  weakly  counterfeit: 

If  they  are  worth  thy  use,  wear  them;  if  not, 
Bt  w them  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  Here’s  the  husband  ! [sen, 

Gam.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the 
Thou  shalt  want  nothing.  1i>  a soldier’s 
However  he  neglect  himself,  to  keep  [glory, 
His  mistress  in  lull  lustre. 


| Ori.  You  exceed,  sir. 

Com.  Yet  there  wus  one  part  of  the  prim 
disjKis’d  of 

Before  I came,  which  I grieve  that  I miss’d  of, 

> Being  almost  assur’d,  it  would  have  beeu 
A welcome  present. 

Ori.  T'ruv  you  say,  what  was  it? 

Gam.  A Turkish  captive,  of  incomparable 
beauty, 

And,  will  lout  question,  in  her  country  noble-;. 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor, 

1 would  have  given  thee  for  thy  sluvo. 

Ori.  But  was  slit* 

Of  such  au  exquisite  form  ? 

Gam.  Most  exquisite. 

Ori.  And  well  descended  ? 

Gam.  So  the  habit  promis’d, 

In  which  she  wus  ta’eti. 

On.  Of  what  years? 

Gam.  *Tis  said 
A virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  I pity  her, 

And  wish  site  were  mine,  that  I might  ha* 
the  means 

To  entertaiu  her  gently.  % 

Gum.  She  is  now  Miranda’s; 

And,  as  I’ve  heard,  made  it  her  suit  to  lie  so. 
Ori.  Miranda's?  then  her  fuia  deserves 
not  pity, 

But  envy  rather. 

Gam.  Envy,  ( )i  iana? 

Ori.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  free. 
Gum.  How’s  t«sis ? [one. 

On.  Why,  she  is  fullen  into  the  bands  of 
So  full  of  that  which  in  men  we  stile  Good- 
ness, 

That,  in  her  being  his  slave,  she’s  happier  far 
Than  if  she  w ere  confirm'd  die  sultan’s  mu* 
tress. 

Gam . Miranda  is  indeed  a gentleman 
Of  fair  desert,  and  better  hopes;  but  yet 
lie  hath  his  equals. 

Ori.  Where?  1 would  go  far, 

As  I am  now,  tho’  much  unlit  for  travels. 

But  to  see  one  diut  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  scale,  or  paratlel'd, 

In  any  thing  that’s  noble,  with  Miranda. 

Ilis  knowledge  in  all  services  of  war. 

And  ready  courage  to  put  into  act 
l hat  kuowmg  judgment,  as  you  arc  a soldier. 
You  best  may  speak  of;  nor  can  you  deliver, 
Nor  1 bear  with  delight,  a better  subject. 

And  Heav'd  did  well,  ift  such  a lovely  feature 
To  place  so  clmstc  n mind  ; for  he  is  of 
So  sweet  a carriage,  such  a winning  nature, 
And  such  u bold,  yetwcll-dispos’d  itohaviour; 
And,  to  all  these,  h’has  such  a chu lining 
tongue,  [colours, 

That,  if  he  w ould  serve  under  Love's  fresh 
What  monumental  trophies  might  he  raise 
Of  his  free  conquests,  made  in  ladies’  favours! 

Gam.  Yet  you  did  resist  tuui,  wheu  hw  was 
An  earnest  suitor  to  you* 

Ori  Yes,  I did; 
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And,  if  I were  again  sought  to,  I should; 
Hut  must  ascribe  it  rather  to  the  fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  power 
Which  l can  call  mine  own. 

Gotu.  IL'en  so  ? 

Abd.  Thanks,  Fortune  t 
The  plot  I had  to  raise  in  him  doubts  of  her 
Thou  hast  effected. 

Ori.  I could  tell  you  too, 

What  cause  I have  to  love  him ; with  what 
reason 

In  thankfulness  he  may  expect  from  me 
All  due  observance;  but  I pass  that,  as 
A benefit  for  which,  in  my  behalf, 

You  are  his  debtor. 

Abd.  I perceive  it  takes. 

By  his  chang’d  looks. 

Ori.  lie  is  not  in  the  city, 

Is  he,  my  lord? 

Gom.  Who,  lady? 

Ori.  Whv,  Miranda: 

Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  else 
Worth  ray  enquiry  ? 

Gom.  This  is  somewhat  more*  [Aside. 

Than  love  to  virtue  ! 

Ori.  'Faith,  when  he  comes  hither, 

(As  sometimes,  without  question,  you  shall 
meet  him) 

Invite  him  home. 

Gom.  To  what  end? 

„Or*.  To  dine  w ith  us, 

Or  sop.  [yon ; 

Gotu.  And  then  to  take  a hard  bed  with 
Mean  you  not  so? 

Ori.  If  you  could  w in  him  to  it, 

’Twould  he  the  better.  For  his  entertainment, 
Leave  that  to  me  ; lie  shall  find  noble  usage, 
And  from  me  a free  welcome. 

Gom.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a Homan  lady,  Oriana, 
Remember’d  as  a precedent  for  matrons, 
(Chaste  ones,  I pray  you  understood)  whose 
husband, 

Tax’d  for  his  sour  breath  by  bis  enemy, 
Condemn’d  his  wife  for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  infirmity  ? 

Ori.  ’l'is  a common  one: 

He  r answer  was,  having  kiss’d  none  but  him, 
She  thought  it  was  a general  disease 
All  men  were  subject  to.  But  what  infer  you 
From  that,  my  lord  ? 

Gum.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  lady 
Had  all  her  thoughts  so  fix'd  upon  her  lord, 
That  she  could  find  no  spare  time  to  sing 
praises 

Of  any  other;  nor  would  she  employ 
Her  husband  (tho*  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 
As  far  as  I am)  for  an  instrument 
To  bring  home  younger  men,  that  might  de- 
light her 

With  their  discourse,  or 

Ori.  What,  n»y  lord  ? 

Gum.  Their  persons ; 

Ot.  if  I should  speak  plainer-—  -- 
Ori.  No,  it  needs  not; 


[Act  3.  Scene  2. 

You’ve  said  enough  to  make  my  Innocenc* 
It  is  suspected.  [know 

Gom.  You  betray  yourself 
To  more  than  a suspicion  : Could  you  else. 
To  me,  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you, 
Make  such  a gross  discov'rv,  that  your  lust 
Lind  sold  that  heart,  l thought  mine,  to  Mi- 
randa? 

Or  rise  to  such  a height  in  impudence, 

As  to  presume  to  work  my  yielding  weakness 
To  piny,  for  your  bed  ends,  to  my  disgrace. 
The  wittol,  or  the  pander? 

Ori.  Do  not  study  [ny) 

To  print  more  wounds  (for  that  were  tyran- 
Upon  a heart  that  is  pierc’d  thro’  already. 
Gom.  Thy  heart?  thou  hast  pierc’d  thro* 
mine  honour,  false  on£. 

The  honour  of  my  house  ! Fool  that  I was, 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  trust  [ture, 
Of  w icked  woman  ! For  thy  sake,  vile.  cretJ 
For  all  1 have  done  well  in,  in  my  life, 

I’ve  digg'd  a grave,  all  buried  in  a wife ; 

For  thee  I have  defied  mv  constant  mistress, 
That  never  fail'd  her  servant,  glorious  War; 
For  thee  refus’d  the  fellowship  of  an  order 
Which  princes,  thro’  all  dangers,  have  been 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerusalem:  [proud 

And  ain  I thus  rewarded  ? 

V el.  By  all  goodness. 

You  wrong  my  lady,  and  deserve  her  not, 
When  you  are  at  your  best!  Repent  ywr 
'Twill  shew  well  in  you.  [rashness; 

Abd.  Do,  and  ask  her  pardon. 

Ori.  No ; I have  liv’d  too  long,  to  hart 
my  faith,  [him 

My  tried  faith,  call'd  in  question,  and  by 
That  should  know  true  affection  is  too  tender 
To  suffer  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin. 
Study  ingratitude,  all,  from  my  example! 
For  to  be  thankful  now  is  to  hr  false. 

But,  be’t  j-o  ; let  me  die  ! I see  you  wish  it } 
Yet  (lead,  for  truth  and  pities*  sake*  report 
W hat  weapon  you  made  choice  of  when  you 
kill’d  me. 

Vet.  She  faints ! 

Abd.  Wlmt  have  you  done  ? 

Ori.  My  last  breath  cannot 
Be  better  spent,  than  to  say  I forgive  you ; 
Nor  is  my  death  untimely,  since  with  me 
L take  along  what  might  nave  l*ecn  hereafter 
In  scorn  deliver’d  for  the  doubtful  issue 
Of  a suspected  mother.  [S/i<  swoons. 

Vet.  C >b,  she’s  tone ! 

Abd.  For  ever  gone ! — Are  you  a man  ? 
Com.  I grow  here! 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth,  and  pour  this  cor- 
dial in  it: 

rf  any  spark  of  life  be  unqucnch’d  iu  her. 
This  w ill  recover  her. 

Vet.  ’I'is  all  in  vain  ! 

Sliek*  stiff  already.  Live  I,  and  she  dead  ? 
Gom.  How  like  a murderer  I stand !— • 
L*x>k  up, 

And  hear  ine  curse  myself,  or  but  behold 
The  vengeance  1 will  take  for’t,  Oriana, 
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Act  3.  Scene  3.] 

And  then  in  peace  forsake  me!  Jealousy, 
Thou  loathsome  vomit  of  the  fiends  below, 
What  desp’rate  hunger  made  me  to  receive 
thee 

Into  my  heart,  and  soul?  I’ll  let  thee  forth, 
And  so  in  death  find  case ! And  does  my 
fault  then  [live 

Deserve  no  greater  punishment?  No;  i’ll 
To  keep  thee  for  a fury  to  torment  me. 

And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth  ! 
All  joys  and  hopes  forsake  me  ! all  mens 
malice, 

And  nil  the  plagues  they  can  inflict,  I wish  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  me  ! h tiny  tears  be  laugh’d  at, 
And  may  mine  enemies  smile  to  hear  me 
groan ; 

And,  dead,  may  I be  pitied  of  none  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Colonnu  and  Lucinda. 

Luc.  ’Pray  you,  sir,  why  was  the  ordnance 
of  the  fort 

Discharg’d  so  suddenly  ? 

Col.  '1'was  the  governor’s  pleasure. 

In  honour  of  the  Dane;  a custom  us’d, 

To  speak  a soldier's  welcome. 

Luc.  ’Tis  « fit  one. 

But  is  my  master  here  too? 

Col.  Three  days  since.  [much, 

Luc.  Might  l demand  without  offence  so 
Is’t  pride  in  him  (however  now  a sla\c) 

That  1 am  not  admitted  to  his  presence? 

Col.  His  courtesy  to  you,  nod  to  mankind, 
May  easily  resolve  you,  he  is  free 
From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Esteem  a virtue. 

Luc.  What’s  the  reason  then. 

As  you  imagine,  sir? 

Col.  Why,  I will  tell  you : 

You  are  a woman  of  a tempting  beauty, 

And  lie,  however  virtuous,  as  a man, 
Subject  to  liunnu  frailties;  and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him,  should  he  see 
you, 

lie  is  not  ignorant ; and  therefore  chuses 
With  care  t’ avoid  the  cause  that  may  produce 
Some  strange  eilect,  which  wdj  not  well  keep 
rank 

With  the  rare  temperance  which  is  admir’d 
In  bis  life  hitherto. 

Luc.  This  much  encrcases 
i\I y strong  desire  to  see  him. 

Col.  It  should  rather  [worship, 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  prophet  that  you 
That  you  are  such  a man's,  who,  tho'  lie  may 
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Do  any  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  liinKo,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them. 
Your  entertainment’s  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  present  fortune  ; and  (if  all  those  tears 
Which  made  grief  lovely  in  you,  i’tb’  relation 
Of  the  sad  story  that  forc’d  me  to  weep  too. 
Your  husband’s  hard  fate,  were  not  counter- 
feit) [pay 

You  should  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to 
A chaste  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 
Those  sweets,  which  while  he  liv’d  he  could 
not  taste  of: 

But  if  you  wantonly  bestow  them  on 
Another  man,  you  offer  violence  [suffer 
To  linn,  tho’ dead;  and  his  griev’d  spiiit  will 
For  your  immodest  looseness. 

Luc  Why,  1 hope,  sir, 

My  willingness  to  look  on  him  to  whorar- 
1 owe  my  life  and  service,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchaste  purpose. 

Cot.  So  I wish  too ! 

And  in  tin*  confidence  it  is  not,  lady, 

I dare  the  better  tell  you  lie  will  see  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I am  commanded 
To  bring  you  to  his  chamber ; to  what  end 
L casiiv  should  guess,  were  I Lucinda95: 

And  therefore,  tho’  I can  yield  little  reason 
(Butin  a general  love  to  women’s  goodness) 
Why  I should  be  so  tender  of  your  honour, 

I willingly  would  bestow  .-nine  counsel  of  you; 
And  would  you  follow  it? 

Luc.  J.et  me  first  hear  it, 

And  then  I can  resolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 

Is,  that  you  would  not  fas  most  ladies  use, 
When  they  prepare  themselves  for  such  en- 
counters) 

Study  to  add,  hy  artificial  dressings, 

To  native  excellence;  yours,  without  help, 
But  seen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a hermit 
Leave  lus  death's  head,  and  change  his  after- 
hopes 

Of  endless  comforts,  for  a few'  short  minutes 
Of  present  pleasures ; to  prevent  which,  Uid  v, 
Practise  to  take  away  from  your  perfections, 
And  to  preserve  your  chastity  unstarti’d: 

The  most  deform’d  shape  that  you  can  put  on. 
To  cloud  your  body’s  fair  gifts,  or  your  mind  s, 
(It  being  labour’d  to  so  chaste  an  end) 

Will  prove  the  fairest  ornament. 

Luc.  To  take  from 

The  workmanship  of  Ifcnvcn  is  an  offence 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it; 

Of  which  I’ll  not  be  guilty.  Chastity, 

That  lodges  in  deformity,  nppears  rather 
A mulct  impos’d  by  Nature,  than  a blessing; 
And  ’tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers, 


*5 to  what  end 

I easily  should  uucss.  u r^e  l Miranda ;]  Before  wc  condemn  this  Miranda , let  us  put  the 
sense  ot  this  passage  into  plain  prose.  You  are  intended  to  be  brought  into  Miranda's  cham- 
ber this  night,' says  Colnnna  to  Lucinda,  and  if  1 was  Miranda.  I could  easily  guess  for  what 
end,  &c.  i.  c.  if  I sent  tor  you,  i could  surely  tell  why  i sent  for  you.  Is  not  this  mighty 
elegant?  I doubt  not  but  mv  reader  sees  where  the  fault  lies,  and  lias  made  the  correction 
for  me : * i easily  should  guess,  was  I Lucinda .’  Sympson. 

Vol.IL  4 I 
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[Act  3.  Scene  4. 


Tho*  ne’er  so  oft  assaulted,  in  resistance: 

For  me,  I'll  therefore  so  dispose  myself, 

That  if  I hold  out  it  shall  he  with  honour; 

Or  if  I yield,  Miranda  shall  find  something 
To  make  him  love  his  victory.  [£rtf. 

Col.  With  wlint  cunning 
This  woman  areues  for  her  own  damnation  ! 
Nor  should  I hold  it  for  a miracle. 

Since  they  are  all  horn  sopbisters,  to  maintain 
That  lust  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  use 
Of  their  creation.  ’Would  I never  bad 
Hop’d  better  of  her,  or  could  not  believe, 
Tho*  seen,  the  ruin  1 must  ever  grieve  ! [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Miranda , Norandinr,  Servants  with 

lights. 

Mir.  I’ll  see  you  in  your  chamber. 

A or.  Tray  you  no  further  ! 

It  is  a ceremony  I expect  not: 

I am  no  stranger  here;  I know  my  lodging. 
And  have  slept  soundly  there,  when  the  Turk  s’ 
cannon 

Play’d  thick  upon  it  - Oh,  ’twas  royal  musick  ! 
And  to  procure  a sound  sleep  for  a soldier. 
Worth  forty  of  vour  fiddles.  Asyou  love  me, 
Press  it  no  further ! 

Alir.  You  will  overcome. — 

Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I’ve  took,  since  supper, 

A refuse  or  two  too  much*6,  und,  by  the  gods, 
It  warms  my  blood. 

Alir.  You’ll  sleep  the  l etter  for’t. 

Nor.  Pox  ou’t,  1 should,  had  but  I a kind 
wench  [cap; 

To  pull  my  boot-hose  off,  and  warm  ray  night* 
There’s  no  charm  like  it.  1 love  old  Adams 
way;  [time! 

Give  me  a diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  bed- 
llang  up  vour  smooth-chili  page!  And,  uow 
I think  on’t, 

Where  is  your  Turkish  prisoner  ? 

Mir.  In  the  castle; 

But  vet  I never  saw  her. 

Nor.  Fy  upon  you  ! 


See  her,  for  shame!  or,  hark  you;  if  you 
would 

Perform  the  friend’s  part  to  me,  the  friend’s 
It  being  a fashion  of  the  last  edition, 

Far  from  pundensm,  now  send  her  to  me. 
You  look  strange on’t *7 ! No  entertainment’s 
perfect 

Without  it,  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it! 

W tell  her  In:  looks  for  it  as  duly 

As  for  his  fee.— There’s  no  suit  got  without  it; 

Gold  is  nn  ass  to’t. 

Alir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed  ! 

AW.  Well,  if  she  come,  I doubt  not  to 
convert  her; 

If  not,  the  sin  lie  on  your  head!— Good  night/ 
[Exeunt  Nor.  and  Sc/vuhU. 

Enter  Colonnn  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  shall  find  him,  lady:  You 
know  what  I've  said. 

And  if  you  please  you  may  make  use. 
l.uc.  No  doubt,  sir. 

Cot.  From  hence  1 shall  hear  all. 

f lie  retires. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  young  one. — 

Best) re w my  heart,  a handsome  wench  ! — 
Come  nearer. 

A very  handsome  one  ! — Do  not  you  grieve. 
You  arc  a prisoner?  [sweet, 

Eiic.  The  loss  of  liberty, 

No  doubt,  sir,  is  a heavy  and  sharp  burden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly:  But  your  servant. 
Your  humble  handmaid,  uever  fell  that  rigour; 
Thunks  to  that  noble  will!  No  want,  no 
hunger 

(Companions  still  to  slaves),  no  violence, 

Nor  any  unhesecining  act  we  start  at. 

Have  l yet  met  w uhal  -.  Content  and  goodness. 
Civility,  and  sweetness  of  behaviour, 

Dwell  round  about  me;  therefore,  worthy 
nia*»ter, 

I cannot  say  I grieve  my  liberty.  [dier, 
Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a aol- 
Too  obstinate  an  rue  my  to  youth. 

That  had  so  fair  a jewel  in  my  cabinet, 

I And  in  so  long  a time  would  ne’er  look  on  it  ? 


•*  A rouse. J This  seems  in  gpneral  to  signify  what  we  now  call  n cheerful  glass. — It  is  a 
word  which  frequently  occurs,  but  not  always  in  the  same  sense:  ‘Fmv  Heaven,  they  have 
given  me  ft  rouse  already,’  says  C’assio  in  Othelio.  act  lii.  scene  3,  ami  Mr.  Stecvc  ns  says, 
that  * a rouse  appears  to  be  a quantity  of  liquor  rather  too  large  and,  tu  proof  of  it,  ciki 
llaralet  and  the  following  passage  in  The  Christian  Turned  Turk,  IGI'J  : 

*  our  friends  may  tell 

* We  drank  a route  to  then.* 

Bid  neither  this  pnssnge  nor  that  in  the  text  warrants  Steevens’s  explanation  : — A rou-e  or 
iuo  Too  Mix’ll  implies  that  a route  is  uut  in  itself  too  much,  no  more  than  if  vvo  were  to  say 
a glass  or  two  too  much. 

* Nor.  You  took  strange  ont,  no  entertainment's  perfect 
Without  it , on  my  word , no  livery  (ike.  it  ; I 
The  passage  ‘ I’ll  tell  her  ht  looks  for  it  as  duly 

* As  for  his  fee ’ 

which  I have  recovered  from  the  folio  of  the  oldest  dare,  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  succeeding 
editions;  but  i must  confess  I don’t  understand  the  hitter  part  of  the  speech,  any  more 
than  I know  reason  why  the  editors  of  the  copies  of  1679  and  1711  thought  proper  to 
drop  it.  Sympson. 

The  passage  sceius  corrupt;  or,  at  least,  not  to  belong  to  this  plate. 
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Act  3.  Scene  4.] 

Col.  What  can  she  sav  now? 
hue.  Sure,  I desir'd -to  see  you; 

And  with  a longing  w*ish 

Col.  There's  all  her  virtue. 

J.uc.  Pursued  that  full  desire,  to  give  you 
thanks,  sir, 

The  only  sacrifice  I’ve  left,  and  service. 

For  all  the  virtuous  care  you've  kept  me  safe 
Col  She  holds  well  yet.  [with. 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  speaks  finely. — 
Come,  sit  down  here 

J.uc.  Oh,  sir,  *tis  most  unseemly. 

Mtr.  Hi  have  it  so;  sit  close  Now  tell  me 
Did  you  e'er  love  yet  ? [truly, 

hue . My  tears  w ill  answer  that,  sir  **. 

Mir.  And  did  you  then  love  tiuly  ? 
hue.  So  1 thought,  sir. 

Mir.  Can  vou  love  me  so? 

Col.  Now  f 

hue.  VVith  all  my  duty; 

I were  unworthy  of  riiose  favours  else. 

You  daily  shower  upon  me. 

Mir.  What  tliink'st  thou  of  nit*  ? 
hue.  1 think  you  are  a truly  worthy  gentle- 
man, 

A pattern,  and  n pride,  to  the  age  you  live  in, 
Sweet  as  the  conn  ftenrint  tons  all  men  givryou. 
Mtr.  A pretty  flalt’rin^  rogue ! — Dart  you 
kiss  that  sweet  man 
You  speak  so  sweetly  of?  Come. 

Col.  farewell,  virtue! 

Mir.  W Imt  bust  tiiou  got  between  thy  lips? 
(Kiss  ouee  more  ) 

Sure  thou  hast  a spell  there  I 

Lmc.  More  than  e'ei  I knew,  sir. 

Col.  Ail  hopes  go  now  ! 

Mir.  I must  tell  you 

A thing  in  your  cur ; and  you  must  hear  rae, 
/tnd  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  so  too; 
i will  not  be  worth  my  asking  else. 
hue.  it  must  be 

A very  hard  thing,  sir,  and  from  iny  power, 

I shall  deny  your  goodness. 

Mir  ' r is  a good  wench  ! — 

I must  lie  with  you,  lady. 

Luc.  * Pis  something  strange ; 

I*or  vet  in  a!!  my  life  i knew  no  bedfellow. 
Mir.  You'll  quickly  find  that  knowledge.  ! 
Imc.  To  what  end,  sir? 

Mir.  Art  thou  so  innocent  thou  cansl  not 
guess  at  it? 

Did  tiiy  dreams  ne’er  direct  thee? 

hue.  'Faith,  none  yet,  sir.  » 

Alir.  I’ll  ttll  thee  then:  i would  meet  thy 
youth,  and  pi  astre; 

Give  thee  my  youth  for  tlmt,  (by  Heav’n,  she 
fires  me ! ) 

And  teach  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton  I 
A thousand  new  < inhraces.  (ivies, 

Imc.  Is  that  all,  sir  ? 

Aud  say  I should  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 
Upon  my  conscience,  l could! 

Mir.  That’s  as  we  make  it. 


hue.  Grant  that  that  likes  you  best,  what 
would  you  do  then  ? [baby, 

Mir.  What  would  ( do?  Certainly  I’m  no 
Nor  brought  up  for  a nun.  Hark  in  tiimc  tar! 
Imc.  Fy,  fy,  sir  ! 

Mtr.  i would  get  a brave  boy  on  thee, 

A warlike  boy. 

Imc.  .Sure  we  shall  get  ill  Christians. 

Alir.  We’ll  mend  ’em  m the  breeding  then. 
Imc.  Sweet  master ! 

Col.  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near 
me  more!  [virgin 

hue.  My  best  and  noblest  sir,  if  a poor 
(For  yet,  by  Heaven,  I’m  so)  should  chance 
so  far 

(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  sweetness) 
To  forget  herself,  and  slip  into  your  bosom, 
( )r  to  your  bed,  out  of  a doting  ou  voof 
( l ake  i:  the  best  way)  have  you  that  cruel 

That  murd’ring  mind,  to [heart, 

Mir.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  sweet,  have  I, 

To  lie  with  her. 

hue.  And  do  you  think  it  well  done? 

Alir.  That’s  as  .she’ll  think  when  'tis  done. 
Come  to  bed,  wench  ! 

For  thouVt  so  pretty,  and  so  witty  a rnm- 
VVe  must  not  p*irt  to-night.  [pamon, 

Imc.  'Faith,  let  me  go, 

Sir,  and  think  belter  ou’t. 

Mir.  1’faith,  thou  shalt  not! 

I warrant  thee,  I'll  think  on't. 

hue.  I’ve  heard  eiu  say  here. 

You  are  a maul  too. 

Mir.  I am  sure  I am,  wench, 

If  that  will  please  thee. 

hue.  1 have  seen  a wonder ! [ness. 

And  would  you  lose  that,  lor  a little  wan  to n- 
(Cousider,  my  sweet  master,  like  a man,  now  ) 
For  a few  homed  kisses,  slight  embraces. 
That  glory  of  your  youth?  that  crown  of 
sweetness 

Can  you  deliver?  that  unvalued  treasure 
Would  you  forsake,  to  seek  your  own  dis- 
honour ? 

What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance? 
lo  a poor  stranger? 

CoL  Hold  there,  again  thou'rt  perfect! 
Luc . I know  you  do  but  try  mu. 

Mtr  Aud  1 know  [bed  ! 

I’ll  try  you  u great  deal  further.  ’Prithee,  to 
1 love  thee,  and  so  well— Loa.e,  kissuie  once 
more ! 

Is  a maidenhead  ill  bestow’d  o'  me? 

Imc.  W hat’s  this,  sir  ? 

f Taking  hold  of  hi*  eras*. 
Mir.  Why,  ’tis  the  Uid^e,  my  sweet,  of 
that  holy  order 

[ shortly  must  receive,  the  Cross  of  Malta. 
hue.  What  virtue  ha*  it? 

Alir.  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 
hue.  Who  gave  it  first? 

AUr.  He  that  gave  all,  to  save  us. 

Luc.  Why  llitu,  ’lis  holy  too? 


u My  years  will  answer  that,  sir.]  Corrected  from  Sympson’s  conjecture. 
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A fir.  True  sign  of  holiness; 

The  badge  of  all  his  soldiers  that  profess  him. 

J.uc.  The  badge  of  ull  bis  soldiers  that  pro- 
fess him  ? 

Can  it  save  in  dangers? 

Mir.  Yes. 

J.uc.  In  troubles,  comfort  ? 

Mir.  Yon  say  true,  sweet. 

Luc.  In  sickness,  restore  health  ? 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do. 

J.uc.  Preserve  from  evils  that  afllict  our 
frailties*? 

Mir.  I hope  she  will  be  Christian. — All 
these  truly. 

J.uc.  Why  arc  you  sick  then,  sick  to  death 
with  lust? 

In  danger  to  be  lost?  no  holy  thought  [ties, 
In  all  that  heart?  Nothing  but  wandiingiVail- 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ig- 
lnhahit  there.  [norancc, 

Mir.  Forgive  me,  Ilcav'n  ! she  says  true. 

Luc . Dare  you  profess  that  badge,  pro- 
plmne  that  goodness— — 

Col.  Thou  hast  redeem’^  thyself  again, 
most  rarely ! 

Luc.  That  holiness  and  truth  you  make  me 
wonder  at  ? 

Blast  all  the  bounty  Ilcav’n  gives?  that  re- 
membrance— 


) 

\ 

[Act  4.  Scene  1. 

Col.  Oh,  excellent  woman  ! 

Luc.  Fling  it  from  you  quickly, 

If  you  be  thus  resolv’d  ; I see  a virtue 
Appear  in’t  like  a sword,  both  edges  flamin?. 
That  will  consume  you,  nod  your  thoughts, 
to  ashes. 

Let  theiti  profess  it  that  arc  pure,  and  noble. 
Gentle,  aud  just  of  thought,  that  build  the 
Cross, 

Not  those  that  break  it!  By  licuven,  if  you 
touch  me,  Jywi. 

Ev’n  in  the  act,  I’ll  make  that  Cross,  and  cm  se 
Mir.  You  shad  not,  fair:  I did  dissemble 
with  you, 

And  but  to  try  your  faith  I fashion’d  all  this. 
Act  something  you  provok’d  me.  This  fair 
Cross, 

By  me  (if  he  but  please  to  help  first  gave  i») 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a heart  corrupted. 
Go  to  your  rest, my  modest,  honest  servant. 
My  fair  and  virtuous  maul,  aud  sleep  secure 
there; 

For  when  you  suffer,  I forget  this  sign  here. 
Col.  A man  of  men  too  ! Oh,  most  perfect 
gentleman ! [Christian, 

I.uc.  All  sweet  rest  to  you,  sir!  I’m  half  a 
The  other  half  I’ll  pray  for;  then  for  you,  sir. 
Mir.  This  is  the  foulest  play  I’ll  shew . 
Good  night,  sweet ! [Eaewa/. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

I 

Enter  Mount/errat  and  Jlocca. 
3fuuh(/lrPllE  sun’s  not  set  yet? 

-*•  liocca  No,  sir. 

Mount/.  ’Would  it  were, 

Never  to  rise  again  to  light  the  world  ! / 

And  yet,  to  what  vain  purpose  do  I wish  it, 
Since,  tho’  i were  cm  hon'd  with  thick  mists, 
Black  ns  Cymeriun  darkness,  or  my  crimes, 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which,  ns  an  anvil, 
Ten  thousand  hammers  strike,  and  every 
spark, 

They  force  from  it,  to  me’s  another  sun 
To  light  me  to  rny  shame  ? 

liocca.  Take  hope  and  comfort. 

Mount/.  They’re  aids  indeed,  but  yet  as 
far  from  me  x 

AsT  from  being  innocent.  This  cave,  fashion’d 
By  provident  Nature  in  this  solid  rock, 

To  be  a den  for  beasts,  alone  receives  me ; 
And  having  prov'd  an  enemy  to  mankind, 

All  human  helps  forsake  me. 

liocca.  I’ll  ne’er  leave  you ; [courage, 
And  wish  you  would  call  back  that  noble 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours, 

That  us’d  to  shrink  at  nothing. 

Mount/  Then  it  did  not;  [height 

But  ’tw as  when  I was  honest!  Then,  i’ th’ 
Qf  all  my  happiness,  of  all  my  glories. 


Of  all  delights  that  made  life  precious  to  me, 
I durst  die,  Eocca!  Death  itself  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  because  I knew 
The  fame  of  a good  knight  w ould  ever  live 
Fresh  on  my  memory:  But  since  I fell 
Frominy  integrity,  and  dismiss'd  those  guards, 
Those  strong  assurances  of  innocence; 

That  constancy  tied  from  me;  and,  what’s 


worse, 

Now  I mn  loathsome  to  myself,  and  life 
A burden  to  me;  rack’d  with  sad  remem- 
brance 


Of  wlmt  I have  done,  and  my  present  horrors 
UnsutTerable  to  me  ; tortur  <1  with  despair 
That  I shall  ne’er  find  mercy ; hell  about  roc. 
Behind  me,  and  before  me;  yet  I dare  not, 
Still  fearing  worse,  put  oft' my  wretched  beiug! 


Enter  Abdclla. 

liocca.  To  see  this  would  deter  a doubtful 
man  [ practice 

From  mischievous  intents,  much  more  the 
Of  whawis  wicked.  Here’s  the  Moor;  look 
Some  ease  may  come  from  her.  [up,  sir  ! 

Mount/.  New  trouble  rather. 

And  I expect  it. 

Abd.  Who  is  this?  Mountferrat? 

Rise  up,  for  shame  ! and,  like  a river  dried  up 
With 'a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  boun- 
teous sea. 
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Act,  4.  Scene  2.] 

Receive  those  tides  of  comfort  that  flow  to 
If  ever  I look'd  lovely;  if  desert  fjrou. 
Could  ever  challenge  welcome;  if  revenge, 
And  unexpected  wreak,  were  ever  pleasing, 
Or  could  endear  the  giver  of  such  blessings; 
All  these  I come  adorn’d  with,  and,  ns  due, 
Make  challenge  of  those  so-long- wish’d  em- 
braces, 

Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  denied  me. 
Mount/.  Why,  what  have  you  dour  for 
Abd.  Made  Gotnera  [me? 

As  truly  miserable,  as  you  thought  him  happy: 
Could  you  wish  more  ? 

Mount/  As  if  his  sickness  could 
Recover  me ! Tlie  injuries  1 receiv’d 
Were  Oriana’s. 

Abd.  She  has  paid  dear  for  ’em ; 

She’s  dead. 

Mount/.  Ilow ! [ther. 

Abd.  Dead;  my  hate  could  reach  no  fur- 
Taking  advantage  of  her  iu  a swoon, 

Under  pretence  to  give  a cordial  to  her, 

I poison'd  her.--  Wh  *t  stupid  dullness  is  this? 
What  you  should  entertain  with  sacrifice, 
Can  you  receive  so  coldly  ? 

Mount/.  Bloody  deeds 
Arc  grateful  offerings,  pleasing  to  the  devil; 
Art*.  thou,  in  thy  Mack  shape,  and  blacker 
actions, 

Being  neh  * perfect  character,  art  delighted 
To  do  wiiat  I,  tho*  infinitely  wicked, 

Tremble  to  hear.  Thou  hast,  iu  this,  ta’en 
from  me 

All  means  to  make  amends,  with  penitence, 
To  iier  wrong'd  virtues,  and  despoil’d  me  of 
Tho  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me, 
For  all  I have  already,  or  must  sutler. 

Abd.  I did  it  for  the  best. 

Mount/.  For  thy  worst  ends! 

And  lie  assur’d,  hut  that  I think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent  what  thy  despair  must 
force  thee 

To  do  unto  thyself,  and  so  to  add  to 
Thy  most  assur’d  damnation,  thou  wert  dead 
now. 

But,  get  thee  from  my  sight!  and  if  lust  of  me 
Did  ever  tire  thee  (love  1 cannot  call  it) 
Leap  down  frpm  those  steep  rocks,  or  take 
advantage 

Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thyself,  and  then  v 
I may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  in  the  mean  time,  I must 
Be  bold  to  do  so  much  for  you : Ha,  ha ! 
Mount/.  Why  grin’st  thou,  devil? 

Abd.  That  ’tis  in  my  power 
To  punish  thy  ingratitude.  1 made  trial 
But  how  you  stood  affected,  and  since  1 
Know  I’m  us’d  only  for  u propeity, 

1 can  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  lull : 

For  understand,  in  thy  contempt  of  me, 
Those  hopes  of  Oriatia,  which  I could 
Have  chang'd  to  certainties,  arc  lost  forever. 
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Mount/.  Why,  lives  she  ? 

Abd.  Yes;  but  never  to  Mountferrat, 
Altho'  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  ease 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  possession, 

As  to  remove  this  rush ; wbicii  yet  despair  of : 
For,  by  my  much-w rang’d  love,  flattery,  nor 
threats, 

Tears,  prayers,  nor  vows,  shall  ever  will  me 
So,  with  my  curse,  i leave  thee  ! [to  it : 

Mount/.  'Prithee,  stay ! 

Thou  kii'iw'st  1 dote  on  thee,  and  yet  thou  art 
So  peevish,  and  perverse,  su  apt  to  take 
Trifles  unkindly  from  me 

Abd.  To  persuade  me  [self, 

To  break  my  neck,  co  hang,  then  damn  uiy- 
With  you  are  trifles! 

Mount/  Twas  my  melancholy  [give? 

That  made  me  speak  I know  not  what:  l or- 
1 will  redeem  my  fault. 

Roeea.  Believe  him,  lady. 

Mount/  A thousand  times  I will  demand 
thy  pardon,  [kisses. 

And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  lips  with 

Abd.  There’s  something  cist,  that  would 
prevail  more  with  me. 

Mount/.  Thou  shalt  have  all  thy  wishes: 

* Do  but  bless  me 

With  means  to  satisfy  my  mad  desires 

For  once  in  Oriana,  and  for  ever 

I am  thine,  only  thine,  myJ.iest  Ahdelln! 

Abd.  Were  I assur'd  of  niis,  and  that  you 
Having  enjoy’d  her [would, 

Mount/.  Anything!  make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd.  Sw  ear  then,  that  perform’d, 

(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  here- 
To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her.  [after) 

Mount/.  That  our  safety 
Musi  of  necessity  urge  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know, 

It  was  not  poison,  hut  a sleeping  potion, 
Which  she  receiv’d  ;yet  of  sufficient  strength 
So  to  hind  up  her  senses,  that  no  sign 
Of  life  appear'd  in  her;  and  thus  thought 
In  her  best  habit**,  as  the  custom  is  [dead, 
(You  know)  in  Malta,  with  all  ceremonies 
She’s  buried  in  her  family’s  monument, 

I’ th’ temple  of  St.  John:  i’ll  bring  you  thither, 
Thus,  as  you  are  disguis'd.  Some  six  hours 
The  potion  will  leave  working.  [hence 

Rocca.  JL*t  us  haste  then. 

Mount/.  Be  my  good  angel;  guide  me ! 

Abd.  But  remember 
You  keep  your  oath. 

Mount/.  As  I desire  to  prosper 
In  what  I undertake  ! 

Abd.  I ask  no  more.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Miranda , Norandine,  and  Colonna. 

Col.  Here,  sir;  I’ve  got  the  key : 1 bor- 
row’d it 


*9  In  her  best  huBit,  &c.]  This  speech  bears  an  obvious  similitude  to  one  of  Friar  Laurence 
in  Shakespeare’s  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
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Of  him  that  keeps  the  church ; the  door  is 
open. 

Mir.  Look  to  the  hordes  then,  and  please 
the  fellow. 

After  a few  devotions,  I’ll  retire. 

He  not  far  off;  there  may  be  some  use  of  you. 
Give  me  the  light.  Come,  friend,  n few  good 
prayers 

Were  not  bestow’d  in  vain  now,  e’en  from 
y on,  sir:  [em, 

Men  that  are  bred  in  blood,  have  no  way  left 
No  bath,  no  purge,  no  time  to  wear  it  out 
Or  wash  it  off,  but  penitence  and  prayer. 

I am  to  take  the  order;  and  my  youth 
Loaden,  I must  confess,  with  many  follies. 
Circled  and  hound  about  with  sins  as  many 
As  in  the  house  of  memory  live  figures. 

Mv  heart  I’ll  open  now,  ray  faults  confess, 
And  rise  a new  man,  Htav’u,  I hope,  to  a new 
life.  [stunt; 

Nor.  J have  no  ercat  devotion,  nt  this  in- 
But,  for  a prayer  or  two,  I will  not  nut,  sir. 
Hold  up  your  finger  when  you've  pray'd 
Mir.  Go  you  to  that  end.  [enough. 

Nor.  I shall  never  pray 
Alone  sure,  I haw  been  so  us’d  to  answer 
The  clerk.  'Would  I had  a cushion ; for  I 
Shull  ne'er  make  a good  hermit, and  kneel  'till 
My  knees  are  horn  ; these  stones  arc  plaguy 
hard ! 

Where  shall  I begin  now  ? for  if  T do  not 
Observe  a method,  l shall  be  out  presently. 
On.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  What’s  that,  sir?  Did  you  hear? 

Mir.  !la  ? to  vour  prayers  ! 

Nor.  H'was  hereabouts!  It  has  put  me 
clean  awry 

Now;  I shall  ne'er  get  in  again!  Ha  ! by  land, 
And  water,  all  children  and  all  womeu; 

Ay,  there  it  was  I left. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh  ! 

Nor.  Ne’er  tell  me,  sir  ! 

Here’s  something  got  amongst  us. 

Mir.  I heard  a groan, 

A dismal  one. 

Ori.  < >h,  oh  ! 

Nor.  Here,  ’tis  here,  sir,  *tis  here,  sir ! 

A devil  in  the  wall ! 

Mir.  M is  some  illusion 
To  fright  us  from  devotion. 

On.  ( )h,  oh  ! 

Aor.  Why,  tis  here; 

The  spirit  of  a huntsman  choak’d  with  butter*®. 
Ilcrr’s  a new  tomb,  new  tricknients  too. 

Mir.  For  certain, 

This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a tablet 
With  rhimes  upon’t. 

Mir.  I prithee  rear!  ’em,  Norandinr. 

Nor.  An  epi— an  epi— tnph,  I think  'tis; 
ay,  ’tis  taph  ! 


OF  MALTA.  [Act  4.  Scene  t. 

An  epitaph  upon  the  most  excel— excel- 
lent— and — 

Mir.  Thou  carst  not  read.  [der. 

Nor.  I’ve  spoii’d  mine  eves  with  gunpow- 
Mir.  An  epitaph  upon  tbe  most  virtuous 
and  excellent  lady, 

The  honour  of  chastity,  Oiinna. 

Nor.  The  Grand-master's  sister?  how  a 
devil  came  she  here? 

When  shot  she  out  o' tit*  way?  The  stone's 
but  half  upon  her.  [mischief 

Mir.  It  is  a sudden  change! — Ccitam  the 
Mountferrat  offer'd  to  her  broke  her  heart- 
strings. 

Nor.  ’Would  he  were  here!  I'd  be  the 
clerk  myself. 

And,  by  this  little  light,  I'd  bury  him  alive 
Here's  no  lamenting  now.  [here. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh! 

Nor.  There  'tis. 

Mir.  Sure  from  [her. 

The  monument  1 the  very  stone  groans  for 
Oh,  dear  lady,  blessing  of  women,  virtue  of 
thy  sex ; 

How  art  thou  set  for  ever,  how  stol'n  from  us ! 
Babbling  and  prating  now  converse  with  wo- 
Nor.  i>ir,  it  lists;  it  looks  up!  [men. 

[SAc  rises  up. 

Mir.  Heav’n  bless  us ! [higher. 

N'tr.  it  is  hi  woman's  cloaths.  It  rises 
Mir.  It  looks  about,  and  wonders:  £ore 
she  lives,  sir! 

Tis  she,  ‘tis  Oriana,  'tis  that  lady. 

AW.  shall  J go  to  her? 

Ori.  Where  am  I? 

Mir.  .Stand  still. 

Ori.  .What  place  is  this? 
iVi/r.  She  is  as  jive  as  I am. 

On.  What  smell  of  earth, and  rotten  bones? 
what  dark  place  ? 

Lord,  whither  am  l curried? 

Nor.  How  she  stares, 

And  sets  her  eves  upon  him  ! 

Mir.  How  is’t,  dear  lady? 

D’  you  know  me?  how  she  shakes] 

Ori.  You  :ire  a mail. 

Mir.  A man  that  honours  you. 

Ori.  A cruel  man ; 

Ye  are  all  cruel  ! Arc  you  in  your  grave  too? 
For  theie’s  no  trusting  cruel  man,  above 
Nor.  Hv’r  lady,  that  goes  hard  ! [ground. 
Ahr.  To  do  you  service, 

And  to  restore  vou  to  the  joys  von  were  in — 

Ori.  1 was  in  joys  indeed,  and  hope 

Mir.  She  sinlcs  again! 

Again  she’s  gone,  she’s  gone,  gone  as  a sha- 
biie  sinks  for  ever,  friend  ! [dow  * 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now  ; 

She’s  certainly  departed  : T must  erv  too. 

Mir.  The  blessed  angels  guide  thee  ! Put 
the  stone  to. 


s”  The  spirit  of  a huntsman  chok'd  with  hotter.  ] As  I can  see  no  humour  in  a huntsman's 
being  c hook'd  n it  h butter,  1 make  no  doubt  of  its  being  a corruption  for  Dutchinunt  who  are 
Always  laughed  at  for  eating  such  quantities  of  oiled  butter.  iktemd. 
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Act  4.  Scene  2.] 

Beauty,  thou'rt  gone  to  dust,  goodness  to 
ashes ! 

AW.  'Pray  take  it  well;  we  must  all  Imve 
our  hours,  sir.  [glory 

Mir  Av,  thus  we  are ; and  all  our  painted 
A bubble  that  a hoy  blows  into  the  air, 

And  there  it  breaks. 

AW.  [ arn  glad  you  sav’d  her  honour  yet. 
Mir.  'Would  I had  sav'd  her  lil’e  now  too  ! 
Oh,  Heav'n, 

For  such  a blessing,  such  a tiinelv  blessing  ! 
Oh,  friend,  what  dear  content  'twould  be, 
what  story 

To  keep  my  name  from  worms! 

Ori.  Oil,  oh ! 

Nor.  She  lives  again  ! 

’Twits  but  a trance. 

Mir.  ’Pray  you  call  my  man  in  presently. 
Help  w itb the  stoue  first ! Oh,  she  stirs  again! 
Oh,  call  my  man  ! away  ! 

Nor.  I fly.  I flv,  sir!  ri£r/f. 

Mir.  Upon  my  knees,  oh,  Ilcav'n,  oh, 
iledv’n,  I thank  thee! 

Euler  Colonna  ami  Nora  nil ine. 

The  living  heat  steals  into  every  member. 
Come,  help  the  coffin  out  softly,  and  sud- 
YVhere  is  the  clerk  ? [denly  ! 

Col.  Drunk  above;  he  is  sure,  sir. 

Mir.  Sirrah,  you  must  l»c  secret. 

C«/.  As  your  soul,  sir. 

Mir.  Softly,  good  friend ! take  her  into 
your  anus*. 

AW.  Put  in  the  crust  again. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there.  When  I 
am  a-horse-back. 

My  man  and  I will  tenderly  conduct  her 
Unto  the  fort;  stay  you,  arid  ^arcli  what  issue. 
And  wlmt  enquiry’s  for  the  body. 

Nor.  \Vcll,s.r?  [me. 

Mir . And  when  you've  done,  come  buck  to 
Nor.  I will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh,  «*oft!y  ! 

AW.  She  grows  warmer  still,  sir'. 

Col.  What  shall  I dowirtrthe  key? 

Mir.  Thou  caust  not  stir  now  ; 

Leave  it  i*  th’door.  Go,  get  the  horses  ready. 

| Exeunt . 

Enter  Rocra , Mounf/errat , and  AbJcllu 
v'llh  a lUirk-tunthorn. 

Rocra,  The  door's  already  open,  the  key  in 
Mount/.  What  were  thee  past  hv  ? [it. 
Rorcu  Some  scout  of  soldiers,  I think. 
Mount/.  It  may  be  well  so,  fori  saw  their 
They  saw  not  us,  i hope.  [horses: 

Abd.  No,  no,  we  were  close; 

Beside,  tiny  were  far  off. 

Mminf/.  What  turn  of  night  is’t? 

Abd.  Much  about  twelve,  1 think. 

Korea  Let  me  go  in  first ; 

For,  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  dour  here, 
There  May  he  somebody  i tli*  church.  Give 
ir.e  the  laut horn. 

Abd.  You'll  love  uic  now,  I hope. 


Mount/.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  promise  is  engag’d  for. 

Atkt.  Why,  she’s  there. 

Ready  prepar’d ; and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Rucca.  Come  in ; all’s  sure  ; 

Not  a foot  stirring,  nor  a tongue. 

Mount/.  Heav’n  bless  me! 

I never  enter'd,  with  such  unholy  thoughts. 
This  place  before. 

Abd.  You  are  a fearful  fool! 

If  men  have  appetites  allowed  ’em,  [’em? 
And  warm  desires,  are  there  not  ends  too  for 
Mount/.  Whither  shall  we  carry  her? 
ltocca.  Why,  to  the  bark,  sir; 

I have  provided  one  already  waits  us: 

The  wind  stands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our 
passage. 

Abd.  And  there,  when  you've  enjoy'd  her, 
(for  you’ve  that  liberty) 

Let  nip  alone  to  send  her  to  feed  fishes ! 

I'll  no  more  sighs  for  her. 

Mount/.  Where  is  ti.e  monument? 
ThouVt  sure  she  will  awake  about  this  time? 
Abd.  Most  sure, 

If  she  he  not  knockto*  th*  head.  Givq  me 
the  hinthorii ! 

Here  ’tis. — How’s  this?  the  stone  off? 

Roccit.  Ay,  nod  nothing 
Within  the  monument, that's  worse;  no  body, 
I in  sure  of  that,  nor  sign  of  any  here, 
lint  an  empty  rotfiu. 

Moun/.  No  lady? 

1{aktu  No,  nor  lord,  sir; 

I in •»  pie  has  been  cut  up  before. 

Abd  Either  the  devil 

Must  do  these  trick* 

Mount /.  Or  thou,  damned  one,  worse! 
Thou  black  swolo  pitchy  cloud  of  all  my  af- 
flictions, fsufl'ei’d, 

Thou  night-bag,  gotten  w hen  the  bright  moon 
I’hou  hell  itself  confin’d  in  flesh,  what  trick 
now  ? 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly,  what  thv  mis- 
chief ' [whitlur 

Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and 
Thou  hast  remov  d her  body';  or,  by  tins 
holy  place, 

Ibis  sword  shall  cut  thee  into  thousand  pieces, 
A thousand  thousand, strew  tliee  o’er  the  tem- 
ple, 

A sacrifice  to  thy  black  sire,  the  devil ! 
Rorcu , Tell  him;  you  see  he’s  angry. 

Abd  Let  him  hurst ! 

Neither  his  sword  nor  anger  do  I shake  at; 
Nor  will  yield,  to  feed  his  poor  suspicion*. 
His  idle  jealousies,  and  mad-dogs’  heats, 

One  thought  against  myseif.  You've  done  a 
brave  deed, 

A manly,  and  a valiant  piece  of  service, 
When  you  have  kill'd  me  ! reckon’t  amongst 
your  battles ! [man, 

I m sorry  you  re  so  poor,  so  weak  a gentie- 
Able  to  stand  no  fortune:  I dispose  of  her? 
My  mischief  make  her  away  ? a hkcly  project, 


Digijized  by  Google 


THE  KNIGIIT  OF  MALTA. 


016 

I most  play  booty  'gainst  myself ! If  any  thing 
cross  ye, 

I am  the  devil,  and  the  devil's  heir; 

All  plasties,  nil  mischiefs 

Mount/.  Will  you  leave,  and  do  yet? 

Ahd.  1 have  done  too  much, 

Far,  far  too  muc  h,  for  such  a thankless  fellow  ! 
J f I be  devil,  you  created  me: 

I never  knew  those  arts,  nor  bloody  practices, 
(Plague  o’  vuur  cunning  heart,  that  mine  of 
mischief!) 

Before  your  flatteries  won  'em  into  me  — 
Here  diil  l leave  her,  leave  her  with  thatcer- 
About  this  hour  to  wake  again.  [tainty 
Mount  f.  Where  is  she? 

This  is  the  last  demand. 

Ahd.  Did  1 now  know  it, 

Ami  were  I sure  this  were  my  latest  minute, 
1 would  not  tell  thee : Strike,  and  then  I'll 
cuf«>e  thee. 

Rucco.  I see  a light.  Stand  close,  and 
leave  your  angers! 

We  all  miscarry  else. 

Enter  Gomern , and  Page  with  a torch. 
Aid.  I am  now  carelcssr. 

Mount/  Peace,  'prithee  peace,  sweet! 

p e ! all  friends! 

AM  Stand  close  tin  n. 

Gom.  Wait  tl»4re,  boy,  with  the  light,  'till 
I call  to  thee. 

In  darkness  was  my  soul  and  senses  clouded 
When  my  fair  jewel  fell,  the  night  of  jealousy 
In  all  her  blackness  drawn  about  my  judg- 
ment; 

No  light  was  let  into  me,  to  distinguish 
Betwixt  mv  sudden  auger  and  her  honour: 
A blind  sad  pilgrimage  shall  be  mv  penance; 
No  comfort  ol  the  day  will  I look  up  ai  ; 
Far  darker  than  my  jealous  ignorance, 

Each  place  of  my  abode  shall  be  ; my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  shall  set  off  more; 
Bright  arms,  and  all  that  carry  lustre,  life, 
Society,  ami  solace,  i forsake  ye  ! 

And  wt  rt  it  not  once  more  to  see  her  beauties, 
(For,  in  her  bed  of  death,  she  must  be  sweet 
still) 

And  on  her  cold  sad  lips  seal  my  repentance, 
Thou  child  of  lleav’u,  fair  Light,  1 could  not 
miss  tliee*'. 

Mount/.  J know  the  tongue:  'Would  I 
were  (nit  again ! 

I’ve  done  him  loo  much  w rong  to  look  upon 
him. 

Ahd.  There  is  do  shifting  now  ; boldness 
and  confidence 


[Act  4.  Scene  3. 

Must  carry’t  now  away : He’s  but  one  neither. 
Nuked  as  you  are,  of  a strength  far  under. 

Mount/.  But  If  has  a cause  above  ine! 

Ahd  That’s  as  you  handle  it. 

Rocca.  Peace ! he  may  go  again,  and  ne- 
ver see  us. 

Gom.  I feel  I weep  apace;  but  where's  the 
flood,  Jin  ? 

The  torrent  of  my  tears,  to  drown  my  fault 
I would  I could  now,  like  a loaden  cloud. 
Begotten  in  the  moist  .South,  drop  to  nothing! 
Give  iuc  the  torch,  boy. 

Rocca.  Now  he  must  discover  us. 

Ahd  lie  has  already. — Never  hide  your 

head;  [ther 

Behold  and  brave!  If  we  must  die,  togr.- 

Gom.  Who’s  tl^ere?  what  friend  to  sor- 
row?— The  tomb  wide  open? 
Thestopcoff  too?  the  body  gone,  by  Heaven  ! 
Look  to  the  door,  boy  ! keep  it  fast ! — Who 
arc  ye?  fferrat. 

What  sacrilegious  villains?— False  Mouut- 
The  wolf  to  honour  ! has  thy  hellish  hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  boJy  out  o’  tlf  tomb 
too  ? 

lias  thy  foul  mind  so  far  wrought  on  tlicc  ?— 
Ha! 

Are  you  there  too  ? Nay,  then  I spy  a villainy 
i never  d ream'd  of  yet.  Thou  sinful  usher. 
Bred  from  that  rottenness,  thou  bawd  to 
mischief, 

D'  you  blush  thro’  all  your  blackness?  won’t 
that  hide  it  ? 

Ahd.  I cannot  speak. 

Gom.  You’re  well  met,  with  your  dam,  sir. 
.Art  thou  a knight?  did  ever  on  that  sword 
The’  Christian  cause  sit  uohly  ? could  that 
hand  £i*i?»t. 

Guided  by  lame  and  fortune?  that  heart  in- 
flame thee. 

With  viiuious  tires  of  valour?  To  fall  off. 
Fall  off  so  suddenly,,  ami  with  such  foulness, 
•As  the  false  angels  did,  from  all  their  glory! 
Thou  art  i.o  knight!  Honour  thou  never 
hcard’st  of, 

Nor  brave  desires  could  ever  build  in  that 
breast!  [tods 

Treason,  and  tainted  thoughts,  are  all  t e 
Thou  worship's!,  all  the  strength  thou  1.  sT, 
mid  fortune!  [twain. 

Thou  didst  things  out  of  fear,  and  falsi  heart. 
Out  of  close  traps  and  trcach'ries;  thev  i.u\e 
rais’d  thee 

Mount/  Thou  rav'st,  old  man. 

Gom.  Before  thou  get’st  off  from  me. 
Iladst  thou  the  glory  of  thy  first  fights  on  thee. 


J*  Thou  child  of  llcuvn,  /air  light,  I could  not  miss  ther.]  Seward  proposes  to  read,  ‘ I 
1 would  not  u\c  (lice;'  and  Sympson  *ay*>,  * \\  hat  Gumcru  intends  to  say  is  onlv  this  ; that 
* unless  it  was  to  see  the  beauty  of  his  f supposed)  dead  wife,  6tc.  lie  never  should  detire  o r 
4 want  light  nunc.  Now  this  by  an  easy  change  may  he  made  out  thus: 

« fair  light,  1 should  not  miss  thee.* 

But  neither  Sympson  nor  Seward  st  ems  to  have  obseived,  that  the  w hole  speech  turns  on 
Gouicra’s  abandoning  light  for  darkness,  which  is  the  only  key  to  explain  the  last  line;  but, 
adverting  to  that,  it  becomes  intelligible.  Syuipson  explains  the  passage  quite  wrung. 
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Act  4s  Scene  4i] 

(Which  thou  hast  basely  lost)  thy  noblest 
fortunes,  [thee. 

And  in  their  greatest  lustres,  I would  make 
Before  we  part,  confess  (nay,  knee  l,  and  do  it, 
Nay, crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercy, crying) 
Thou  art  the  rtcreant’st  rogue  tune  ever 
nourish’d; 

Thou  art  a dog,  I’ll  make  thee  swear,  a dog  1% 
A mangy  cur  dog!  D’  you  creep  behind  the 
altar  ? 

I^ook,  how  it  sweats  to  shelter  such  a rascal ! 
.First,  with  thy  venomous  tooth  infect  her 
chnste  life. 

And  then  not  dare  to  do?  next,  roh  her  rest, 

Steal  her  dead  body  out  o’  th’  grave 

Mount f.  1 have  not. 

Gom.  ’Prithee,  come  out ; (this  is  no  place 
« to  quarrel  mi) 

Valiant  Mountferrat,  come! 

Mounif.  I will  not  stir. 

Gum.  Thou  hast  thy  sword  about  thee, 
Th-it  good  sword  that  ne’er  tail’d  thee : ’Pri- 
thee come  ! [boy! 

We  ll  have  but  five  strokes  for  it.  On,  on. 
Here  Is  one  would  fuin  be  acquainted  with 
thee, 

Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  that  calf’s  head 
of  yours,  sir: 

Come,  ’pritheelet'sdispatch ! the  moon  shines 
finely : [else ; 

^Prithee,  be  kill’d  by  me  ! thou  wilt  be  bang’d 
But,  it  may  be,  tlimHongcst  to  be  bang’d. 

Rncca.  Uut  with  him,  sir! 

You  shall  have  my  sword  too;  when  lie’s 
dispatch’d  once. 

We  have  thr;  world  .before  us. 

Gum.  Wilt  thou  walk,  fellow  ? 

I never  knew  a rogue  Imug  arse-ward  so, 

And  such  a desperate  knave  too. 

Ahd.  'Pray  go  with  iiun! 

Something  I’ll  promise  too 

Mount/.  You  would  be  kill’d  then  ? 

No  remedy,  1 sec. 

1 Gom.  If  thou  dar’st  do  it? 

Mount/.  Yes, now  I dure.  Lead  out;  I’ll 
follow  presently ; 

Under  the  mount  ill  meet  you. 

Cum.  Co  before  me  ; 

I’ll  have  you  in  a string  too. 

Mount/.  As  I’m  a gentleman, 

And  by  this  holy  place,  I will  not  fail  rhee. 
Fear  not,  thou  shalt  be  kill’d,  take  my  word 
1 will  not  fail.  [for  it; 

Gom.  If  thou  scap’st,  thou  hast  cats' luck. 
The  mount? 

Mount/.  The  same.  Make  haste,  I’m 
there  before  else. 


G\1 

Gom.  Go,  get  ye  home.  Now  if  lie  scape, 
I’m  coward. 

Mount.  Well,  now  I am  resolv’d ; and  he 
shall  find  it.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Mirandat  Lucindayand  Colonua. 
Mir.  How  is  it  with  the  lady  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  os  well 

As  it  can  he  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
\Y  bat  is  the  enrse  the  divine  justice  laid 
On  the  first  sinful  woman. 

Mir.  Is  she  in  travail ? [mind 

%uc.  Yes,  sir;  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her 
Afflict  her  more  than  what  her  body  suffers ; 
For,  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  she  cries 
out, 

* NVhy  am  I here  ? where  is  my  lord  Gornera? 
Then  sometimes  names  Miranda,  and  then 
sighs, 

As  if  to  speak,  what  questionless  she  loves 
If  heard,  might  do  her  injury.  [well. 

Col.  Heaven’s  sweet  inercy 
Look  gently  on  her  ! 

Mir.  ’Prithee  tell  her,  my  prayer*  [vide 
Are  present  with  her  ; and.  good  wench,  pro- 
That  she  want  nothing ! What’6  thy  nntne  ? 
Luc.  Lucinda.  [in  it! 

Mir.  Lucinda  ? there’s  a prosperous  omen 
Be  n Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  word 
That  she  is  safe  deliver'd  of  her  burden. 

And  thy  reward’s  thy  liberty.  Come,  Colonna, 
We  will  go  see  bow  th*  engineer  has  mounted 
Thecnnnon  the  Great-master  sent.  Be  careful 
To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  discipline 
That  is  us’d  here  ! I am  to  leave  the  world  ; 
And  fur  your  service,  which  I have  found 
faithful, 

The  charge  that’s  mine,  if  1 have  any  power, 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.  I still  find 
A noble  master  in  you. 

A Lr.  Tis  but  justice; 

Thou  dost  deserve  it  in  thy  care  and  duty. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gornera , Mount/errat , Rocca,  and 
Abdctla. 

Com.  Here's  even  ground ; I’ll  stir  no  foot 
beyond  it 

Before  I have  thy  head. 

Mount/.  Draw,  Kocca! 

Gum.  Coward,  [rage 

Hath  inward  guilt  robb’d  thee  as  well  of  cou- 


37  Thou  art  a dog,  I'll  make  thee  tuear,  a dog.]  The  first  folio  copy  has  an  addition  to 
this  verse,  which  is  wrote  there  thus: 

4 I’ll  make  thee  swear  n dog  stat'd* 

But  what  business  stood  has  here  1 cannot  discover;  a stav'd  dog  in  the  bear-garden  lan- 
guage, I believe,  is  no  more  than  a dog  taken  off  the  bear,  by  wrenching  his  mouth  open  to 
make  him  leave  his  hold-  Possibly  the  Poets  might  have  wrote  it  thus:  4 a dog  s Curv'd/  and 
then  4 a mangy  cur  dog’  may  follow  agreeably  enough.  Sampson. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Lucinda. 

Ori.  TTOW  (Joes  my  bov  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  wondrous  lustv,  madam  ; 
A little  knight  already:  You  shall  live 
To  see  him  toss  a l urk. 

Ori ■ Gentle  Lucinda,  [vice; 

Much  must  I thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  ser- 

Enter  Miranda , Xorandine,  and  Colonna. 
And  may  1 grow  but  strong  to  see  Valet ta 
Mv  husband,  and  my  brother,  thou  shall  Hud 
I will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

Mir.  Look,  captain,  we  must  ride  away 
this  morning : 

The  Anbcrgc  sits  to-dny.  and  the  Oreat-mnS- 
Writes  plainly,  I must  or  deliver  in  [ter 
(The  year  expir’d;  my  probation-weed, 
Ortake  the  cloak.  You  likewise,  Norandinc, 
For  your  lull  son  ice,  and  your  la  »t  assistance 
In  falf.e  Mountferrat’s  apprehension, 

Are  here  commanded  to  associate  me, 

My  twin  in  this  high  honour. 

Aar.  I will  none  on’t ! 

Do  they  thiuk  to  bind  me  to  live  chaste,  sober, 
And  temperately,  all  days  of  mv  life?  [so! 
They  may  as  soon  tic  an  Knglishmaii  t*> live 
I shall  be  a sweet  Dane,  a sweet  captain, 
Go  up  and  down  drinking  small-beer,  and 
swearing,  [still ; 

'Odt  neugvet ! No;  I’ll  live  a squire  at  arms 
And  do  thou  so  too,  an  thou  be1  st  wise. 

I’ve  found  the  mystery  now,  why  the  gentle- 
men 

Wear  but  three  bars  of  the  cross,  and  the 
The  whole  one.  [knights 

Mir.  Why,  captain? 

2 Slur.  Marry,  sir. 

To  put  us  in  remembrance,  we  are  but 
Three  quarters  cross’d  iu  our  licence  and 
pleasures; 

But  the  poor  knights  cross’d  altogether. 

The  brothers  at  arms  may  yet  meet  with 
their  sisters  at  arms,  [knights 

Nowand  then,  in  brotherly  lov e ; but  the  poor 
Cannot  get  a ludy  for  love  nor  money  : 
rTia  not  so  in  other  countries,  I wis.  'Pray 
haste  you ! 

For  I’ll  along,  and  see  what  will  come  on’t. 

[Exit. 

Mir.  Colonna,  provide  strnigh.t  all  neces- 
saries 

For  tins  remove,  the  litter  for  the  lady, 


And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  company  ! 

You  shall  attend  on  ine. 

Cat.  With  all  my  duties.  [Exit, 

Mir.  How  fare  you,  gracious  mistress?  , 
Ori.  Oh,  Miranda, 

You  pleas’d  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  title 
When  1 was  free,  and  could  dispose  myself; 
But  now,  no  smile,  no  word,  no  look,  no 
Can  I impart  to  any,  but  as  theft  [touch. 
From  my  Gomera;  and  who  dares  accept 
Is  an  usurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us. — I have  touch’d  thee, 

[Exit  Luc. 

Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thou’rt  beautiful  !— 
Hold  but  this  test,  so  rich  au  ore  was  never 
Tried  by  the  hand  of  man,  on  the  vast  earth.— 
Sir,  brightest  Oriana ! Is  it  sin 
Still  to  profess  I love  you,  still  to  vow 
I shall  no  ever?  Ileav’n  my  witness  be, 

’Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue, 
no  part 

That  superficially  doth  snare  young  men, 
Which  bas  caught  me!  Read  over  in  your 
thought* 

The  story  that  this  man  hath  made  of  you, 

And  tlimk  upon  his  merit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 
Can  comprehend  it! 

Mir.  And  can  you  be 
So  cruel,  thankless,  to  destroy  his  youth 
That  sav’d  vour  honour,  gave  you  double  life, 
Your  own,  and  your  fair  infant’s?  that  when 
Fortune 

(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  auother, 

Was  even  Heaven's  messenger,  by  Providence  , 
Call’d  to  the  temple,  to  receive  you  there 
Into  these  arms,  to  give  ease  to  your  throws, 

As  if ’t  had  thunder'd ; take  thy  due,  M irandn, 
For  she  was  thine  ! Gomera’s  jealousy 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart ; to  him  be  dead, 
And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  second  life ! 

Let  me  but  now  enjuy  thee  ! Oh,  regard 
The  torturing  fires  of  my  aft*  ctioni ! 

Ori.  Oh,  master  them, Miranda, as  I mine! 
Who  follows  !iis  desires,  such  tyrants  serves 
As  will  oppress  him  insupportably. 

My  flames,  Mirnnda,  rise  as  high  as  thine. 

For  I did  love  thee  ’fore  my  marriage  ; 

Yet  would  I now  consent,  or  could  1 think 
Thou  wertin  earnest,  (which,  by  all  the  soul* 
That  have  for  chastity  been  sanctified, 

I cannot)  in  a moment  1 do  know  [blood. 

1 liou’dst  call  fair  Temperance  up  to  rule  thy 


J5  — to  tee  Ynletta, 

Mji  husband,  and  toy  brother.]  Sympson  transposes  the  words  thus: 

*  to  see  Valet  la, 

* My  brother , and  my  husband ;* 

again  misunderstanding  (wc  suppose,  for  he  does  it  tac-!y)  Valetta  to  mean  the  Grand- 
muster,  not  the  city. 
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Thy  eye  was  ever  chaste,  thy  countenance 
too,  honest. 

And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  maidens'  talk. 
Who  yieldeth  unto  pleasures,  and  to  lust, 

Is  a poor  captive,  that  in  golden  fetters, 

A nd  precious,  as  he  thinks,  hut  holding  gyves, 
frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  such  Another  woman, 

And  toke  her  for  his  labour,  any  man ! 

Ori.  I was  not  worthy  of  tlu*e,  nt  ray  best, 
flleav’n  knew  I was  not ; I had  had  thee  else) 
Much  less  now,  gentle  sir.  Miranda’s  deeds 
Have  been  as  white  ns  Oriana’s  fame, 
from  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time, 
And  shall  we  now  begin  to  stain  both  thus? 
Think  on  the  legend  which  we  two  shall 
breed, 

Continuing  as  we  arc,  for  chastest  dames 
And  boldest  soldiers  to  peruse  ami  read, 

Ay,  and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  act 
To  cause  the  modest  cast  the  book  away, 
And  the  most  honour'd  captain  fold  it  up. 
Mir.  Fairest,  let  go  my  hand ! my  pulse 
beats  thick,  [vein  ! — 

And  iny  mov'd  blood  rides  high  in  every 
Lord  of  thyself  now,  soldier,  and  ever ! 

I would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  hark, 

This  hark  of  flesh,  no  better  iteers-man  lmd 
Than  has  Moyntfcrrat’s. — May  you  kiss  me, 
lady  ? 

Ori.  No;  though't  be  no  essential  injur)', 
It  is  a circumstance  due  to  my  lord, 

To  none  else ; and,  m.v  dearest  friend,  if  hands 
flaying  together  kindle  heat  in  you, 

"\Vhat  may  ttie  game  at  lips  provoke  unto  ? 
Mir.  Oh,  what  a tongue  is  here  ! Whilst 
she  doth  teach 

My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlaw  ful  love, 
She  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her; 
My  fires  she  quencheth  with  her  arguments, 
But  as  She  breathes  'em  plicy  blow  fresher 
fires. — [wife! 

Sit  further ! now  my  flame  cools.  Husband  ! 
There  is  some  Indy  niyst’ry  in  those  names 
That  sure  the  unmarried  cannot  understand. 
Ori.  Now  thou  art  straight,  and  dost  en- 
amour me 

So  far  beyond  a carnal  earthly  love, 

My  very  soul  dotes  on  thee,  and  my  spirits 
Do  embrace  thing;  my  mind  doth  thy  mind 
kiss ; - 

And  in  this  pure  conjunction  wp  enjoy 
A heuvcnlitT  pleasure  than  if  bodies  met : 
This,  this  is  perfect  love ! ific  other  short. 
Yet  languishing  fruition.  Ev  ry  swain 
And  sweating  groom  may  clasp,  but  ours  re- 
Two  in  It  n ages  cannot  reach  unto.  [fin’d 
Nor  is  our  spiritual  love  a barren  joy  ; 


[Act  5.  Scene  t. 

For  mark  what  blessed  issue  well  beget, 
(Dearer  than  children  to  posterity) 

A great  example  to  men's  continence, 

And  women’s  chastity  ; that  is  a child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir  ! 
Mir.  If  all  wives  were  but  such,  Lust  would 
not  find 

One  corner  to  inhabit;  sin  would  be 
So  strange,  remission  superfluous. — 

But  one  petition,  I have  done. 

Ori.  What,  sweet?  [death 

Mir.  To  call  me  lord,  if  the  hard  hand  of 
Sc  i/e  on  Goniera  first. 

Ori.  Oh,  much  too  worthy, 

How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  price, 
To  give  your  unbought  self  for  a poor  woman, 
That  has  been  once  sold,  us’d,  and  tost  her 
show ! 

I am  a garment  worn,  a vessel  crack’d, 

A zone  untied,  a lily. trod  upon, 

A fragrant  flower  cropt  by  another’s  hand. 
My  colour  sullied,  and  my  odour  chang’d. 

If  when  I was  new-blossom’d,  I did  fear 
M vself  unworthy  of  Miranda’s  spring. 

Thus  over-blown,  and  seeded,  I am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  chimney  than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Rise,  miracle!  save  Malta  with  thy 
virtue ! [spoke ! 

If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  she 
Yet  I will  try  her  to  the  very  block. — 
Hard-hearted  and  uncivil  Oriana, 

Ingrateful  payer  of  rov  industries. 

That  w ith  a soft  painted  hypocrisy 
Cozen’st,  and  icer’si  my  perturbation. 
Expect  a weighty  and  a fell  revenge*5! 

My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  thinlc  thee  false; 
Beside,  thy  husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occasion)  in  my  fort,  and  power — 

Enter  Norandine , Cofonna , and  Lucinda 
with  a Child. 

I'll  hear  no  more  words ! — Captain, let’s  away! 
With  all  care  see  to  her ; ana  you,  Luciuda, 
Attend  her  diligently : She’s  a wonder  ! 

Nor.  Have  you  found  she  was  well  deli- 
vered ? 

What,  had  she  n good  midwife?  is  all  well? 
Mir.  You’re  merry,  Norandine. 

Luc.  Why  weep  you,  lady  ? 

Ori.  Take  the  poor  babe  along. 

Col.  Madam,  'tis  here. 

Ori.  Dissembling  death,  why  didst  thou 
let  me  live 

To  see  this  change,  my  greatest  cause  to 
grieve  ? [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

[Synn^t,  i.  e.  Flourish  of  trumpets*. 


as  Expect  a witty  and  u fell  revenge."]  The  coupling  of  these  two  epithets,  perhaps,  never 
was  from  the  Poet’s  pen.  1 am  inclined  to  think  that  we  have  the  same  corruption  here,  as 
in  The  W ild-Guose  Chace;  anil  that  in  both  places  we  should  read  uot  witty  but  weighty. 

Syinpson. 

5®  Scene  II.  Enter  Astorius , Castriot , Valletta , Gomera,  Synnet,  Knights , two  bishops, 
JMountJerrat  guarded  by  Corpore.i  and  Soldiers,  Abdclla , a Gentleman  with  u clock,  sword,  and 
(purs;  Gomera.]  This  stage-direction  corrected  by  Sympsou. 
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Act  5,  Scene  2.] 


Enter  Astorius,  Castriot , Valetta , Gomera, 
Knights,  two  Bishops.Mountfcrrat guarded 
by  Corporal  and  Soldiers , Abdel  la,  a Gen- 
tleman v ith  a cloak , sword,  and  spurs. 

Val.  A render  husband  hast  thou  shew’d 
thyself, 

Mv  dearest  brother,  and  thy  memory, 

After  thy  life*?,  in  brazen  characters 
Shall  monumentally  be  register'd 
To  ages  consequent,  till  Time's  running  hand 
Beats  bark  the  world  to  undistinguish'd 
chaos  3®, 

And  on  the  top  of  tfiat  thy  name  shall  stand 
Fresh,  and  without  deenv.  " 

Gom.  Oh,  honour'd  Sir! 

If  hope  of  this,  or  any  bliss  to  come, 

Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  soul, 
Or  expiate  the  trespass  ’gainst  my  wile, 

That  in  one  hour’s  suspicion  1 begat, 

I might  lx-  won  to  l*e  a man  again,  - • 

And  fare  like  other  husbands,  sleep  and  eut, 
Laugh,  mid  forget  my  pleading  penitence; 
But  'till  old  Nature  cun  make  such  a wife 
Again,  I vow  ne’er  to  resume  the  order 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  necessary ; 

All  breath  iU  spend  in  sighs,  all  sound  in 
groans, 

And  know  no  company  but  my  wasting  moans. 

Asto.  This  will  he  wilful  murder  oil  yourself. 
Nor  like  a Christian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  the  inscrutable  will  of  Ueav’n  admits 
Gom.  W nat  would  you  have  my  weakness 
do,  that 

Suffer’d  itself  thus  to  he  practis'd  on 

By  a damn’d  hell-hound,  and  his  agent  dam, 

Tne  impious  midwife  to  abortive  births, 

And  cruel  instrument  to  iii8_dccre.es? 

By  forgery  they  first  assail'd  her  life, 
llcav’n  playing  with  us  yet  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  dearest  friend,  the  servant  to  her  virtue. 
To  combat  me.  against  his  mistress’  truth. 
That  yet  effectless,  this  enchanting  witch 
Bred  baneful  jealousy  against  my  lady,  [her 
My  most  immaculate  lady,  which  seiz’d  on 
Almost  to  death.  Oh,  yet,  not  yet  content, 
She  in  my  hand  put  (to  restore  her  life, 


As  I imagin’d)  what  did  execute  [child 
Their  dev’lish  malice.  Further,  great  with 
Was  this  poor  innocent : That  too  was  lost ; 
They  doubled  death  upon  her!  Not  staying 
there, 

They  have  done  violence  unto  her  tomb, 

Not  granting  rest  unto  her  in  tbe  grave. 

I wish  Miranda  had  enjoy'd  mv  prize; 

For  sure  I'm  punish'd  for  usurping  her. 

Oh,  what  a tiger  is  resisted  lust! 

IIow  it  doth  forage  nil! 

Mount/.  Part  of  this  tale  [her. 

I grant  you  true;  but  'twas  not  poison  given 
A ltd.  i would  it  hud  ! we  had  been  far 
enough. 

If  we  had  been  so  wise;  and  bad  not  now 
Stood  curt’sing  for  your  mercies  here. 
Mituntf.  Beside, 

What  is  Wome  o’  tb*  body  we  know  not. 

Val.  Peace,  impotents  f 
And,  dear  Gom*vat  practise  patience. 

As  I myself  must:  By  some  means  at  last 
Wc  shall  dissolve  this  riddle. 

^ Gom.  Wherefore  comes. 

This  villain  in  this  festival  array, 

As  if  he  triumph'd  for  his  treachery  ? 

Cast.  That  is  by  our  appointment : Give 
us  leave ; 

You  shall  know  why  anon. 


Enter  Miranda,  Xorandin and  Colo  ana. 


Val.  One  of  the  Esguard  n. 

Esg.  The  gentlemen  are  couve,  $ 

Val.  Truce  then  awhile,  [resolv'd? 

With  our  sad  thoughts ! — What,  are  ye  both 
Nor.  Not  I,  my  lord:  Your  down-right 
captain  still 

I'll  live,  and  serve  you.  Not  that  altogether 
I want  compunction  of  conscience; 

[ have  enough  to  save  me,  and  that’s  all : 

Bar  me  from  drink,  and  drabs?  ev'n  h;tn«j 
me  too ! [first! 

You  must  ev'n  make  your  captains  capons 
I have  too  much  flesh  for  this  spiritual  knight- 
hood, 

And  therefore  do  desire  forbearance,  sir, 


37  After  my  life.']  Amended  by  Sympson. 

3* till  Time's  running  hand 

Beats  back  the  world  to  undistinguis'd  chaos.]  Running  is,  I allow,  a proper  epithet  U> 
Time,  but  Time’s  running  hand  heating  the  world  to  chaos,  does  not  seem  to  me  a very  clear 
and  consistent  metaphor;  and  as  ruining  is  so  very  near  the  trace  of  the  letters,  and  appears 
to  have  much  more  propriety  and  energy  than  the  former,  1 think  it  bids  fair  tor  having  been 
the  orignal.  Seward. 

39  Val.  One  of  th*  Esguard. 

Esg.  The  gentlemen  urt  come.]  Mr.  Seward  saw  with  me,  that  to  put  ‘ One  of  the  Esguard 
into  Valetta’s  mouth,  was  false  and  ridiculous.  The  stage  direction  was  undoubtedly  givtfn 
by  our  Authors  thus : 

Enter  otie  of  the  Esguard. 

Esg.  1 The  gentlemen  are  come. 

Val.  * Truce  then  awhile 

‘ With  your  sad  thoughts.* 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine.  and  Colonna . 

* What,  are  you  both  resolv'd?' &c.  Sympson. 
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Till  T am  older,  or  more  mortified; 
lam  too  sound  yet. 

Vttl.  VV lint  say  you,  Miranda? 

A Hr.  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,  duty 
to  you, 

I come  to  undergo  it. 

Vul.  Proceed  to  th*  ceremony. 

(Join.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright 
honour'd  title, 

Admir'd  Miranda,  pardon  that*®  in  thought 
I ever  did  transgress  agunst  your  virtue; 
And  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new 
bride, 

Than  poor  Gomera  e'er  enjoy’d  with  his! 
(But  ’twas  mine  own  crime,  and  l suffer  for’t.) 
Long  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 
Whilst  i obscurely  in  some  corner  vanish! 

A Hr.  I lit  vc  stronger  thoughts,  and  better. 
—First,  1 crave. 

According  to  the  order  of  the  court, 

] may  dispose  my  captives,  and  the  fort, 
That  with  a clean  nod  purified  heart 
The  fitlicr  I may  indue  my  robe. 

Alt.  Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriuna  vriTJ,  Toadies,  Lucinda  with  a 
Child. 

Mir.  Bring  the  captives ! — To  your  charge 
And  staid  tuition,  my  most  nohlc  friend, 

I then  commend  this  Indy.  Start  not  off! 

A fairer  and  a chaster  never  liv’d. 

(By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  guardian  ; 
For  telling  her  I was  to  leave  rov  fort, 

And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares, 

Her  own  request  was,  to  Goinera's  hands 
She  might  be  giv’n  iu  custody,  for  sh'  had 
heard 

He  was  a gentleman,  w ise,  and  temperate, 
Full  of  humanity  to  women-kiud, 

And,  'cause  lie  had  heen  married,  knew  the 
better 

IIow  to  entreat  a lady. 

Vttl.  What  countrywoman  is  she? 

Mir.  Born  a Greek. 

Pul.  Gomtra, ’tw  ill  be  bnibnrous  to  deny 
A ladv,  that  unto  your  refuse  Hies, 

Ami  seeks  to  shrowd  her  under  Virtue's  wing. 

Com.  Excuse  me,  noble  sir!  Oh,  think  me 
So  dull  a devil*®,  to  forget  the  loss  [not 
Of  such  a matchless  wife  as  I possess'd. 

And  ever  to  endure  the  sight  of  woman  ! 
Were  she  the  abstract  of  her  sex  for  form, 
The  only  warehouse  of  perfection, 

Were  there  no  rose  nor  lily  hut  her  cheek, 
No  musick  but  her  tongue,  virtue  but  hers, 
She  must  not  rest  near  me.  My  vow  is  graven 
Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath'd ; 

And  when  I break  it 

Asia.  This  is  rudeness,  Spaniard ; 


[Act  5.  Scene  2. 

Unseasonably  you  play  the  Timonist41, 

Put  on  a disposition  is  not  yours, 

Which  neither  tits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir [persuade. 

Cost.  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would 
Gom.  Beseech  you,  sir,  no  more ! 1 am 
resolv'd 

To  forsake  Malta,  tread  a pilgrimage 
To  fair  Jerusalem,  for  my  lady's  soul, 

And  w ill  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  must  bear 
This  child  along  wi’ve  then. 

Gom.  What  child? 

All.  How’s  this?  [ous  ! 

Mir.  Nay  then,  Gomera,  thou’rt  injun- 
This  child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  ladv 
Thou  hast  as  often  known  as  thine  own  wife; 
And  this  I’il  make  good  on  thee,  with  my 
sword. 

Gom.  Thou  durst  as  well  blaspheme  ! — If 
such  a scandal— 

(I  crave  the  rights  due  to  a gentleman) 
Woman,  unveil  ! 

Ori.  Will  you  refuse  me  yet?  [ Unveiling. 
Gom.  My  wife ! 

Vul.  My  sister ! 

Gom.  Somebody  thank  Ifeav'n  ! 

I cannot  speak. 

AU.  Ail  praise  be  ever  giv'n  ! 

M»un{ [f.  This  saves  our  lives.  Yet  'would 
she  had  been  dead ! 

The  very  sight  of  her  afflicts  me  more 
Than  fear  of  punishment,  or  my  disgrace. 
Vat.  I low  came  you  to  the  temple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 

My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 
For  scaping  a temptation  near  perform'd 
With  this  fair  virgin — I restore  a wife 
F.nrth  cannot  parallel;  and,  busy  Nature, 

If  thou  wilt  still  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work  'em  by  this  sampler ! —Take  heed. 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  sir.  [sir, 

Gom.  When  I do, 

Death  take  me  suddenly  \ 

Mir.  To  oncreasc  your  happiness. 

To  your  best  wife  take  this  addition. 

Gom.  Ala<k,  mv  poor  knave  ! 

[To  the  Child. 

Vaf.  The  confession 

The  Moor  made,  it  seems,  was  truth,  [ever 
AW.  Marry  was  it,  sir ; the  only  truth  that 
Issued  out  of  hell,  which  her  black  jaw  s re- 
semble. [givi.»g 

A plngue  o'  your  bacon-facc ! you  must  be 
Drinks,  with  a vengeance ! Ah,  thou  branded 
bitch ! 

Do  you  stare,  goggles  ? I hope  to  make 
Winter-boots  o'  thy  hide  yet;  she  fears  not 
damning ! 


*°  Pardon  what  in  thought.]  So  the  former  editions. 

40  So  dull  a devil  J Seward  proposes  reading,  so  FULL  a devil ; 4 i.  e / (says  he)  4 Think  me 
*.  not  so  altogether  a devil  as  to  forget  the  worth  of  her  I have  killed.  The  use  of full  in  tlua 
4 manner  I could  give  many  instances  of/  This,  however,  we  much  doubt. 

*'  Timonist.]  i.  e.  Timon  of  Athens,  alluding  to  the  muautliropy  of  that  character. 
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Hell-fire  can’t  parch  her  blacker  than  she  is.  ! 
Do  you  grin,  chimney-sweeper ? 

Ori.  Whnt  is’t,  Miranda? 
jj Hr.  That  you  would  please  Lucinda  might 
attend  you. 

Co/.  That  suit,  sir,  I consent  not  to. 

Luc.  My  husband? 

My  dearest  Angelo? 

Nor.  More  jiggatn-bobs?  Is  not  this  the 
fellow  that  ~ [vice? 

Swam  like  a duck  to  the  shore  in  our  s a-scr- 
Cut.  The  very  same.  Do  not  you  know  me 
now,  sir? 

My  name  is  Angelo,  tho’  Oolonna  veil’d  it, 
Your  countryman  and  kinsman,  born  in  Flo- 
rence ; 

Who  from  the  neighbour-islnndhere  of  Goza 
Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 
When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thousand 
souls. 

Since,  in  Constantinople  have  I liv’d, 

Where  I beheld  this  Turkish  damsel  first. 

A tedious  suitor  was  I for  her  love;  [hide 
And,  pitying  such  a beauteous  case  should 
A soul  prnphnn’d  with  infidelity, 

I labour’d  her  conversion,  with  m v love, 

And  doubly  won  her  : To  fair  faith  her  soul 
She  first  betroth’d,  and  then  her  faith  to  me. 
But  fearful  there  to  consummate  thiseoutrart, 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta’en  again 
By  those  same  gallics  ’for*  Valetta  fought: 
Since,  in  your  service  I attended  here, 
Where,  what  1 saw  and  heard  hath  joy’d  me 
more 

Than  all  my  past  afflictions  griev’d  before. 
Val.  Wonders  crown  wonders!  Take  thy 
wife. — Miranda, 

Be  henceforth  call’d  our  Malta’s  better  angel ; 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat.  [black 
Nor . We’ll  call  him  Cacodcmon,  with  his 
Gib  there,  his  Succuba,  his  devil’s  seed, 

His  spawn  of  Phlegethon,  tint,  o'  my  con- 
science. 

Was  bred  o’  th’  spume  of  Cocytus.— Do  you 
snarl,  you  black  Gill? 

She  looks  like  the  picture  of  America. 

Vul.  Why  stay  we  now? 

Mir.  This  last  petition  to  the  court ; 

I may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  fort 
To  this  my  kinsman,  tow’rd  the  maintenance 
Of  him  and  bis  fair  virtuous  wife:  Discreet, 
Loyal,  ami  valiant,  I dare  give  him  you. 

Val.  You  must  not  ask  iu  vain,  sir. 

Col.  My  best  thanks 
To  you,  tny  noble  cousin,  nnd  my  service 
To  the  whole  court:  May  I deserve  this  bounty! 

Val.  Proceed  to  tli’  ceremony.  One  of  our 
Degrade  Mountferrat  first ! [Esguard 

Mount/.  I will  not  sue 
For  mercy ; ’twerc  in  vain : Fortune,  thy 
worst ! [ Mustek. 


An  altar  discover  d,  with  tapers  and  a bonk  on 
it.  The  two  Bishops  stand  on  each  side  of 
it;  Mountferrat , as  the  song  is  singing, 
ascends  up  the  attar. 

See,  see,  the  stain  of  honour, Virtue’s  foe. 
Of  virgins*  fair  fames  the  foul  overthrow ! 
That  broken  hath  his  oath  of  chastity, 
Dishonour’d  much  this  holy  dignity  ; 

Off  with  his  rohe,  expel  linn  forth  this 
place,  [grace ! 

Whilst  we  rejoice,  and  sing  at  his  dis- 
Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  hast  made 
thyself 

Unworthy  of  that  worthy  sign  thou  wcar’st. 
And  of  our  sacred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtues  we  receiv’d  thee  first, 
According  to  our  statutes,  ordinances* 

For  praise  unto  the  good,  a terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all  men  ; 

Wc  here  deprive  thee  of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  society, 

From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a rotten, 
Corrupted,  and  contagious  member. 

Esg.  U*ing  th’  authority  the  superior 
Hath  giv’n  unto  me,  I untie  this  knot. 

And  take  from  thee  the  pleasing  yoke  of 
Heaven  : 

Wc  take  from  off  thy  breast  this  holy  cross, 
Which  thou  hast  made  thy  burden,  not  thy 

ProP  ’» 

Thy  spurs  wc  spoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heel* 
Bare  of  thy  honour-*1,  that  have  kick’d  against 
Our  order’s  precepts;  next  we  reave  thy 
sword. 

And  give  thee  armless  to  thy  enemies. 

For  being  foe  to  goodness,  and  to  God ; 
Last,  ’bout  thy  stiff  neck  we  this  halter  hang, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  court. 
Val.  Invest  Miranda  «. 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  Virtue,  Honour’s  bloom* 
Thai  here  with  burning  zeal  dost  come, 
With  joy  to  ask  the  white-cross  cloak. 
And  yield  unto  this  phasing  yoke  ! 

That  being  young,  vows  chastity, 

And  chusest  wilful  poverty; 

As  this  flame  mounts,  so  mount  thy  zeal ! 

thy  glory  [story ! 

Rise  past  the  stars,  and  fix  in  Ileav’u  thy 

1 Bishop.  What  crave  you,  gentle  sir? 
Mir.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a brother  of  the  holy  hospital 
Of  great  Jerusalem. 

2 Bishop.  Breathe  out  your  vow. 

Mir.  Tie.  Ileav’u,  and  all  the  bench  of 
saints  above, 

(Whose  succour  I implore  t’  enable  me) 

I vow  henceforth  a chaste  life;  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  myself ; obedience 


* Bare  of  thy  honour.]  Sympson  thinks  we  should  read,  ‘ bare  of  their  honour.’ 
n Invest  Miranda.]  The  ceremonies  of  receiving  h knight  into  the  order  of  Malta,  may  be 
at  large  in  Vertot’s  History  of  the  Knights  of  Malta,  vol.  vi.  p.  18.  R. 


Digitized  by  Google 


024 


THE  KNIGI1T  OF  MALTA. 


To  mv  superior®,  whom  religion 
And  Heav’n  shall  give  me;  ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of'  ladies,  and  to  oppugn 
E’en  uuto  death  the  Christian  enemy : 
s.Tbis  do  I vow  t‘  accomplish  ! 

Kig.  Who  can  tell. 

Has  he  made  other  vow,  or  promis'd  marriage 
To  any  0111%*  or  is  in  servitude  ? 

AH.  He’s  fre  e from  all  these. 

1 Hilltop.  Put  on  his  spurs,  and  gird  him 
with  the  sword. 

The  scourge  of  infidels,  and  types  of  speed, 
lluiidest  thy  faith  011  this? 

[Presenting  the  cross. 
Mir.  On  him  that  died 
On  such  a sacred  figure,  for  our  sins. 

2 j bishop.  Here  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left 

side,  for  [service 

Thy  increase  of  faith,  Christian  defence,  and 
To  th*  poor  ; and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we 
plant  it,  [heart; 

That  thou  fuayst  love  il  ev'n  with  all  thy 
With  liiy  right  hand  protect,  preserve  it 
whole; 

For  if  thou  fighting  ’gainst  HenvVs  enemies 
Shalt  fly  away,  abandoning  the  cross, 

'l  he  ensign  of  thy  holy  general, 

With  shame  thou  justly  shult  be  robb’d  of  it, 


[Act  5.  Scene  9. 

Chas’d  from  our  company,  and  cut  away 
As  an  infectious  putrified  limb. 

Mir.  I ask  no  favour. 

1 Bishop.  Then  receive  the  yoke 
Of  him  that  makes  it  sweet  and  light;  in  which, 
Thv  soul  find  her  eternal  rest! 

Vnl.  Most  welcome  ! 

AH.  Welcome,  our  noble  brother! 

Vnl.  Break  up  the  court. — Mountferraf  j 
tho*  your  deeds, 

Conspiring  ’gainst  the  lives  of  innocents, 
Have  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  stain 
Our  white  cross  with  your  blood : Your  doom 
is  then 

To  marry  this  co- agent  of  your  mischiefs; 

W lijch  done,  we  banish  you  to  th*  continent*. 
If  either,  nftpr  three  days,  here  be  found. 
The  hand  of  law  lays  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Nor.  Away,  French  stallion  ! Now 
You  have  a Barbary  marc  of  your  own;  go 
leap  her, 

And  engender  voting  deviliiigs ! 

Vat.  We  will  find  something,  noble  No- 
ramline,  * 

To  quit  your  merit. — So,  to  civil  feasts, 

Ac  cording  to  oitr  customs ; and  ail  pray  % 
The  dew  of  grace  bless  our  new  Knight  to* 
day!  [Exeunt  omna. 


♦*  We  banish  r/ou  the  continent .]  Would  not  one  think,  though  they  arc  here  in  an  island, 
that  they  were  actually  upon  the  continent?  Certainlv  the  English  of  our  days,  ami  that  of 
•ur  Poets,  hits  undergone  great  alterations,  if  we  ought  not  to  read  by  a small  addition, 

* we  bam»h  you  to  th * continent.’  Sampson. 


•it 

END  OF  TIIE  SECOND  VOLUME. 


fainted  bjf  kin  hard  Tar/tvr  end  Co.,  Shot  Lane , Lvnaoiu 
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